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PREFACE. 


IHEY  who  follcit  the  favour  of  the  Pub- 
lick  are  often  led  to  lament  the  inftability  of 
its  regard  j  and  volumes  have  been  written 
to  deter  men  from  trying  ever  to  obtain  that 
which  is  acknowledged  fo  difficult  to  keep  : 
yet  numbers  ftill  endeavour,  in  fpite  of  ad 
monition,  to  fit  upon  themfelves  that  fairy 
garland,  which  they  have  fo  often  feen  fnatch- 
ed  by  malice  from  the  head  of  the  unwary, 
dropt  by  a  fudden  tofs  from  the  temples  of 
the  arrogant,  and  fading  through  mere  negli 
gence  round  the  brows  of  the  iluggard.  The 
obfidional  crown  however,  compofed  only  of 
that  grafs  which  grew  in  the  place  befieged, 
— may  ftill,  as  in  the  days  of  ancient  Rome 
perhaps— be  worn  while  it  lafts  without  envy  ; 
nor  can  I  form  pretenfions  to  any  higher  re 
ward,  for  having  made  known  the  true  charac 
ter  of  a  dead  friend,  by  printing  his  opinions, 
fentences,  and  letters,  which  beft  explain  it. 
An  Editor's  duty  is  indeed  that  of  moft 
danger  and  leaft  renown  through  all  the  ranks 
of  literary  warfare;  all  merit  is  attributed 
(and  juftly)  to  the  author;  for  faults,  the 
perfon  who  publifhes  muft  be  refponfible. 
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It  is  difficult  enough  too,  in  a  previous  ad- 
drefs,  to  defend  one's  felf  from  cenfures,  of 
which  we  yet  know  not  the  form  and  force  j 
the  firft  and  greateft  danger  is  here  indeed 
little  to  be  dreaded  as  thefe  letters  will  doubt- 
lefs  be  deemed  authentick,  even  by  thofe 
who  profefsthemfelves  leaft  pleafed  with  their 
perufal — and  he  was  accounted  among  the 
wifeft  of  the  ancients,  who  chofe  rather  to  dif-~ 
plea/e  by  truth,  than  give  delight  by  falfehood. 

None  but  domeftick  and  familiar  events 
can  be  expected  from  a  private  correfpon- 
dence  j  no  reflections  but  fuch  as  they  excite 
can  be  found  there  ;  yet  whoever  turns  away 
difgufted  by  the  infipidity  with  which  this, 
and  I  fuppofe  every  correfpondence  muft 
naturally  and  almoft  neceflarily  begin — will 
here  be  likely  to  lofe  fome  genuine  pleafure, 
and  fome  ufeful  knowledge  of  what  our  he 
roic  Milton  was  himfelf  contented  to  re- 
fpecl,  as 

That  which  before  thee  lies  in  daily  life, 

And  fhould  I  be  charged  with  obtruding 
trifles  on  the  Public,  I  might  reply,  that  the 
meaneft  animals  preferved  in  amber  become 
of  value  to  thofe  who  form  collections  of  na 
tural  hiftory,  that  the  fifh  found  in  Monte 
Bolca  ferve  as  proofs  of  facred  writ,  and  that 
the  cart-wheel  ftuck  in  the  rock  of  Tivoli, 
is  now  found  ufeful  in  computing  the  rota 
tion  of  the  earth. 

When 
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Were  I  difpofed  to  deprecate  future  criti- 
cifm,  I  might  here  undertake  the  defence  of 
Dr.  Johnfon's  fentiments,  as  they  will  be 
found  ftrewed  up  and  down  thefe  volumes  ; 
but  for  the  Editor  it  is  fufficient,  that  they 
are  the  fentiments  of  him  who,  when  living, 
above  all  men  knew  how  to  compel  acquief- 
cence,  even  from  the  few  who  forbore  a  loud 
and  clamorous  applaufe.  The  letters  there 
fore  remain  juft  as  he  wrote  them  ;  and  I 
did  not  like  to  mutilate  fuch  as  contained 
either  fallies  of  humour  or  precepts  of  mor 
ality,  becaufe  they  might  be  mingled  with 
family  affairs  ;  nor  will  I  much  extend  my- 
felf  in  empty  apologies  for  letting  fuch  paf- 
fages  (land  which  at  worft  may  ferve  to  gra 
tify  petty  curiofity,  while  readers  who  fearch 
for  fomething  better  will  not  long  be  de 
tained,  and  confequently  can  complain  but 
little. 

It  has  been  frequently  lamented,  that  we 
have  few  letters  in  our  language  printed  from 
genuine  copies — fcarce  any  from  authors  of 
eminence  j  fuch  as  were  prepared  for  the  prefs 
by  their  writers,  have  forfeited  all  title  to  the 
name  of  letters  ^  nor  are  I  believe  ever  con- 
fidered  as  familiar  chat  fpread  upon  paper  for 
the  advantage  or  entertainment  of  a  diftant 
friend.  Here  might  I  add  much  about  epif- 
tolary  ftyle,  echoing  perhaps  with  lefs  no 
velty  than  pleafure,  the  juft  praifes  of  Se- 
vigne's  tendernefs,  and  Maintenon's  piety ; 
but  who  could  hope  to  add  one  ufeful  obfer- 
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vation  to  thofe  contained  in  No.  152 of  the 
Rambler  ?  It  were  eafy  to  dilute  the  fait  of 
Johnfon's  expreflions  by  pages  of  my  own 
infipidity  j  but  very  different  is  the  compen- 
fation  deferved  by  thofe  who  received  my 
Anecdotes  with  a  degree  of  approbation  I 
had  not  dared  to  hope. 

May  thefe  letters  in  fome  meafure  pay  my 
debts  of  gratitude  !  they  will  not  furely  be 
the^V/?,  the  only  thing  written  by  Johnfon, 
with  which  our  nation  has  not  been  pleafed. 
The  good  tafte  by  which  our  countrymen  are 
diftinguifhed,  will  lead  them  to  prefer  the 
native  thoughts  and  unfludied  phrafes  fcat- 
tered  over  thefe  pages,  to  the  more  laboured 
elegance  of  his  other  works — -as  bees  have 
'been  obferved  to  reject  rofes,  and  fix  upon 
the  wild  fragrance  of  a  neighbouring  heath. 
I  have  however  been  attentive  to  avoid  pain 
ing  many  individuals,  even  for  the  gratifica 
tion  of  that  Public  to  which  I  am  much  more 
obliged — for  duty  bids  me  defend  an  enemy 
fromcenfure,  while  inclination  eagerly  brings 
forward  the  praifes  of  every  friend. 

But  on  revifal  of  thefe  letters  when  at  laft 
they  were  collected,  fome  notes  began  to  ap 
pear  almoft  neceflary  j  partly  therefore  to 
avoid  writing  what  could  in  that  form  have 
given  little  fatisfaclion,  partly  from  finding 
in  my  own  anfwers  to  him,  a  better  com 
ment  on  his  meaning  than  I  could  now  have 
written,  I  was  induced  to  print  trifles  not 
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originally  intended  for  the  Public,  on  whofe 
indulgence  I  depend  for  protection.  Mean 
time,  to  fuch  of  our  intimate  companions 
as  have  been  fpared  by  death,  this  corref- 
pondence  can  fcarcely  fail  to  be  interefting 
— yet  even  from  kindnefs  fome  objections 
may  be  feared :  for  though  all  delight  in 
hanging  up  a  handfome  portrait  of  their 

friends many  refufe  admiffion  in  a  fine 

apartment  to  waxen  figures  modelled  from 
the  life,  and  drefTed  with  fuch  minutenefs  of 
propriety — they  ftartle  while  they  pleafe. 

The  verfes  from  Boethius  will  be  accepted 
as  a  literary  rarity ;  it  was  about  the  year 
1765  when  our  Doctor  told  me  that  he  would 
tranflate  the  confolations  of  Philofophy,  but 
faid  I  muftdothe  Odes  for  him,  and  produce 
one  every  Thurfday  j  he  was  obeyed  ;  and 
in  commending  fome,  and  correcting  others, 
about  a  dozen  Thurfdays  patted  away. — Of 
thofe  which  arc  given  here  however,  he  did 
many  entirely  himfelf;  and  of  the  others — I 
fufTered  my  own  lines  to  be  printed,  that  his 
might  not  be  loft.  The  work  was  broken  off 
without  completion,  becaufe  fome  gentle 
man,  whofe  name  I  have  forgotten,  took  it 
in  hand ;  and  againft  him,  for  reafons  of 
delicacy — Johnfon  did  not  chufe  to  contend. 

Here,  however,  fhall  ceafe  my  explana 
tions  and  apologies ;  the  furling  up  of  that 
curtain  which  keeps  Shakefpeare  and  Siddons 
from  our  fight— though  the  allegorical  figures 

upon 
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upon  it  were  painted  by  Pouilin,  would  be 
ever  impatiently  fighed  for :  and  the  audi 
ence  might  be  reasonably  enough  expe&ed 
to  clatter  their  flicks,  till  As  you  like  it  were 
prefented  to  their  view. 
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Samuel  Johnfon,    L.  L.  D. 


L  JE  T  T  E  R      I.  * 
To    MRS.     T  H  R    A   L  E. 

'-V   MADAM,  London,  Aug.  1 3,  1765. 

JL  F  you  have  really  fo  good  an  opinion  of  me 
as  you  exprefs,  it  will  not  be  neceflary  to  inform 
you,  how  unwillingly  I  mifs  the  opportunity  of 
coming  to  Jtoghthelmftone  in  Mr.  Thrale's  com-  <- 
paay ;  or,  iince  I  cannot  do  what  I  wifh  firft, 
how  eagerly  I  ftiall  catch  the  fecond  degree  of 
pleafure,  by  coming  to  you  and  him,  as  foon  as  I 
can  dilmifs  my  work  from  my  hands. 

I  am  afraid  to  make  promifes  even  to  myfelf ; 
but  I  hope  that  the  week  after  the  next  will  be  the 
end  of  my  prefent  bufmefs.  When  bufinefs  is 
done,  what  remains  but  pleafure  ?  and  where 
Ihould  pleafure  be  fought,  but  under  Mrs.  Thrale's 
influence  ? 

lairirf 


*  This  is  the  firft  letter  ever  received  by  the  Editor  from 
Dr.  Johnfon,  vrho  was  at  that  time  engaged  in  preparing 
for  the  prefs  his  Edition  of  Shakefpeare. 

VOL.  L  B  Do 
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Do  not  blame  me  for  a  delay  by  which  I  muft 
fufier  fo  much,  and  by  which  I  fufFer  alone.  If 
you  cannot  think  I  am  good,  pray  think  I  am 
mending,  and  that  in  time  I  may  deferve  to  be, 

DEAR    MADAM, 

Your  moft  obedient,  and 

Moft  humble  fervant, 

SAM.  JOHNSON, 


LETTER      II.  * 
To    MRS.    SALUSBURY*. 
MADAM,  February,  14,  1767. 

JL  HOPE  it  will  not  be  coniidered  as  one  of  the 
mere  formalities  of  life,  when  I  declare,  that  to 
have  heard  nothing  of  Mrs.  Thrale  for  fo  long  a 
time,  has  given  me  pain.  My  uneafinefs  is  fin- 
cere,  and  therefore  deferves  to  be  relieved.  I  do 
not  write  to  Mrs.  Thrale,  left  it  fhould  give  her 
trouble  at  an  inconvenient  time.  I  beg,  Dear 
Madam,  to  know  how  me  does  ;  and  fhall  ho- 
neftly  partake  'of  your  grief  if  ihe  is  ill,  and  of 
your  plea-fure  if  fhe  is  well.  I  am, 

MADAM, 

Your  rnoft  obliged,  and 
Moft  humble  fervant, 

SAM.  JOHNSON. 

•  Mother  Co  the  Editor. 
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LETTER      UI. 
To     MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
M.ADAM,  Lichfield,  July  ao,  1767. 

JL  HOUGH  I  have  been  away  fo  much  longer 
than  I  purpofed  or  expe&ed,  I  have  found  no 
thing  that  withdraws  my  affe&ions  from  the 
friends  whom  I  left  behind,  or  which  makes  me 
lefs  defirous  of  repofmg^  at  that  place  which  your 
Jdndnefs  and  Mr.  Thrale's  allots  me  to  call  my 
home. 

Mifs  Lticy  *  is  more  kind  and  civil  than  I  eX- 
pecled,  and  has  raifed  my  efteem  by  many  excel 
lencies  very  noble  and  refplendent,  though  a  little 
difcoloured  by  hoary  virginity.  Every  thing  elfe 
recals  to  my  remembrance  years,  in  which  I  pro- 
pofed  what,  I  am  afraid,  I  have  not  done,  and 
promifed  myfelf  pleafure  which  I  have  not  found. 
But  complaint  can  be  of  no  ufe ;  and  why  then 
fhould  I  deprefs  your  hopes  by  my  lamentations  ? 
I  fuppofe  it  is  the  condition  of  humanity  to  de- 
fign  what  never  will  be  done,  and  to  hope  what 
never  will  be  obtained.  But  among  the  vain 
hopes,  let  me  not  number  the  hope  which  I  have, 
of  being  long,  Dear  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


*  Mifs  Lucy  Porter,  daughter  to  Br,  Jobnfon's  wife  by 
•a  former  hulbund. 

B  2  LET- 


LETTER      IV. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  O&.  3,  1767. 

lOU   are  returned,    I   fuppofe,    from  Bright- 
helmftone,  aad  this  letter  will  be  read  at  Streat- 

ham. 

• 

—  Sine  me,  li'oer,  ibis  in  urbem. 

I  have  felt  in  this  place  fomething  like  the 
ihackles  of  deftiny.  There  has  not  been  one  day 
of  pleafure,  and  yet  I  cannot  get  away.  But 
when  I  do  come,  I  perhaps  fhall  not  be  eafily 
persuaded  to  pafs  again  to  the  other  fide  of  Styx, 
to  venture  myfelf  on  the  irremeable  road.  I  long 
to  fee  you,  and  all  thofe  of  whom  the  fight  is  in 
cluded  in  feeing  you.  Nil  mihi  refcribas-,  for 
though  I  have  no  right  to  fay,  ipfa  ivni,  I  hope 
that  ipfe  <veniam.  Be  pfeafed  to  make  my  com 
pliments. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      V. 
To     MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  March  3,  i  ;6S. 

I  THOUGHT  Mr.  W  -  had  been  fecured. 
Since  what  I  have  done  is  ineffectual,  I  doubt  the 

power 
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power  of  my  felicitation  ;  but,  to  leave  nothing 
undone,  I  have  written  to  him. 

Mr.  Pennick  I  have  feen,  but  with  fo  little  ap 
proach  to  intimacy  that  I  could  not  have  recol 
lected  his  name;  yet  to  him  I  have  inclofed 
a  letter,  which,  after  this  information,  you  may 
life  as  you  think  is  beft.  I  fuppofe  it  can  do  no 
harm. 

Do  you  think  there  is  any  danger,  that  you  are 
thus  anxious  for  a  fingle  vote  ?  Pray  let  me  know, 
as  often  as  you  can  find  a  little  time  ;  for  I  love 
to  fee  a  letter. 

.Be  pleafed  to  make  my  compliments  to  Mr. 
Thrale  and  Mrs.  Salulbury,  and  Mifs  Hetty,  and 
every  body.  How  does  the  poor  little  maid  ? 

I  am,  &c. 


Dr.  JOHNSON'S  Letter  to  Mr.  PENNICK  in  favour  of 

Mr.  THRALE, 
S  IRr 

I  am  flattered  by  others  with  an  honour  with 
which  I  dare  not  prefurae  to  flatter  myfelf,  that 
of  having  obtained  fo  much  of  your  kmdnefs  or 
regard,  as  that  my  recommendation  of  a  candi 
date  for  Southwark  may  have  fome  influence  in 
determining  your  vote  at  the  approaching  election, 
As  a  man  is  willing  to  believe  well  of  nimfelf,  I 
now  indulge  my  vanity,  by  foliciting  your  vote 
and  intercft  for  Mr.  Thrale,  whofe  encomium*  I 
ftull  make  very  conipendioufly,  by  telling  you 
that  you  would  moft  certainly  vote  tor  him  if  you 

knew 
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knew  him.  I  ought  to  have  waited  on  you  with 
this  requeft,  even  though  my  right  to  make  it  had 
been  greater;  but,  as  the  election  approaches, 
and  T  know  not  how  long  I  (hall  be  detained  here, 
I  hope  you  will  not  impute  this  unceremonious 
treatment  to  any  want  of  refpeft  in,  Sir, 

Your  mod  obedient  fervant. 


LETTER      VI. 

> 

To     MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

MADAM,  March  1 4,  i 768. 

JVL  Y  laft  letter  came  a  day  after  its  time,  by 
being  carried  too  late  to  the  poft.  This  I  men 
tion,  that  you  may  not  fufpedt  me  of  negligence. 
I  wrote  at  the  fame  time  to  Mr.  W.  in  more  forci 
ble  terms,  than  perhaps  he  thinks  I  had  a  right 
to:  he  has  not  anfwered  me.  He  and  his  wife 
are  on  fuch  terms,  that  I  know  not  whether  his 
inclination  can  be  inferred  from  her's. 

If  I  can  be  of  any  ufe,  I  will  come  directly  to 
London;  but  if  Mr.  Thrale  thinks  himfelf  certain, 
I  have  no  doubt.  That  they  all  exprefs  the  fame 
certainty,  has  very  little  effecl:  on  thofe  who 
know  how  many  men  are  confident  without  cer 
tainty,  and  pofitive  without  confidence.  We 
have  riot  any  reafon  to  lufpeft  Mr.  Thrale  of  de 
ceiving  us  or  himfelf. 

I  hope  all  our  friends  at  Streatham  are  well ; 
and  am  glad  to  hope  that  the  poor  maid  will  re 
cover.     When  the  mind  is  drawn  toward  a  dying- 
bed, 
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bed,  how  fmall  a  thing  is  an  election  ?  But  on 
death  we  cannot  be  always  thinking,  and,  I  fup- 
pofe,  we  need  not.  The  thought  is  very  dreadful ! 
This  little  dog  does  nothing,  but  I  hope  he  will 
mend;  he  is  now  reading  Jack  the  Giant-killer. 
Perhaps  fo  coble  a  narrative  may  roufein  him  the 
foul  of  enterprife. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      VII. 
To    MRS.      T  H   R    A   L   E. 
MADAM,  March  18,  1768. 

JN  O  part  of  Mr.  Thrale's  troubles  would  have 
been  troublefome  to  me,  if  any  endeavours  of 
mine  could  have  made  them  lefs.  But  I  know 
not  that  I  could  have  done  more  for  him,  than,  in 
your  approaching  danger,  I  -can  do  for  you.  I 
w'ifti  you  both  well,  and  have  little  doubt  of  fee 
ing  you  both  emerge  from  your  difficulties. 

When  the  ^leclion  is  decided,  I  entreat  to  be 
immediately  informed;  and  when  you  retreat  tg 
Streatham,  if  I  fhall  not  have  returned  to  town, 
I  hope  that  Mrs.  Salufbury  will  favour  me  now 
and  then  with  an  account  of  you,  when  you  can 
lefs  conveniently  give  it  of  yourfelf.  To  be  able 
to  do  nothing  in  the  exigence  of  a  friend  is  an 
uneafy  ftate,  but  in  the  molt  preffing  exigencies  it 
is  the  natural  ftate  of  humanity,  and  in  all  has 
been  commonly  that  of,  Dear  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 

LET- 
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LETTER      VIII. 

To    MRS.     T  H   R   A  L  E. 

DEAR   MA  DAM,          Oxford,  March  24,  1 768, 

±OU  ferve  me  very  forrily.  You  may  write 
every  day  to  this  place ;;  and  yet  I  do  not  know 
what  is  the  event  of  the  Sputhwark  ele&ion, 
though,  I  am  fure,  you  ought  to  believe  that  I 
am  very  far  from  indifference  about  it.  Co ;  let 
me  know  as  foon  as  you  can. 

Our  election  was  yefterday.  Every  poffible 
influence  of  hope  and  fear  was,  I  believe,  enforc 
ed  on  this  occafion ;  the  flaves  of  power,  and  the 
folicitors  of  favour,  were  driven  nither  from  the 
remoteft  corners  6f  the  kingdom,  but  judex  honef- 
tumpreetultt  utili.  The  virtue  of  Oxford  has  once 
more  prevailed. 

The  death  of  Sir  Walter  Bagot,  a  little  before 
the  ele&ion,  left  them  no  great  time  to  deliberate, 
and  they  therefore  joined  to  Sir  Roger  Newdigatc 
their  old  reprefentative,  an  Oxfordfhire  gentleman, 
of  no  name,  no  great  jntereft,  nor  perhaps  any 
other  merit,  than  that  of  being  on  the  right  fide. 
Yet  when  the  poll  was  numbered,  it  produced 
For  Sir  R.  Newdigate       352 
Mr.  Page          -         296 
Mr.  Jenkinfon       -     198 
Dr.  Hay  62 

Of  this  I  am  fure  you  muft  be  glad  ;  for,  with 
out  enquiring  into  the  opinions  or  conduft  of  any 
party,  it  muft  be  for  ever  pleaiing  to  fee  men  ad- 
nering  to  their  principles  againft  their  intereft,  ef- 

pecially 
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pecially  when  you  confider  that  thefe  voters  are  ^ 
poor,  and  never  can  be  much  lefs  poor  but  by 
the  favour  of  thofe  whom  they  are  now  oppofing, 

I  am,  £c. 


t,  S  T  T  E  R      IX. 
To   MRS.     T   H   R    A   L   E. 

MADAM,  Qrford,  April  19,  1 76?. 

JL  F  I  fhould  begin  with  telling  you  what  is  very 
true,  that  I  have  of  late  been  very  much  difor- 
dered,  you  might  perhaps  think  that  in  the  n£Jrt 
line  I  fhould  impute  tfcis  diforder  to  my  diftance 
from  you  ;  but  I  am  not  yet  well  enough  to  con 
trive  fuch  ftratagems  of  compliment.  I  have  been 
really  very  bad,  and  am  glad  that  I  was  not  at 
Streatham,  where  I  Aiould  have  been  troublelome 
to  you,  and  you  could  have  given  no  help  to  me. 

1  am  not,  however,  without  hopes  of  being 
better,  and  therefore  hear  with  great  pleafure  o£ 
the  welfare  of  thofe  from  whom  I  always  expect 
to  receive  pleafure  wbe.i*  I  am  capable  of  receiv 
ing  it,  and  think;  myfelf  much  favoured  that  you 
mack  fo  much  bafte  t$  tell  me  of  your  recovery. 

I  deiign  to  k>ve  &tle  Mifs  Nanny  very  well ; 
but  you  muft  let  us  have  a  Beffy  fome  other  time. 
1  fupppfe  the  Borough  bells  rung  for  the  young 
Jady's  arrival.  J  fcope  fte  will  be  happy.  I  will 
not  welcome  her  with  any  words  of  ill  omen. 

She 
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She  will  certainly  be  happy,  if  fhe  be  as  fhe  and 
all  friends  are  wifhed  to  be  by,  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER      X. 
To    MRS.     T   H    R    A   L   E. 
MADAM,  Oxford,  April  28th,  1  768. 

J-T  is  indeed  a  great  alleviation  of  ficknefs  to 
be  nuvfed  by  a  mother,  and  it  is  a  comfort  in  re 
turn  to  have  the  profpeft  of  being  nurfed  by  a 
daughter,  even  at  that  hour  when  all  human  at 
tention  muft  be  vain.  From  that  focial  defire  of 
being  valuable  to  each  other,  which  produces 
kindnefs  and  officioufnefs,  it  proceeds,  and  muft 
proceed,  that  there  is  fome  pleafure  in  being  able 
to  give  pain.  To  roll  the  weak  eye  of  helpleis 
anguifh,  and  fee  nothing  on  any  iide  but  cold  in 
difference,  will,  I  hope,  happen  to  none  whom  I 
love  or  value  ;  it  may  tend  to  withdraw  the  mind 
from  life,  but  has  no  tendency  to  kindle  thofe  af 
fections  which  fit  us  for  a  purer  and  a  nobler  ftate. 
Yet  when  any  man  finds  himfelf  difpofed  to 
complain  with  how  little  care  he  is  regarded,  let 
him  reflect  how  little  he  contributes  to  the  happi- 
nefs  of  others,  and  how  little  for  the  moft  part, 
he  fuffers  from  their  pains.  It  is  perhaps  not  to 
be  lamented,  that  thofe  folicitudes  are  not  long 
nor  frequent,  which  muft  commonly  be  vain  ;  nor 
can  we  wonder  that,  in  a  ft  ate  in  which  all  have 
fo  much  to  feel  of  their  own  evils,  very  few  have 

leifure 
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leifure  for  thofe  of  another.  However,  it  is  fo  or? 
clered,  that  few  fufler  for  want  of  afliftance  ;  and 
ihat  kindnefs  which  could  not  aflift,  however 
pleating,  may  be  fpared. 

Thefe  reflections  do  not  grow  out  of  any  dif- 
content  at  C—  y's  behaviour  :  he  has  been  neither 
negligent  nor  troublefome  ;  nor  do  I  love  him 
lefs  for  having  been  ill  in  his  houfe.  This  is  no 
fmall  degree  of  praife.  I  am  better,  having  fcarce 
eaten  for  feven  days.  I  (hall  come  home  on  Sa-r 
turday. 

I  am,  &c. 


L  E  T  T  E  R      XI. 

To    MRS.     T   H    R    A   L    E. 
M  A  D  A  M,  May  23d,   1768. 

X  H  O  U  G  H  I  purpofe  to  come  home  to-morr 
row,  I  could  not  omit  even  fo  long,  to  tell  you 
how  much  I  think  myfelf  favoured  by  your  no 
tice.  Every  man  is  defirous  to  keep  thole  friends 
whom  he  is  proud  to  have  gained,  and  I  count 
the  fiiendihip  of  your  houfe  among  the  felicities 
of  life. 

I  thank  God  that  I  am  better,  and  am  at  leaft 
within  hope  of  being  as  well  as  you  h#ve  ever  , 
known  me.     Let  me  have  your  prayers. 

I  am,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER      XII. 
To    MRS.     T  H   R    A   L   E. 
MADAM,  JtH»e  17,  1768.. 

1  KNOW  that  you  were  not  difpleafed  to  find 
me  gone  abroad,  when  you  were  fo  kind  as  to  fa- 
Vour  me  with  a  vifit.  I  find  it  ufefui  to  be  mov 
ing  ;  but  whitherfoever  I  may  wander,  I  mall  not, 
I  hope,  leave  behind  me  that  gratitude  and  re- 
fpeft,  with  which  your  attention  to  my  health, 
and  tendernels  for  my  weaknefs,  have  imprefled 
my  heart.  May  you  be  long  before  you  want  the 
kindnefs  which  you  have  mown  to,  Madam, 

Your,  £c. 


LETTER      XIII. 
To    MRS.     T   H    R   A   L    E. 
MADAM,  Nov.  n,  1768. 

A  M  fincerely  forry  for  you  both  ;  nor  is  my 
grief  dilinterefted  ;  for  I  cannot  but  think  the  life 
of  Mrs.  Salulbury  fome  addition  to  the  happinefs 
of  all  that  know  her.  How  much  foever,  I  wilh 
to  fee  you,  I  hope  you  will  give  me  no  pleafure 
at  the  expence  of  one  to  whom  you  have  fo  much 
greater  reafon  to  be  attentive. 

I  am,  £&. 

LET- 
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LETTER      XIV. 
To  MRS.     T  H   R    A   L  E. 
MADAM,  Dec.*,  1768, 

[  CAN  readily  find  no  paper  that  is  not  ruled 
for  juridical  life.  You  will  wonder  that  I  have 
not  written,  and  indeed  I  wonder  too  j  but  I  have 
been  oddly  put  by  my  purpofe.  If  my  oim'flion  has 
given  you  any  uneaftaefs,  I  have  the  mortification 
of  paining  that  mind  which  I  would  moft  wim,  to 
pieafe.  I  am  not,  I  thank  God,  worfe  than  when 
I  went  ;  and  you  have  no  hope  that  I  ihould  grow 
better  here.  But  I  will  fhour  myfelf  to-morrow, 
and  only  write  in  hope  that  my  letter  will  come- 
before  me,  and  that  you  will  have  forgiven  the 
negligence  of,  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER      XV. 
Te    Miss     FLINT.* 
MADEMOISELLE,  A  Londres,  Mars  31,  1769. 

A  L  faut  avouer  que  la  lettre  que  vous  m'avez 
fait  Thoneur  de  niecrire,  a  etc  long-terns  fans  re- 
ponfe.  Voici  mon  apologie.  J'aj  ete  afflige  d'une 
maladie  de  violence  peu  fupportable,  &  d'une  Icn- 

*  Mifs  Flint  was  a  -very  young  lady,  who  had  tranflated 
his  Scriptures  at  the  end  of  Shakefpeare's  Plays. 

teur 
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teur  bien  ennuiant.  Tout  etat  a  fes  droits  parti- 
culiers.  On  compte  parmi  les  droits  d'un  malade 
celui  de  manquer  aux  offices  de  refpeft,  et  aux  de 
voirs  de  reconnoiflance.  Gene  par  fes  douleurs,  il 
ne  figait  veiller  qu'a  foi-meme.  II  ne  penfe  qu'a. 
fe  foulager,  et  a  fe  retablir,  peu  attentif  a  tout 
autre  foin,  et  peu  fenfible  a  la  gloire  d'etre  traduit 
par  une  main  telle  que  la  votre. 

Neanmoins,  Mademoifelle,  votre  merite  aaroit 
exige  que  je  m'eflbigafle  de  vous  rendre  graces  de 
vos  egards,  (i  je  1'avois  pu  faire  fans  y  meler  des 
querelles.  Mais  comment  m'empecher  de  me 
plaindre  de  ces  appas  par  lefquels  vous  avez 
gagne  fur  Tefprit  de  Mademoifelle  Reynolds  juf- 
qu'a  ce  qu'elle  ne  fe  fouvient  plus  ni  de  fa  patrie 
ni  de  fes  amis.  C'eft  peu  de  nous  loner,  c'eft  peu 
de  repandre  nos  ouvrages  par  des  tradudtions  les 
plus  belles,  pendant  que  vous  nous  privez  du  plai- 
fir  de  voir  Mademoifelle  Reynolds  &  de  Pecouter. 
Enfin,  Mademoifelle,  il  faut  etre  moins  aimable, 
afin  que  nous  vous  aimions  plus. 

Je  fuis, 

MADEMOISELLE, 

Votre  tr2s  humble,  & 
ObehTant  Serviteur. 


LET- 
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h.v   •••'•  hsig  A*»  )  *•  ,   ,L»ui» 
T  T  E  R    XVI. 

To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

MADAM,  May  18,  1769. 

"V  T 

JN  O  W  I  know  you  want  to  be  forgetting  me, 
but  I  do  not  want  to  be  forgotten,  and  would  ra 
ther  fend  your  letters,  like  *  Prefttfs,  than  fuffer 
myfelf  to  fh'p  out  of  your  memory.  That  I  Ihould 
forget  you,  there  is  no  danger  ;  for  I  have  time 
enough  to  think  both  by  night,  and  day  ;  and  he 
that  has  leifure  for  any  thing  that  is  <not  prelent, 
always  turns  his  mind  to  that  which  he  likes 
beft. 

One  reafon  for  thinking  on  you  is,  that  I  muft 
for  a  while  be  content  with  thinking,  for  our  af 
fairs  will  not  fuffer  me  to  come  home  till  Satur 
day. 

I  am,  £fc. 


."iilVX     .SI-  >'  '  '  'j   II  J 
LETTER    XVII.  . 

To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  New  Inn  Hall,  June  27,  17^9. 

H  A  D  your  note  fent  hither' ;  and  can  eafily 
fpare  the  pineapple,  and  be  fatisfied  with  the  rea 
fon  for  which  it  was  fent.  Though  I  hope  I  fhall 
never  want  any  new  memorials  to  keep  you  in  my 

mind, 

.&M  si::...  v'.siq  ^ 

•  Dean  Swift,  who  figns  himffelf/V^fo  in  his  Familiar 
Letters. 


mind,  yet  I  am  glad  to  find  you  folicitous  not  to 
be  forgotten,  though  I  ihould  not  deferve  to  be  re 
membered  if  there  could  be  any  reafon  for  fuch 
folicitude. 

The  pain  and  ficknefs  which  youfuffer,  you  may 
bear  to  feel  and  I  to  think  on  with  lefs  impatience 
on  your  part,  and  lefs  grief  on  mine,  becaufe  the 
crifia  is  within  view..  I  will  not  encreafe  your 
imeaiinefs  with  mice.  I  hope  I  grow  better.  I 
am  very  cautious,  and  very  timorous.  Whether 
fear  and  caution  do  much  for  roe,  I  can  hardly  tell. 
Time  will  perhaps  do  more  than  both. 

I  purpofe  to  come  to  town  in  a  few  days,  but  I 
fuppoic  I  muft  not  fee  you.  I  will,  however, 
call  on  Mr.  Thrale  in  the  Borough,  and  fhall  hope 
to  be  foon  informed  that  your  trouble  is  over,  and 
that  you  are  well  enough  to  refame  'your  care  for 
Hfcat  which  yet  continues,  and  which  your  kind- 
neft  may  ferrnetiores  alleviate. 

I  am,  &e. 


LETTER    XVIII. 
To    MRS.    THRALE. 
M  A  D  A  M,  Oxford,  June  29,  1769. 

Tf 

_Ll  E  S I  O  D,  who  "was  very  wife  in  his  time, 
though,  nothing  to  fuch  wife  people  as  w<?>  fays, 
that  the  evil  of  the  worft  times  bas  fotne  good 
teiogled  with  it.  Hefiod  was  in.  the  right.  Thefc 
times  are  not  much  to  my  mind  ;  I  am  not  well ; 
but  in  thefe  times  you  are  fafe,  and  have  brought 
a  pretty  little  Mifs.  I  always  wifhed  it  might  be 
a  Mite,  and  now  that  wife  is  gratified,  nothing  re 
mains 
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mains  but  that  I  entreat  you  to  take  care  of  your- 
felf ;  for  whatever  number  of  girls  or  boys  you 
may  give  us,  we  are  far  from  being  certain  that 
any  of  them  will  ever  do  for  us  what  you  can  do ; 
it  is  certain  that  they  cannot  now  do  it,  and  the 
ability  which  they  want,  they  are  not  likely  to 
gain  but  by  your  precepts  and  your  example  ;  by 
an  example  of  excellence,  and  by  the  admonitions 
of  truth.  V 

Mr.  Thrale  tells  me,  that  my  furlough  is  fhorten- 
ed ;  I  am  always  ready  to  obey  orders ;  I  have 
not  yet  found  any  place  from  which  I  fhall  not 
willingly  depart  to  come  back  to  you.  I  am, 
Deareft  Lady, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    XIX. 
To    MR.   THRALE. 

SIR,  New  Inn  Hall,  Oxford,  June  29,  1769. 

THAT  Mrs.  Thrale  is  fafely  paft  through  her 
danger  is  an  event  at  which  nobody  but  yourfelf 
can  rejoice  more  than  I  rejoice.  I  think  myfelf 
very  much  honoured  by  the  choice  that  you  have 
been  pleafed  to  make  of  me  to  become  related  to 
the  little  maiden.  Let  me  know  when  fhe  will 
want  me,  and  I  will  very  punctually  wait  on  her. 


I  am, 
VOL.  I.  C  LET. 
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LETTER    XX 
To   MRS.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAREST    MADAM,  July  6,  1769. 

J_  HOUGH  I  am  to  come  home  to-morrow, 
I  would  not  let  the  alarming  letter  which  I  receiv 
ed  this  morning  be  without  notice.  Dear  Madam, 
take  all  pofllble  care  of  your  health.  How  near 
we  always  are  to  danger  !  I  hope  your  danger  is 
now  paft  ;  but  that  fear,  which  is  the  neceffary  ef 
fect  of  danger,  muft  remain  always  with  us.  I 
hope  my  little  Mifs  is  well.  Surely  I  fhall  be  very- 
fond  of  her.  In  a  year  and  half  fhe  will  run  and 
talk.  But  how  much  ill  may  happen  in  a  year 
and  half!  Let  us  however  hope  for  the  better  fide 
of  poflibility,  and  think  that  I  may  then  and  af 
terwards  continue  to  be,  Madam, 

Your,  £fc. 


LETTER     XXI. 
To  MRS.   T  H  R  A  L  E. 

MADAM,  Lichfield,  Auguft.  14,   1769. 

S  E  T  out  on  Thurfday  morning,  and  found  my 
companion,  to  whom  I  was  very  much  a  flranger, 
more  agreeable  than  I  expected.  We  went  cheer 
fully  forward,  and  patted  the  night  at  Coventry. 
We  came  in  late,  and  went  out  early;  and  there 
fore  I  did  not  fend  for  my  coufin  Tom  ;  but  I  de- 
iign  to  make  him  fome  amends  for  the  omiflion. 

Next 
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Next  day  we  came  early  to  Lucy,  who  was,  I 
believe,  glad  to  fee  us.  She  had  laved  her  beft 
goofeberries  upon  the  tree  for  me ;  and,  as  Steele 
lays,  I  was  neither  too  proud  nor  tot*  wife  to  gather 
them.  I  have  rambled  a  very  little  inter  fontes  et 
jiumina  nota,  but  I  am  not  yet  well.  They  have 
cut  down  the  trees  in  George  Lane.  Evelyn,  in 
his  book  of  Foreft  Trees,  tells  us  of  wicked  men 
that  cut  down  trees,  and  never  profpered  after 
wards  ;  yet  nothing  has  deterred  theie  audacious 
aldermen  from  violating  the  Hamadiyads  of 
George  Lane.  As  an  impartial  traveller  I  muft 
however  tell,  that  in  Stow-ftreet,  where  I  left  a 
draw-well,  I  have  found  a  pump  ;  but  the  lading- 
well  in  this  ill-fated  George  Lane  lies  ihamefully 
neglected. 

I  am  going  to-day  or  to-morrow  to  Aftibourne ; 
but  I  am  at  a  lofs  bow  I  lhall  get  back  in  time  to 
London.  Here  are  only  chance  coaches,  fo  that 
there  is  no  certainty  of  a  place.  If  I  do  not  come, 
let;  it  not  hinder  your  journey.  I  can  be  but  a  few 
days  behind  you  j  and  I  will  follow  in  the  Brigh- 
thelmftone  coach.  But  I  hope  to  come. 

I  took  care  to  tell  Mifs  Porter,  that  I  have  got 
another  Lucy.  I  hope  fhe  is  well.  Tell  Mrs. 
Salulbury,  that  I  beg  her  ftay  at  Streatham,  for 
little  Lucy's  fake. 

I  am,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER     XXII. 

To  MRS.   T  H  R  A  L  E. 

- 

DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  July,  7,   1770. 

I  THOUGHT  I  ftiould  have  heard  fomething 
to-day  about  Streatham  j  but  there  is  no  letter ; 
and  I  need  fome  confolation,  for  Rheumatifm  is 
come  again,  though  in  a  lefs  degree  than  former 
ly.  I  reckon  to  go  next  week  to  Afhbourne,  and 
will  try  to  bring  you  the  dimenfions  of  the  great 
bull.  The  fkies  and  the  ground  are  all  fo  wet, 
that  I  have  been  very  little  abroad  ;  and  Mrs.  Af- 
ton  is  from  home,  fo  that  I  have  no  motive  to  walk. 
When  (he  is  at  home,  Ihe  lives  on  the  top  of  Stow 
Hill,  and  I  commonly  climb  up  to  fee  her  once  a- 
day.  There  is  nothing  there  now  but  the  empty 
nell.  I  hope  Streatham  will  long  be  the  place. 

To  write  to  you  about  Lichfield  is  of  no  ufe, 
for  you  never  faw  Stow-pool,  nor  Borowcop-hill. 
I  believe  you  may  find  Borow  or  Boroughcop-hill 
in  my  Dictionary,  under  cop  or  cob.  Nobody  here 
knows  what  the  name  imports. 

I  have  taken  the  liberty  to  enclofe  a  letter ;  for, 
though  you  do  not  know  it,  three  groats  make  a 
fhilling.  I  am,  Deareft  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


L  E  T- 
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LETTER    XXIII. 
To  MRS.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

MADAM,  Lichfield,  July  1 i,  1770^ 

O  I N  C  E  my  laft  letter  nothing  extraordinary 
has  happened.  Rheumatifm,  which  has  been  ve 
ry  troublefome,  is  grown  better.  I  have  not  yet 
feen  Dr.  Taylor,  and  July  runs  faft  away.  I  ftiall 
not  have  much  time  for  him,  if  he  delays  much 
longer  to  come  or  fend.  Mr.  Grene,  the  apothe 
cary,  has  found  a  book,  which  tells  who  paid  le 
vies  in  our  parifh,  and  how  much  they  paid,  above 
an  hundred  years  ago.  Do  you  not  think  we 
ftudy  this  book  hard  ?  Nothing  is  like  going  to  the 
bottom  of  things.  Many  families  that  paid  the  pa- 
rifh-rates  are  now  extindt,  like  the  race  of  Hercu 
les.  Pulvis  et  umbra  fumus.  What  is  ncareft  us 
touches  us  moft.  The  paflions  rife  higher  at  do- 
meftic  than  at  imperial  tragedies.  I  am  not  whol 
ly  unaffected  by  the  revolutions  of  Sadler-ftreet ; 
nor  can  forbear  to  mourn  a  little  when  old  names 
vanifh  away,  and  new  come  into  their  place. 

Do  not  imagine,  Madam,  that  I  wrote  this  let 
ter  for  the  fake  of  thefe  philofophical  meditations  j 
for  when  I  began  it,  I  had  neither  Mr.  Grene,  nor 
his  book,  in  my  thoughts ;  but  was  refolved  to 
write,  and  did  not  know  what  I  had  to  fend,  but 
my  refpe&s  to  Mrs.  Salulbury,  and  Mr.  Thrale, 
and  Harry,  and  the  Miffes.  I  am,  Dearefl  Ma 
dam, 

Your,  &c. 

L  E  T- 
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LETTER    XXIV. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR    MADAM,          Lichfield,  July  14,  1770. 

W  HEN  any  calamity  is  fuffered,  the  firft 
thing  to  be  remembered  is,  how  much  has  been 
efcaped.  The  houfe  might  have  been  entered  by 
ruffians  when  Mrs.  Salulbury  had  been  in  it,  and 
•who  can  tell  what  horrours  might  have  follow 
ed! 

I  thought  you  would  in  time  compliment  your 
compliments  away.  Nothing  goes  well  when  I 
am  from  you,  for  when  I  am  from  you  the  houfe 
is  robbed  *.  You  muft  therefore  fuppofe,  that  if 
I  had  been  with  you,  the  robbery  would  not  have 
been.  But  it  was  not  our  gang.  I  fhould  have 
had  no  intereft. 

Your  lofs,  I  am  afraid,  is  very  great;  but  the 
lofs  of  patience  would  have  been  greater. 

My  rheumatifm  torments  me  very  much,  though 
not  as  in  the  winter.  I  think  I  fhall  go  to  Afh- 
bourne  on  Monday  or  Tuefday. 

You  will  be  pleated  to  make  all  my  compli 
ments. 

I   am,    &c. 


*  Mrs.  Salufoury's  houfe  in  town  was  robbed  of  goods 
and  linen  to  a  large  amount,  while  Ihe  was  abfent  at 
Streathum. 


LET 
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LETTER    XXV. 

MRS.    THRALE    to  Dr.   JOHNSON. 
S  I  R,  July  17,  1770. 

1  T  is  unlucky  enough  that  my  power  of  acknow 
ledging  and  returning  civility  fhould  fail  juft  now, 
when  you  are  daily  giving  me  occalion  to  exert  it ; 
unmercifully  indeed,  and  I  fear  with  fome  wicked 
intention,  to  wear  it  quite  out. 

I  fee  your  gang ; — the  heads  of  it,  however, 
have  for  this  time,  as  you  fay,  avoided  fufpicion. 
You  have  an  alibi  ready  to  prove  ;  and  Mr.  Ba- 
retti's  book  fhews,  that  he  has  been  employed 
among  more  entertaining  paper*;  'tis  a  moft  plea- 
ling  performance,  and  meets  with  eager  readers  in 
our  houfe :  even  Mrs.  *****  is  fare  that  fuch 
a  gentleman  muft  keep  a  carriage,  though  not  fo 
fine  a  one,  no  jure,  as  Mr.  Thrale's. 

I  have  been  very  bad  of  an  odious  fore 
throat,  which  few  efcape :  all  the  little  ones  are 
well  though ;  fo  is  my  mother,  fo  is  my  mafter. 
All  fend  their  beft  compliments  to  Mr.  Johnfon ; 
and  Mr.  Thrale  particularly  vexes  left  you  mould 
not  fee  Matlock  on  a  moon-light  night. 

I  am,  &c. 


E  T- 
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LETTER    XXVI. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR    MADAM,        Afhbourne,  July  20,  1770. 

L  H  O  P  E  your  complaint,  however  trouble- 
fome,  is  without  danger ;  for  your  danger  in 
volves  us  all.  When  you  were  ill  before,  it  was 
agreed  that  if  you  were  loft,  hope  would  be  loft 
•with  you  ;  for  fuch  another  there  was  no  expedta- 
tion  of  finding. 

I  came  hither  on  Wednefday,  having  ftaid  one 
night  at  a  lodge  in  the  foreft  of  Nedewood.  Dr. 
Taylor's  is  a  very  pleafant  houfe,  with  a  lawn 
and  a  lake,  and  .twenty  deer  and  five  fawns  upon 
the  lawn.  Whether  I  fhall  by  any  light  fee  Mat- 
lock  I  do  not  yet  know. 

Let  us  not  yet  have  done  rejoicing  that  Mrs. 
Salufbury  was  not  in  the  houfe.  The  robbery 
will  be  a  noble  tale  when  we  meet  again. 

That  Baretti's  book  would  pleafe  you  all  I  made 
no  doubt.  I  know  not  whether  the  world  has 
ever  feen  fuch  Travels  before.  Thofe  w-hofe  lot 
it  is  to  ramble  can  feldom  write,  and  thofe  who 
know  how  to  write  very  feldom  ramble.  If  Sid 
ney  had  gone,  as  he  defired,  the  great  voyage 
with  Drake,  there  would  probably  have  been  fuch 
a  narrative  as  would  have  equally  fatisfied  the  po 
et  and  philofopher. 

I  have  learned  fmce  I  left  you,  that  the  names 
of  two  of  the  Pleiades  were  Cpccymo  and  Lam- 
pado  *. 

I  am,  &c. 

*  The  allufion  is   to  a  fearch  made  at  that  time  by  the 
Streatham  Coterie,  for  female  names  ending  in  O. 

L  E  T- 
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LETTER    XXVII. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAREST  MADAM,        Afhboarne,  July  23,  1770. 

JL  H  E  R  E  had  not  been  folong  an  interval  be 
tween  my  two  laft  letters,  but  that  when  I  came 
hither  I  did  not  at  firft  underftand  the  hours  of  the 
poft. 

I  have  feen  the  great  bull  ;  and  very  great  he  is. 
I  have  feen  like  wife  his  heir  apparent,  who  pro- 
mifes  to  inherit  all  the  bulk  and  all  the  virtues  of 
his  lire.  I  have  feeu  the  man  who  offered  an  hun 
dred  guineas  for  the  young  bull,  while  he  was  yet 
little  better  than  a  calf.  Matlock,  I  am  afraid,  I 
fhall  not  fee,  but  I  purpofe  to  fee  Dovedale;  and 
after  all  this  feeing,  I  hope  to  fee  you. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      XXVIII. 
To    MR.      T    H-  R    A    L   E. 
DEAR  SIR,  March,  1771. 

IN  the  Shrewfbury,  an  Eaft  India  Ihip,  com 
manded  by  Captain  Jones,  there  is  one  Thomas 
Coxeter,  who  lately  enlifted  as  a  foldier  in  the 
Compan/s  fervice.  He  repents  of  his  adventure, 
and  has  written  to  his  fitter,  who  brings  this  letter, 
lo  procure  him  his  difcharge.  He  is  the  fon  of  a 

gentleman, 
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gentleman,  who  was  once  my  friend ;  and  the  boy 
was  himfelf  a  favourite  with  my  wife.  I  fhall 
therefore  think  it  a  great  favour,  if  you  will  be 
pleafed  to  ufe  your  influence  with  Sir  George 
Colebrook,  that  he  may  be  difcharged.  The  re- 
quefl  is  not  great ;  for  he  is  flight  and  feeble,  and 
worth  nothing  but  to  thofe  who  value  him  for 
fome  other  merit  than  his  own. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      XXIX. 

A  Madame  la  Comteffe  de • . 

May  1 6,  1771. 

U  I,  Madame,  le  moment  eft  arrive,  et  il  faut 
queje  parte,  mais  pourquoi  laut-il  partir?  eft-ce 
que  je  m'ennuye  ?  je  m'enuyerai  ailleurs.  Eft-ce 
que  je  cherche  ou  quelque  plaiiir  ou  quelque  fou- 
lagement  ?  Je  ne  cherche  rien,  je  n'efpere  rien. 
Aller,  voir  ce  que  j'ai  vu,  etre  un  peu  rejoui,  un 
peu  degoute,  me  reflbuvenir  que  la  vie  fe  paffe  & 
qu'elle  fe  palfe  en  vain,  me  plaindre  de  moi, 
m'endurcir  aux  dehors,  voici  le  tout  de  ce  qu'on 
compte  pour  les  delices  de  1'annee. 

Que  Dieu  vous  donne,  Madame,  tous  ks  agre- 
mens  de  la  vie,  avec  un  efprit  qui  peut  en  jouir, 
fans  s'y  livrer  trop. 


L  E  T- 
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LETTER      XXX. 
To    MRS.     T   H   R    A    L   E. 
DEAR   MADAM,  June  15,  1771. 

A  T  feems  ftrange  that  I  fhould  live  a  week  fo 
near  you,  and  yet  never  fee  you.  I  have  been 
once  to  enquire  after  you,  and  when  I  have  writ 
ten  this  note  am  going  again.  The  ufe  of  the 
pamphlet  the  letter  will  fhew,  which  lies  at  the 

proper  page.    When  Mr.  L — s fhews  fo  much 

attention,  it  cannot  become  me  to  fhew  lefs. 
What  to  think  of  the  cafe  I  know  not ;  the  rela 
tion  has  all  appearance  of  truth ;  and  one  great 
argument  is,  that  the  only  danger  is  in  not  be 
lieving.  The  water  can,  I  think,  do  no  harm ; 
Dr.  Wall  thinks  it  may  do  good.  If  Mrs.  Saluf- 
bury  fhould  think  fit  to  go  before  you  can  go  with 
her,  I  will  attend  her,  if  fhe  will  accept  of  my 
company,  with  great  readinefs,  at  my  own  ex- 
pence,  and  if  I  am  in  the  country  will  come 
back. 

I  need  not  tell  you,  that  I  hope  you  are  with 
the  neceffary  exceptions  all  well,  or  that 

I  am,  &c. 


L  E  T- 
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LETTER      XXXI. 
To    MRS.      T   H    R    A   L   E. 
DEAR   MADAM,  Thurfday,  June  20,  1771. 

I  H  I  S  night,  at  nine  o'clock,  Sam.  Johnfon 
and  Francis  Barber,  Efquires,  fet  out  in  the  Lich- 
field  ft  age  ;  Francis  is  indeed  rather  upon  it. 
What  adventures  we  may  meet  with  who  can 
tell? 

I  fhall  write  when  I  come  to  Lichfield,  and 
hope  to  hear  in  return,  that  you  are  fafe,  and 
Mrs.  Salulbury  better,  and  all  the  reft  as  well  as 
I  left  them. 

I  am,  £c. 


LETTER      XXXII. 

To    MRS.      T    H    R    A    L   E. 
DEAR    MADAM,  Lichfield,  June  22,  1771. 

JL/  AST  night  I  came  fafe  to  Lichfield  ;  this 
clay  I  was  vilited  by  Mrs.  Gobb.  This  afternoon 
I  went  to  Mrs.  Afton,  where  I  found  Mifs  T  -  , 
and  waited  on  her  home.  Mifs  T  -  wears 
fpe£tacles,  and  can  hardly  climb  the  itiles.  I  was 
not  tired  at  all,  either  laft  night  or  to-day.  Mifs 
Porter  is  very  kind  to  me.  Her  dog  and  cats  are 
all  well. 

In 
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In  all  this  there  is  nothing  very  memorable,  but 
fands  form  the  mountain.  I  hope  to  hear  from 
Streatham  of  a  greater  event,  that  a  new  being 
is  born  that  lhall  in  time  write  fuch  letters  as 
this,  and  that  another  being  is  fafe  that  ihe  may 
continue  to  write  fuch.  She  can  indeed  do  many 
other  things ;  fhe  can  add  to  the  pleafure  of  ma 
ny  lives,  and  among  others  to  that  of 

Her  moft  obedient,  and 

Moft  humble  fervant. 


LETTER      XXXIII. 
To    MRS.      T   H   R    A   L    E. 
DEAR    MADAM,  June  25,  1771. 

A.  L  L  your  troubles,  I  hope,  are  now  paft,  and 
the  little  ftranger  fafe  in  the  cradle.  You  have 
then  nothing  to  do  but  furvey  the  lawn  from  your 
windows,  and  fee  Lucy  try  to  run  after  Harry. 

Here  things  go  wrong.  They  have  cut  down 
another  tree,  but  they  do  not  yet  grow  very  rich. 
I  enquired  of  my  barber  after  another  barber; 
that  barber,  fays  he,  is  dead,  and  his  fon  has  left 
off,  to  turn  maltfter.  Maltfters,  I  believe,  do  net 
get  much  money.  The  price  of  barley  and  the 
king's  duty  are  known,  and  their  profit  is  never 

fuflered  to  rife  high. But  there  is  often  a  rife 

upon  flock. — There  may  as  well  be  a  fall — Very 
feldom.  There  are  thofe  in  this  town  that  have 
not  a  farthing  lefs  this  year  than  fifty  pounds  by 

the 
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the  rife  upon  flock.  Did  you  think  there  had 
been  yet  left  a  city  in  England,  where  the  gain 
of  fifty  pounds  in  a  year  would  be  mentioned  with 
emphafis  ? 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      XXXIV. 
To    MRS.      T    H    R    A    L   E. 
DEAR    MADAM,  Afhbouriie,  July  3,  1771. 


AST  Saturday  I  came  to  Aihbourne  ;  the 
dangers  or  the  pleafures  of  the  journey  I  have  at 
prefent  no  difpofition  to  recount  ;  elfe  might  I 
paint  the  beauties  of  my  native  plains  ;  might  I 
tell  of  "  the  fmiles  of  nature,  and  the  charms  of 
"  art  f  elfe  might  I  relate  how  I  croffed  the  Staf- 
ibrdfhire  canal,  one  of  the  great  efforts  of  hu 
man  labour,  and  human  contrivance  ;  which, 
from  the  bridge  on  which  I  viewed  it,  palled  away 
on  either  fide,  and  lofes  itfeif  in  diftant  regions, 
uniting  waters  that  nature  had  divided,  and  di 
viding  lands  which  nature  had  united.  I  might 
tell  how  thefe  reflections  fermented  in  my  mind 
till  the  chaife  flopped  at  Aihbourne,  at  Afhbourne 
in  the  Peak.  Let  not  the  barren  name  of  the 
Peak  terrify  you;  I  have  never  wanted  frrawberries 
and  cream.  The  great  bull  has  no  difeafe  but 
age.  I  hope  in  time  to  be  like  the  great  bull  ; 
and  hope  you  will  be  like  him  too  a  hundred 
years  hence. 

I  am,  &c. 

L  £  T- 
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LETTER      XXXV. 
To    MRS.     T   H    R    A   L   E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Afhbourne,  July  7,  1771. 

JN  O  news  yet  of  *******.     Our  expectations 
were  premature. 

Poor  Dr.  Taylor  is  ill,  and  under  my  govern 
ment  ;  you  know  that  the  a&  of  government  is 
learned  by  obedience ;  I  hope  I  can  govern  very 
tolerably. 

The  old  rheumatifm  is  come  again  into  my  face 
and  mouth,  but  nothing  yet  to  the  lumbago ;  how 
ever,  having  fo  long  thought  it  gone,  I  do  not 
like  its  return. 

Mifs  Porter  was  much  pleafed  to  be  mentioned 
in  your  letter,  and  is  fure  that  I  have  fpoken 
better  of  her  than  fhe  defired.  She  holds  that 
both  Frank  and  his  matter  are  much  improved. 
The  matter,  fhe  fays,  is  not  half  fo  lounging  and 
untidy  as  he  was,  there  was  no  fuch  thing  laft  year 
as  getting  him  off  his  chair. 

Be  pleafed  to  make  my  compliments  to  every 
body. 

I  am,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER      XXXVI. 

To    MRS.     T   II  R    A    L   E. 

DEAR    MADAM,  Lichfield,  July  7,   1771. 


N  C  E  more  I  fit  down  to  write,  and  hope 
you  will  once  more  be  willing  to  read  it. 

Laft  Saturday  an  ojd  acquaintance  found  me 
out,  not,  I  think,  a  fchool-fellow,  but  one  with 
whom  I  played  perhaps  before  I  went  to  fchool. 
I  had  not  feen  him  for  forty  years,  but  was  glad 
to  find  him  alive.  He  has  had,  as  he  phrafed  it, 
a  matter  of  four  wives,  for  which  neither  you  nor 
I  like  him  much  the  better;  but  after  all  his  mar 
riages  he  is  poor,  and  has  now,  at  fixty-fix,  two 
very  young  children. 

Such,  Madam,  are  the  firange  things  of  which 
we  that  travel  come  to  the  knowledge.  We  fee 
mores  hominum  multorum.  You  that  wafte  your  lives 
over  a  book  at  home,  muft  take  life  upon  truft. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER     XXXVII. 
To    MRS.      T   H    R    A    L    E. 
DEAREST  MADAM,  Aflibourne,  July  8,   1771. 

INDIFFER.ENCE  is  indeed  a  ftrange  word  in  a 
letter  from  me  to  you.  Which  way  could  it 
poflibly  creep  in  ?  I  do  not  remember  any  mo 

ment, 
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ment,  fur  a  very  long  time  paft,  when  I  could 
ufe  it  without  contradiction  from  my  own 
thoughts. 

This  naughty  baby  ftays  fo  long  that  I  am 
afraid  it  will  be  a  giant,  like  king  Richard.  I  fup- 
pofe  I  (hall  be  able  to  tell  it,  "  Teeth  hadft  thou 
"  in  thy  head  when  thou  wert  born."  I  wifh 
your  pains  and  your  danger  over. 

Dr.  Taylor  is  better,  and  is  gone  out  in  the 
chaife.  My  rheumatifm  is  better  too. 

I  would  have  been  glad  to  go  to  Hagley,  in 
compliance  with  Mr.  Littelton's  kind  invitation, 
for  betide  the  pleafure  of  his  converfation,  I  fhould 
have  had  the  opportunity  of  recollecting  paft 
times,  and  wandering  per  monies  notos  et  jiumina 
nota,  of  recalling  the  images  of  fixteen,  and  re 
viewing  my  converfations  with  poor  Ford  *.  But 
this  year  will  not  bring  this  gratification  within 
my  power.  I  promifed  Taylor  a  month.  Every 
thing  is  done  here  to  pleafe  me  ;  and  his  ill  health 
is  a  ftrong  reafon  againft  defertipn. 

I  return  all  the  compliments,  and  hope  I  may 
add  fome  at  laft  to  this  wicked,  tirefome,  dilatory 
bantling. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER     XXXVIII. 
To    MRS.      T   H    R    A    L   E. 
DEAREST  MADAM,  Alhbourne,  July  ic,  1771. 

1AM  obliged  to  my  friend  Harry,  for  his  re 
membrance  ;  but  think  it  a  little  hard  that  I  hear 
nothing  from  Mifs. 

Voi,  I.  D  There 

.*  Cornelius  Ford,  his  mother's  nephew. 
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There  has  been  a  man  here  to-day  to  take  a 
farm.  After  fome  talk  he  went  to  fee  the  bull, 
and  faid  that  he  had  feen  a  bigger.  Do  you  think 
he  is  likely  to  get  the  farm  ? 

Toujours  ftrawberries  and  cream. 
Dr.  Taylor  is  much  better,  and  rriy  rheuma- 
tifm  is  lefs  painful.  Let  me  hear  in  return  as  much 
good  of  you  and  of  Mrs.  Salufbury.  You  defpife 
the  Dog  and  Duck ;  things  that  are  at  hand  are 
always  flighted.  I  remember  that  Dr.  Grevil,  of 
Gloucefter,  fent  for  that  water  when  his  wife  was 
in  the  fame  danger ;  but  he  lived  near  Malvern, 
and  you  live  near  the  Dog  and  Duck.  Thus,  in 
difficult  cafes,  we  naturally  truft  moft  what  we 
leaft  know. 

Why  Bromfield,  fuppoiing  that  a  lotion  can  do 
good,  fhould  defpife  laurel-water  in  comparifon 
with  his  own  receipt,  I  do  not  fee ;  and  fee  ftill 
lefs  why  he  fhould  laugh  at  that  which  Wall 
thinks  efficacious.  I  am  afraid  philofophy  will 
not  warrant  much  hope  in  a  lotion. 

Be  pleafed  to  make  my  compliments  from  Mrs. 
Salufbury  to  Sufy. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER       XXXIX. 
To     MRS.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DKAR  MADAM,  Aflibotttfte/  julj  15,  1771. 

W  H  E  N  we  come  together  to  practtfe  chymif- 
try*,  I  believe  we  fhall  find  our  furnaces  fufficient 

for 

*  It  vras  about  this  time  that  a  laboratory  was  fitted  up 
at  Streatham,  for  Mr.  Joh^on's  amufement. 
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for  moft  operations.  We  have  a  gemlemaa  here 
reading  philofophical  lectures,  who  performs  the 
chymical  part  with  furnaces  of  the  fame  kind 
with  ours,  but^much  lefs  :  yet  he  fays,  that  hq  can 
in  his  little  furnace  raife  a  fire  that  will  melt,  iron, 
I  law  him  melt  kad;  and  fhall  bring  up  fome  ore 
for  our  operations.  The  carnage  will  coft  more 
than  the  lead  perhaps  will  be  worth  i  but  a  cby- 
mift  is  very  like  a  lover; 

"  And  fees  thofe  dangers  which  he  cannot  (hqn.?> 

I  will  try  to  get  other  ore,  both  of  iron  and 
copper,  which  are  all  which  this  country  affords, 
ihou^ifcracijfima  metallarum  regio. 

The  do&or  has  no  park,  bst  a  little  enclofure 
behind  his  houfe,  in  which  there  are  about,  thirty 
bucks  and  does;  and  they  take  bread  from  the 
hand.  Would  it  not  be  pity  to  kill  thern^  It 
feems  to  be  now  out  of  his  head. 

I  am,  &c* 


LETTER      XL. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
MADAM,  Aihbourne,  July,  17,  1771, 

A.  T  Lichfield  I  found  little  to  pleafe  me.  One 
more  of  my  few  fchool-fellows  is  dead;  upon 
which  I  might  make  a  new  reflection,  and  fay, 
Mors  omnibus  communis.  Mifs  Porter  was  rather 
better  than  laft  year;  but  I  think  Mifs  Alton 
grows  rather  worfe.  I  took  a  walk  in  queft  of 
D  2  juvenile 
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juvenile  images,  but  caught  a  cloud  inftead  of 
, Juno. 

I  longed  for  Taylor's  chaife ;  but  I  think  Lucy 
did  not  long  for  it,  though  fhe  was  not  forry  to 
fee  it.  Lucy  is  a  philofopher ;  and  confide  fs  me 
as  one  of  the  external  and  accidental  things  that 
are  to  be  taken  and  left  without  emotion.  If  I 
could  learn  of  Lucy  would  it  be  better  ?  Will 
you  teach  me  ? 

I  would  not  have  it  thought  that  I  forget  Mrs. 
Salufbury ;  but  nothing  that  I  can  fay  will  be  of 
ufe ;  and  what  comfort  fhe  can  have,  your  duty 
will  not  fail  to  give  her. 

What  is  the  matter  tbat  Queeney  ufes  me  no 
better  ?  I  fhould  think  fhe  might  have  written  to 
me;'  but  fhe  has  neither  fent  a  meffage  nor  a 
compliment.  I  thank  Harry  for  remembring  me. 

Rneumatifm  teazes  me  yet* 

I  am,  &c. 


L  E  T  T  E  k      XL!. 
To     MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E, 
DEAR  MADAM,  Aftbourne,*July  20,  1771. 

oWEET  meat  and  four  fauce. With  your 

letter  which  was  kind,  I  received  another  from 
Mils  *****,  to  let  me  know  with  what/hg&ftjj 
I  have  rmfwered  her ;  and  to  tell  me,  that  fhe 
neither  hopes  nor  delires  to  excite  greater  warmth. 
That  my  tirft  falutatioii  Madam  furprifed  her,  as 
if  an  old  friend,  newly  meeting  her,  had  thrown 
a  glafs  of  cold  water  in  her  face ;  and  that  fhe 

does 
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does  not  defign  to  renew  our  converfation  when 
I  condefcend  to  vjfit  them,  after  *  *  *  *  gets  up. 

Tis  not  for  nothing  that  we  life  ptirfuc. 

I  have  certainly  now  fuch  a  letter  as  I  never 
had  before,  and  fuch  as  I  know  not  how  to  an- 
fwer.  I  dare  neither  write  with  frigidity,  nor  with 
fire.  Our  intercourfe  is  fomething 

Which  good  and  bad  does  equally  confound, 
And  either  born  of  fate's  dilemma  wound. 

There  was  formerly  in  France  a  cour  de  ramcuri 
but  I  fancy  nobody  was  ever  fummoned  before  it 
after  threefcore:  yet  in  this  court,  if  it  now  fub- 
fifted,  I  feem  likely  to  be  nonfuited. 

I  am  not  very  forry  that  fhe  is  fo  far  off.  There 
can  be  no  great  danger  in  writing  to  her. 

Of  long  walks  I  cannot  tell  you ;  for  I  have 
no  companion;  and  the  rheumatifm  has  taken 
away  fome  of  my  courage :  but  lad  night  I  flept 
well. 

To  ftrawberries  and  cream  which  ftill  continue, 
we  now  add  cuftard  and  bilberry  pye. 

Our  two  laft  fawns  are  well;  but  one  of  our 
fwans  is  fick.  Life,  fays  Foreiight,  is  chequer- 
work. 

I  am,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER      XLII. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

July  t,z,  1771. 


J\  OTHING  new  has  happened,  and  yet  I  do 
not  care  to  omit  writing.  Laft  pofl  I  had  four; 
letters,  all  female.  Befides  yours,  I  had  one 
from  Mrs.  Hervey,  Mifs  *  *  *  *  ,  and  Mrs.  Wil 
liams.  Mrs.  Hervey  muft  ftay  ;  and  what  to  fay 
to  *  *  '*  *  1  cannot  devife. 

Ufry  rbeumatifm  continues  to  perfecute  me  moil 
importunately  ;  and  how  to  procure  eafe  in  this 
jplaee,  where  there  are  no  hot  rooms,  I  do  not  fee  ; 
Tbut  I  always  hope  next  day,  or  next  night,  will 
be  better,  and  am  not  always  difappointed. 

Queeney  has  not  written  yet  ;  perhaps  fhe  de- 
fjgns  that  I  fhould  love  Harry  belt. 


LETTER      XLIII. 

. 

To     MRS,     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Afhbourne,  J^uly  24,   1771. 

W  E  have  no  news  here  but  about  health  and 
ficknefs.  I  am  milerably  haraifed.  Dr-  Taylor 
is  quite  well.  The  fick  fwan  is  dead  ;  and  dead 
without  an  elegy,  either  by  himfelf  or  his  friends. 
The  other  fwan  fwims  about  folitary,  as  Mr. 

Thrale, 
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Thrale,  and  I,  and  Others  fhould  do,  if  we  loft 
our  miftrefs. 

The  great  bull,  and  his  four  fons,  are  all  well. 
We  call  the  firft  of  the  young  bulls  the  Dauphin ; 
fo  you  fee,  sion  defcit  alter  aur&us.  Care  is  taken 
of  the  breed: 

Naughty  Queeny !  no  letter  yet  I  hope  we 
fhall  teach  little  Lucy  better. 

Be  pleafed  to  make  my  compliments  to  Mr. 
Thrale;  and  defire  that  bis  builders  will  leave 
about  a  hundred  loofe  bricks.  I  can  at  prefent 
think  of  no  better  place  for  chymiftry,  in  fair 
weather,  than  the  pump-fide  in  the  kitchen  gar 
den. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      XLIV. 
To     MR.    THRALE. 
K.   SIR,  July  31,  1771. 

i  A  M  this  morning  come  to  Lichfield,  a  place 
which  has  no  temptations  to  prolong  my  ftay  ;  but 
if  it  had  more,  would  not  have  fuch  as  could 
withhold  me  from  your  houfe  wheu  I  am  at  liberty 
to  come  to  it.  I  hope  our  dear  miftrefs  is  got  up, 
and  recovering.  Pray  tell  her  to  mind,  whether 
I  am  not  got  .quite  wild  for  want  of  government. 
My  thoughts  are  now  about  getting  to  London. 
I  fhall  watch  for  a  place;  for  our  carriages  are 
only  fuch  as  pafs  through  the  place,  fometimes 
full,  and  fometimes  vacant. 

= ,'     I  am,  &c. 

L  E  T- 
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LETTER      XLV. 
To     MRS.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  Sat.  Aug.  3,  1771. 

JL  F  you  were  well  enough  to  write  laft  Tuefday, 
you  will  furely  be  well  enough  to  read  on  Mon 
day;  and  therefore  I  will  now  write  to  you  as 
before. 

Having  flayed  my  month  with  Taylor,  I  came 
away  on  Wednefday,  leaving  him,  I  think,  in  a 
difpofition  of  mind  not  very  uncommon,  at  once 
weary  of  my  flay,  and  grieved  at  my  departure. 

My  purpofe  was  tq  have  made  hafte  to  you 
and  Streatham ;  and  who  would  have  expedted 
that  I  ftiould  be  flopped  by  Lucy  ?  Hearing  me 
give  Francis  orders  to  take  us  places,  fhe  told  me 
that  I'  fhould  not  go  till  after  next  week.  I 
thought  it  proper  to  Comply ;  for  I  was  pleafed  to 
find  that  1  could  pleafe,  and  proud  of  fhewing 
you  that  I  do  not  come  an  univerfal  outcaft.  Lucy 
is  likewife  a  very  peremptory  maiden ;  and  if  I 
had  gone  without  permifliqn,  I  am  not  very  fure 
that  I  might  have  been  welcome  at  another  time. 

When  we  meet,  we  may  compare  our  different 
ufes  of  this  interval.  I  fhall  charge  you  with 
having  lingered  away,  in  expectation  and  difap- 
pointment,  two  months,  which  are  both  phyfi- 
cally.and  morally  confidered  as  analogous  to  the 
fervid  and  vigorous  part  of  human  life;  two 
months,  in  which  Nature  exerts  all  her  powers  of 
benefaction,  and  graces  the  liberality  of  her  hand 
by  the  elegance  ot  her  fmile,  two  months,  which, 
as  Doodle  fays,  "  you  never  faw  before,"  and 

which, 
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which,  as  La  Bruyere  fays,  "  you  ftiall  never"  fee 
"  again." 

But  complaints  are  vain ;  we  will  try  to  do  bet 
ter  another  time. To-morrow  and  to-morrow. 

— A  few  defigns  and  a  few  failures,  and  the  time 
of  deligning  will  be  pad. 

Mr.  Seward  left  Lichfield  yefterday,  I  am 
afraid,  not  much  mended  by  his  opium.  He  pur- 
pofes  to  wait  on  you  ?  and  if  envy  could  do  much 
mifchief,  he  would  have  much  to  dread,  lince  he 
will  have  the  pleafure  of  feeing  you  fooner  than, 
Dear  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER      XLVI. 
To     MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  Aug.  5,   1771. 

J.  HOUGH  I  have  now  been  two  pofts  without 
hearing  from  you,  I  hope  no  harm  has  befallen 
you.  I  have  juft  been  with  the  old  Dean,  if  I 
may  call  him  old  who  is  but  feventy-eight ;  and 
find  him  as  well,  both  in  mind  and  body,  as  his 
younger  neighbours.  I  went  with  my  Lucy  this 
morning  to  a  philofophical  le&ure ;  and  have  been 
this  evening  to  lee  Mr.  Green's  curioiities,  both 
natural  and  artificial ;  and  I  am  come  home  to 
write  to  my  dear  lady. 

So  rolls  the  world  away. 

The  days  grow  viiibly  ihorter. — Immortalia  ne 

Jperes 
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Jperes  monet  annus. — I  think  it  time  to  return.  Do 
you  think  that  after  all  this  roving  you  fhall  be 
able  to  manage  me  again?  I  fuppoie,  like  *;  *  *  *, 
that  you  are  thinking  how  to  reduce  me ;  but  you 
may  fpare  your  contrivances;  and  need  not  fear 
that  I  find  any  reception  that  gives  me  pleafure 
equal  to  that  of  being,  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER      XL  VII. 
To    Mas.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  October  19,  1772. 

1  S  E  T  out  on  Thurfday  night  at  nine,  and  ar 
rived  at  Lichfield  on  Friday  night  at  eleven,  no 
otherwife  incommoded  than  with  want  of  fleep, 
which  however  I  enjoyed  very  comfortably  the 
firft  night.  I  think  a  ftage-coach  is  not  the  worft 
bed. 

I  am  here  at  prefent  a  little  wind-bound,  as  the 
paper  will  fhow  you,  and  Lichfield  is  not  a  place 
of  much  entertainment ;  yet,  though  I  have  fome 
thoughts  of  rambling  a  little,  this  is  to  be  my 
borne  long  -enough  to  receive  a  letter,  which  will, 
I  hope,  tell  me  that  you  are  bufy  in  reformation, 
that  dear  Mrs.  Saluibury  is  eafy,  that  all  the  young 
people  are  well,  and  that  Mr.  Thrale  brews  at 
lefs  expence  than  fourteen  Ihilliugs  a  quarter. 

They  have  had  in  this  county  a  very  prosperous 
hay-harveft ;  but  malt  is  five-and-fixpence  a  ftrike, 
or  two  pounds  four  {hillings  a  quarter.  Wheat  is 
ttine-and-lixpence  a  bufhel.  Thefe  are  prices 

which 
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which  are  almoft  defcriptive  of  a  famine.     Fleih 
is  likewife  very  dear. 

In  this  wide-extended  calamity  let  us  try  what 
alleviation  can  be  found  in  our  khidnefs  to  each 
<ether. 

J  am,  &c. 


LETTER      XLVJII. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
MADAM,  Lichfield,  O&ober  24,  1772. 

1  WOULD  have  you  cgnfider  whether  it  will 
not  be  beft  to  write  to  Sir  T ,  not  taking  no 
tice  of  any  thing  propofed  to  Mr.  B ;  and 

pnly  letting  him  know,  that  the  report  which 
terrified  you  fo  much  has  had  little  effec~l;  and 
lhat  you  have  now  no  particular  need  of  his 
money.  By  this  you  will  free  him  from  folicitude ; 
and,  having  nothing  to  fear  from  you,  he  will 
love  you  as  before.  It  will  abate  any  triumph  of 
your  enemies,  and  difpofe  them  lefs  to  cenfure, 
and  him  lefs  to  regard  cenfure. 

When  you  wrote  the  letter  which  you  call  in 
judicious,  I  told  you  that  it  would  bring  no  mo- 
iiey ;  but  I  do  not  fee  how,  in  that  tumult  of  dif- 
trefs,  you  could  have  forborn  it,  without  appear 
ing  to  be  too  tender  of  your  own  perfonal  con 
nections,  and  to  place  your  uncle  above  your  fa 
mily.  You  did  what  then  feemed  beft,  and  are 
therefore  not  fo  reafonable  as  I  wilh  my  miftrefs 
fp  be,  in  imputing  to  yourfelf  any  unpleafing 
confeqaences.  Your  uncle,  when  he  knows  that 

you 
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you  do  not  want,  and  mean  not  to  difturb  him, 
will  probably  fubiide  in  filence  to  his  former  ftag- 
natiou  -of  unacHve  kindnefs. 

Do  not  fuffer  little  things  to  difturb  you.  The 
brewhoufe  muft  be  the  fcene  of  a&ion,  and  the 
fubjedt  of  fpeculation.  The  firft  confequence  of 
our  late  trouble  ought  to  be,  an  endeavour  to 
brew  at  a  cheaper  rate ;  an  endeavour  not  violent 
and  traniient,  but  fteady  and  continual,  profe- 
cuted  with  total  contempt  of  cenfure  or  wonder, 
and  animated  by  refolution  not  to  flop  while  more 
can  be  done.  TJnlefs  this  can  be  done,  nothing  can 
help  us ;  and  if  this  be  done,  we  fhall  not  want  help. 

Surely  there  is  fomething  to  be  faved ;  there  is 
to  be  faved  whatever  is  the  difference  between 
vigilance  and  negleft,  between  parfimony  and 
profufion. 

The  price  of  malt  has  rifen  again.  It  is  now 
two  pounds  eight  {hillings  the  quarter.  Ale  is 
Ibid  in  the  public  houfes  at  fixpence  a  quart,  a 
price  which  I  never  heard  of  before. 

This  weather,  if  it  continues,  will  certainly 
fave  hay ;  but  it  can  but  little  balance  the  mi?- 
fortune  of  the  fcanty  harveft.  This,  however, 
is  an  evil  which  we  only  lhare  with  the  whole 
nation,  and  which  we  did  not  bring  upon  our- 
lelves. 

I  fancy  the  next  letter  may  be  directed  to  Afh- 
bourne.  Pray  write  word  how  long  I  may  have 
leave  to  ft  ay. 

I  fmcerely  wifh  Mrs.  Salufbury  continuance 
and  increafe  of  eafe  and  comfort ;  and  wifh  all 
good  to  you  all 

I  am,  &c. 


T- 
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*      LETTER      XLIX. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Afhbourne,  Oft.  29,  1772. 

JL  N  writing  to  your  uncle  you  certainly  did  well ; 
but  your  letter  was  hardly  confident  enough.  You 
might  have  ventured  to  fpeak  with  fome  degree  of 
indifference,  about  money  wrhich  you  know  that 
you  (hall  not  have.  I  have  no  doubt  of  the  pre- 
fent  perverfenefs  of  his  intention;  but,  if  I  mif- 
take  not  his  chara&er,  his  intention  and  execu 
tion  are  not  very  near  each  other ;  and,  as  he  ads 
by  mere  irritation,  when  the  difturbance  is  over, 
he  will  lie  ftili. 

What  have  I  committed  that  I  am  to  be  left 
behind  on  Saturdays  ?  The  coach,  I  think,  muft 
go  twice  with  the  reft;  and  at  one  of  the  times 
you  might  make  room  for  me,  if  you  cared  for 
me.  But  fo  am  I  ferved,  that  fit  thinking  and 
thinking  of  you,  and  all  of  you. 

Poor  dear  Mrs.  Salulbury !  Is  the  place  then 
open  ?  I  am  however  glad  to  hear,  that  her  vi 
gour  of  mind  is  yet  undiminiflied.  I  hope  ftie 
will  now  have  lefs  pain. 

We  are  here  as  we  ufed  to  be.  Our  bulls  and 
cows,  if  there  is  any  change,  feem  to  grow 
bigger. 

That  you  are  to  go  to  the  other  houfe  I  am  in 
wardly  pleafed,  however  I  may  pretend  to  pity 
you;  and  I  am  of  Mamma's  opinion,  that  you 
may  find  yourfelf  fomething  to  do  there,  and 
fomething  of  importance. 

I  am,  &c. 
L  E  T- 
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LETTER      L. 
To    MRS.     T   H   R    A    L  E. 

MADAM,  O<Elober3i,  1772. 

_L  HOUGH  I  am  juft  informed,  that  by  fome 
accidental  negligence,  the  letter  which  I  wrote  on 
Thurfday  was  not  given  to  the  poft,  yet  I  cannot 
refufe  myfelf  the  gratification  of  writing  again  to 
my  miftrefs;  not  that  I  have  any  thing  to  tell, 
but  that  by  ftiowing  how  much  I  am  employed 
upon  you,  I  hope  to  keep  you  from  forgetting 
me. 

Do&or  Taylor  afked  me  this  morning  on  what 
I  was  thinking  ?  and  I  was  thinking  on  Lucy.  I 
hope  Lucy  is  a  good  girl.  But  fhe  cannot  yet  be 
ib  good  as  Queeney.  I  have  got  nothing  yet  for 
Queeney's  cabinet. 

I  hope  dear  Mrs.  Salufbury  grows  no  worfe,  I 
wifh  any  thing  could  be  found  that  would  make 
her  better.  You  muft  remember  her  admonition, 
and  buttle  in  the  brewhoufe.  When  I  come  you 
nlay  expe&  to  have  your  hands  full  with  all  of  us. 

Our  bulls  and  cows  are  all  well ;  but  we  yet 
hate  the  man  who  had  feen  a  bigger  bull.  Our 
deer  have  died ;  but  many  are  left.  Our  water 
fall  at  the  garden  makes  a  great  roaring  this  wet 
weather. 

And  fo  no  more  at  prefent  from,  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


L  E  T- 
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LETTER      LI. 
To    MRS.   *T   H   R   A  L   E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Afbbeurne,  Nov.  4,  1772. 

W  E  keep  writing  to  each  other  when,  by  the 
confeffion  of  both,  there  is  nothing  to  be  faid; 
but,  on  my  part,  I  find  it  very  pleafing  to  write  ; 
and  what  is  pleafing  is  very  willingly  continued. 

I  hope  your  prefcriptions  have  been  fuccefsful, 
and  Mr.  Thrale  is  well.  What  pity  it  is  that  we 
cannot  do  fomething  for  the  dear  lady  !  Since  I 
came  to  Afhbourne  I  have  been  out  of  order.  I 
was  well  at  Lichfield.  You  know  ficknefs  will 
drive  me  to  you  ;  fo  perhaps  you  very  heartily 
wifh  jne  better:  but  you  know  likewife  that 
health  will  not  hold  me  away  ;  and  I  hope  you 
think  that,  fick  or  well, 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      LH. 

V  »        f     %  s 

To    MRS.      THRALE. 
DEAR  MADAM,  AfkboufBC,  Nev  7,  1772. 

o 

0  O  many  days  and  never  a  letter*—  Fugert  fries, 
pietafque-ptidorque.     This  is  Turk^h  ufage.     And 

1  have  been  hoping  and  hoping.     But  you  are  fo 
glad  to  have  me  out  of  your  mind. 

I  think  you  were  quite  right  in  your  advice  about 

the 
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the  thoufand  pounds,  for  the  payment  could  not 
have  been  delayed  long ;  and  a  fhort  delay  would 
have  lefiened  credit,  without  advancing  intereft. 
But  in  great  matters  you  aje  hardly  ever  miftak- 
en. 

We  have  here  very  rainy  weather  ;  but  it 
makes  the  grafs  grow,  and  makes  our  water- fall 
roar.  I  wi(h  Qaeeney  heard  it ;  fhe  would  think 
it  very  pretty.  I  go  down  to  it  every  day,  for  I 
have  not  much  to  do ;  and  have  not  .been  very 
well ;  but  by  phylick  am  grown  better.  You  and 
all  your  train  may  be  fuppofed  to  keep  me  compa 
ny  in  my  walks.  I  wifh  I  could  know  how  you 
brew,  and  how  you  go  on ;  but  you  tell  me  no 
thing. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      LIIL 
To    MRS.     T   H    R    A    L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Nov.  9,   1772. 

AFTER  I  had  fent  away  my  laft  letter,  I  re 
ceived  your.'s,  which  was  an  anfwer  to  it ;  but, 
being  not  fully  di reeled,  had  lain,  I  think,  two 
days  at  the  office. 

I  am  glad  that  you  are  at  laft  come  home,  and 
that  you  exert  your  new  refolution  with  fo  much 
vigour.  But  the  fury  of  houfewifery  will  foon  fub- 
fide  ;  and  little  effedl  will  be  produced  but  by  me 
thodical  attention  and  even  frugality;  nor  can 
thefe  powers  be  immediately  attained.  You  have 
your  own  habits,  as  well  as  thofe  of  others,  to 

combat : 
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combat :  you  have  yet  the  fldll  of  management  to 
learn,  as  well  as  the  practice  to  eftablifh.  Do  not 
be  difcouraged  either  by  your  own  failures,  or 
the  perverfeuefs  of  others  ;  you  will,  by  refoluti- 
on  frequently  renewed,  and  by  perfeverance  pro 
perly  excited,  overcome  in  time  both  them  and 
yourfelf. 

Your  letter  to  Sir  *  *  *  *  will,  I  doubt  not, 
have  the  effect  intended.  When  he  is  not  pinch 
ed  he  will  deep. 

Mr.  Thrale's  money,  to  pay  for  all,  muft  come 
from  the  fale  of  good  beer.  I  am  far  from  def- 
pairing  of  folid  and  durable  profperity.  Nor  will 
your  fuccefs  exceed  my  hopes,  or  my  opinion  of 
your  flate,  if,  after  this  tremendous  year,  you 
ihould  annually  add  to  your  fortune  three  thou- 
fand  pounds.  This  will  foon  difmifs  all  incum- 
brances ;  and,  when  no  intereft  is  paid,  you  will 
begin  annually  to  lay  up  almoft  five  thoufand. 
This  is  very  fplendid ;  but  this,  I  think,  is  in  your 
power. 

Dear  mamma,  I  hope,  continues  to  be  cheer 
ful.  Do  the s  take  her  houfe  furnifhed  ?  I 

think  it  a  very  proper  habitation  for  them,  out  of 
the  fmoke  of  the  city,  and  yet  not  in  the  blaze  of 
the  court. 

I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  defire  of  my 
return  ;  but  if  I  make  hafte,  will  you  promife  not 
to  Ipoil  me  ?  I  do  not  much  truft  yet  to  your  new 
character,  which  I  have  had  only  from  yourfelf. 

Be  pleafed  to  direct  your  next  letter  to  Lich- 
field ;  for  I  fliall,  I  think,  be  contriving  to  find 
my  way  back. 

I  am,  &c. 


VOL.  I.  E  LET- 
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LETTER      LIV. 

To    MRS.     T   H   R    A    L   E. 

, 

DEAR  MADAM,  Nov.  19,  1772. 

I  L  O  N  G  E  D  for  your  letter  to-day ;  for  till  that 
came  I  could  not  make  any  promifes,  or  form  any 
determinations.  You  need  not  doubt  my  readi- 
nefs  to  return,  but  it  is  impoflible  to  forefee  all  oc- 
cafions  of  interruption,  or  all  neceflities  of  com 
pliance. 

Be  pleafed  to  tell  poor  dear  Mrs.  Salufbury, 
that  I  wifh  her  better;  and  to  wifh  is  all  the 
power  that  we  have.  In  the  greateft  exigencies 
we  can  only  regret  our  own  inability.  I  think 
Mrs.  Queeney  might  write  again. 

This  year  will  undoubtedly  be  an  year  of  ftrug- 
gle  and  difficulty ;  but  I  doubt  not  of  getting 
through  it ;  and  the  difficulty  will  grow  yearly  lefs 
and  lefs.  Suppoling  that  our  former  mode  of  life 
kept  us  on  the  level,  we  fhall,  by  the  prefent  con- 
ti  adlion  of  expence,  gain  upon  fortune  a  thoufand 
a-year,  even  though  no  improvements  can  be  made 
in  the  conduct  of  the  trade.  Every  two  thoufand 
pounds  faves  an  hundred  pound  interefl,  and 
therefore  as  we  gain  more  we  pay  lefs.  We  have 
a  rational  hope  of  fuccefs ;  we  have  rather  a  mo 
ral  certainty,  with  life  And  health.  Let  us  there 
fore  not  be  dejected.  Continue  to  be  a  houfewife, 
and  be  as  frolickfome  with  your  tongue  as  you 
pleafe. 

I  am,  deareft  Lady,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER    LV. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Nov.  23,  1772. 

J_  A  M  forry  that  none  of  your  letters  bring  bet 
ter  news  of  the  poor  dear  lady.  I  hope  her  pain 
is  not  great.  To  have  a  difeafe  confefledly  incu 
rable  and  apparently  mortal  is  a  very  heavy  afflic 
tion  ;  and  it  is  flill  more  grievous  when  pain  is  ad 
ded  to  defpair. 

Every  thing  elfe  in  your  letter  pleafed  me  very 
•well,  except  that  when  I  come  I  entreat  I  may  not 
be  flattered,  as  your  letters  flatter  me.  You  have 
read  of  heroes  and  princes  ruined  by  flattery,  and 
I  queftion  if  any  of  them  had  a  flatterer  fo  dange 
rous  as  you.  Pray  keep  ftri&ly  to  your  cha rafter 
of  governefs. 

I  cannot  yet  get  well ;  my  nights  are  flatulent 
and  unquiet,  but  my  days  are  tolerably  eafy,  and 
Taylor  lays  that  I  look  much  better  than  when  I 
came  hither.  You  will  fee  when  I  come,  and  I 
can  take  your  word. 

Our  houfe  affords  no  revolutions.  The  great 
bull  is  well.  But  I  write  not  merely  to  think  on 
you,  for  I  do  that  without  writing,  but  to  keep 
you  a  little  thinking  on  me.  I  perceive  that  I  have 
taken  a  broken  piece  of  paper,  but  that  is  not  the 
greateft  fault  that  you  muft  forgive  in,  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


E    z  LET- 
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LETTER      LVL 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
BEAR  MADAM,  Nov.  27,  1772. 

1  F  you  are  fo  kind  as  to  write  to  me  on  Satur 
day,  the  day  on  which  you  will  receive  this,  I 
fhall  have  it  before  I  leave  Afhbourne.  I  am  to 
go  to  Lichfield  on  Wednefday,  and  purpofe  to  find 
my  way  to  London  through  Birmingham  and  Ox 
ford. 

I  was  yefterday  at  Chatfworth.  It  is  a  very 
fine  houfe.  I  wifh  you  had  been  with  me  to  fee  it  ; 
for  then,  as  we  are  apt  to  want  matter  of  talk,  we 
fhould  have  gained  fomething  new  to  talk  on. 
They  complimented  me  with  playing  the  fountain, 
and  opening  the  cafcade.  But  I  am  of  my  friend's 
opinion,  that  when  one  has  feen  the  ocean,  cat 
cades  are  but  little  things. 

I  am  in  hope  of  a  letter  to-day  from  you  or 
Queeney,  but  the  poft  has  made  forne  blunder,  and 
the  packet  is  not  yet  diftributed.  I  wifh  it  may 
bring  me  a  little  good  of  you  all. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      LVII. 
To     MRS.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  Dec.  3,  1772. 

i  F  O  U  N  D  two  letters  here,  to  recompenle  my 
difappointment  at  Afhbourne.     I  fhall  not  now  be 

long 
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long  before  I  hope  to  fettle,  for  it  is  a  fine  thing  to 
be  fettled.  When  one  parts  from  friends  it  is  un 
certain  when  one  fhall  come  back,  and  when  one 
comes  back  it  is  not  very  certain  how  long  one 
mall  flay.  But  hope,  you  know,  was  left  in  the 
box  of  Prometheus. 

Mifs  Afton  claims  kin  to  you,  for  (he  fays  (he 
is  fomehow  a-kin  to  the  Cottons.  In  a  little  time 
you  (hall  make  them  all  yet  prouder  of  their  kind 
red.  Do  not  be  depreffed.  Scarce  years  will  not 
laft  for  ever ;  there  will  fometime  be  good  harvefts. 
Scarcity  itfelf  produces  plenty  by  inciting  cultiva 
tion.  I  hape  we  fhall  foon  talk  thefe  matters  over 
very  ferioufly,  and  that  we  fhall  talk  of  them  again 
much  lefs  ferioufly  many  years  hence. 

My  love  to  all, 
Uoth  great  and  fmall. 

Thefe  verfes  I  made  myfelf,  though  perhaps  they 
have  been  made  by  others  before  me. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER    LVUI. 
To     MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

MADAM,  Tuefday,  Jan.  a6,   i  --  ;. 

i  *fi, 

T  I j 

H  E  inequalities  of  human  life  have  always 
employed  the  meditation  of  deep  thinkers,  and  J 
cannot  forbear  to  refleft  on  the  difference  between 
your  condition  and  my  own.  You  live  upon  mock 

turtle, 
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turtle,  and  flawed  rumps  of  beef;  I  dined  yefter- 
day  upon  crumpets.  You  fit  with  parifh  officers, 
carefling  and  carefled,  the  idol  of  the  table,  and 
the  wonder  of  the  day.  I  pine  in  the  folitude  of 
ficknefs,  not  bad  enough  to  be  pitied,  and  not  well 
enough  to  be  endured.  You  fleep  away  the  night, 
and  laugh  or  fcold  away  the  day.  I  cough  and 
grumble,  and  grumble  and  cough.  Laft  night  was 
very  tedious,  and  this  day  makes  no  promifes  of 
much  eafe.  However  I  have  this  day  put  on  my 
fhoe,  and  hope  that  Gout  is  gone.  I  fhall  have 
only  the  cough  to  contend  with,  and  I  doubt  whe 
ther  I  fhall  get  rid  of  that  without  change  of  place. 
I  caught  cold  in  the  coach  as  I  went  away,  and 
am  difordered  by  very  little  things.  Is  it  accident 
or  age  ? 

I  am,  deareft  Madam,  &c. 


LETTER      LIX. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
MADAM,  Feb.  19,  1773. 

ITHINK  lam  better,  but  cannot  fay  much 
more  than  that  I  think  fo.  I  was  yefterday  with 
Mifs  Lucy  Southwell  and  Mrs.  Williams,  at  Mr. 
Southwell's.  Mifs  Frances  South  well  is  not  well. 

I  have  an  invitation  to  dine  at  Sir  Jofhua  Rey 
nold's  on  Tuefday.  May  I  accept  it  ? 

Do  not  think  I  am  going  to  borrow  the  Roller. 
I  have  undertaken  to  beg  from  you  the  favour  of 
lending  to  Mifs  Reynolds  Newton  on  the  Prophe 
cies, 
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cies,  and  to  Mifs  Williams  Burney's  Mufical  Jour 
ney.  They  are,  I  believe,  both  at  Streatham. 

Be'  pleafed  to  make  my  moft  refpeclful  compli 
ments  to  dear  Mrs.  Salufbury.  I  wiih  I  could  fend 
her  any  thing  better. 

Diverfas  homnum  fortes.  Here  am  I,  fitting  by 
myfelf,  uncertain  whether  I  fhall  dine  on  veal  or 
mutton  ;  and  there  are  you  with  the  top  difh  and 
the  bottom  dim,  all  upon  a  card,  and  on  the  other 
fide  of  the  card  Tom  Lifgow  *.  Of  the  reft  that 
dwell  in  darker  fame  why  fhould  I  make  mention. 
Tom  Lifgow  is  an  aflembly.  But  Tom  Lifgow 

cannot  people  the  world.  Mr.  K muft  have 

a  place.  The  lion  has  his  jackall.  They  will 
foon  meet. 

And   when  they  talk,  ye  gods !  how  they  will  talk. 

Pray  let  your  voice  and  my  mafter's  help  to  fill 
the  paufes. 

I  am,  &c. 


*  Tom  Lifgow  was  a  voter  at  the  Southwark  election. 

Mr.  K was  another.     When  they  were  entertained  at 

Mr.  Thrale's  table,  the  Editor  of  thefe  letters  ufe  J  to  write 
the  bill  of  fare  on  one  fide  of  a  large  blank  card  in  a  finall 
chara&er,  the  names  of  the  company  on  the  other  fide,  and 
refer  to  it  from  time  to  time  as  it  lay  by  her  plate,  that  no 
miftakes  might  be  made,  or  offence  given  from  ignorance  or 
forgetfulnefs ;  to  this  practice  Mr.  Johnfon  laughingly  al 
ludes. 


LET- 
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LETTER      LX. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

Johnfon's  Court,  Fleet-  ftreet, 
DEAREST  MADAM,  March  9,  1773. 


R.  JAMES  called  on  me  laft  night,  deep, 
I  think,  in  wine.  Our  dialogue  was  this  : 

—  You  find  the  cafe  hopelefs  ?  —  Quite  hopelefs. 
—  But  I  hope  you  can  procure  her  an  eafier  dif- 
miffion  out  of  life?  —  That,  I  believe,  is  in  our 
power. 

The  reft  of  his  talk  was  about  other  things. 

If  it  can  give  the  dear  lady  any  comfort,  be 
pleafed  to  let  her  know  that  my  grief  for  her  is  ve- 
jy  ferious  and  very  deep.  If  I  could  be  ufeful  as 
you  can  be,  I  would  devote  myfelf  to  her  as  you 
muft  do.  But  all  human  help  is  little  ;  her  truft 
muft  be  in  a  better  Friend. 

You  will  not  let  me  burft  in  ignorance  of  your 
tranfa&ion  with  A  -  —  Surely  my  heart  is 
with  you  in  your  whole  fyftem  of  life. 

I  am,  deareft  Madam,  &c. 


I  had  written    this    letter  before  yours    came, 
God  blefs  you  all. 


LET- 
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LETTER      LXI. 
To    MRS.     T  H    R    A    L   E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  March  n,   1773. 

YOUR  negotiation  will  probably  end  as  you 
defire.  I  wifh  your  pious  offices  might  have  the 
fame  fuccefs,  but  death  is  neceffary,  and  your  ten- 
dernefs  will  make  it  lefs  painful.  I  am  forry  that 
I  can  do  nothing.  The  dear  lady  has  my  wifhes, 
and  fometimes  my  prayers.  I  hope  our  prayers 
will  be  heard  for  her,  and  her  prayers  for  her- 
felf. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      LXII. 
To    MRS.     T   H   R   A   L   E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  March  17,   1773.. 

1  O  tell  you  that  I  am  forry  both  for  the  poor 
lady  and  for  you  is  ufelefs.  I  cannot  help  either 
of  you.  The  weaknefs  of  mind  is  perhaps  only 
a  cafual  interruption  or  intermiffion  of  the  atten 
tion,  fuch  as  we  all  fufler  when  fome  weighty  care 
or  urgent  calamity  has  pofleflion  of  the  mind. 
She  will  compofe  herfelf.  She  is  unwilling  to 
die,  and  the  firfl  conviction  of  approaching  death 
raifed  great  perturbation.  I  think  me  has  but 
very  lately  thought  death  clofe  at  hand.  She  will 
compofe  herfelf  to  do  that  as  well  as  ftie  can, 

which 
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which  muft  at  laft  be  done.     May  fhe  not  want 
the  Divine  affiftance. 

You,  Madam,  will  have  a  great  lofs;  a  greater 
than  is  common  in  the  lofs  of  a  parent.  Fill  your 
mind  with  hope  of  her  happinefs,  and  turn  your 
thoughts  firft  to  Him  who  gives  and  takes  away, 
in  whofe  prefence  the  living  and  dead  are  ftand- 
ing  together.  Then  remember,  that  when  this 
mournful  duty  is  paid,  others  yet  remain  of  equal 
obligation,  and,  we  may  hope,  of  lefs  painful 
performance.  Grief  is  a  fpecies  of  idlenefs,  and 
the  neceflhy  of  attention  to  the  prefent  preferves 
us,  by  the  merciful  difpolition  of  Providence, 
from  being  lacerated  and  devoured  by  forrow  for 
the  part.  You  muft  think  on  your  hufband  and 
your  children,  and  do  what  this  dear  lady  has 
done  for  you. 

Not  to  come  to  town  while  the  great  ft  niggle 
continues  is  undoubtedly  well  refolved.  But  do 
not  harafs  yourfelf  into  danger  ;  you  owe  the  care 
of  your  health  to  all  that  love  you,  at  leaf!  to  all 
whom  it  is  your  duty  to  love.  You  cannot  give 
fuch  a  mother  too  much,  if  you  do  not  give  her 
what  belongs  to  another. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      LXIII. 
To     MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
MADAM,  March  20,  1773.    The  Equinox. 

1  HAVE  now  heard  twice  to-day  how  the  dear 
lady  mends  ;  twice  is  not  often  enough  for  fuch 
news.  May  fhe  long  and  long  continue  mend 

ing. 
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ing.  When  I  fee  her  again,  how  I  (hall  love  her. 
If  we  could  keep  a  while  longer  together,  we 
fhould  all,  I  hope,  try  to  be  thankful.  Part  we 
muft  at  laft  ;  but  the  laft  parting  is  very  afflictive. 
When  I  fee  her  I  (hall  torment  her  with  carefling 
her.  Has  (he  yet  been  down  flairs  ? 

On  Tuefday  morning  I  hope  to  fee  you.  I 
have  not  much  to  tell  you,  but  will  gather  what 
little  I  can. 

I  (hall  be  glad  to  fee  you,  for  you  are  much  in 
my  head,  notwithftanding  your  negotiations  for 
my  mafter,  he  has  mended  his  (hare  for  one  year, 
you  muft  think  of  cutting  in  pieces  and  boiling 
him.  We  will  at  leaft  keep  him  out  of  J  —  ck  —  n's* 
copper.  You  will  be  at  leifure  now  to  think  of 
brewing  and  negotiating,  and  a  little  of,  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER      LXIV. 
To     MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
MADAM,  March  25,   1773. 

J  F  my  letters  can  do  you  any  good  it  is  not  fit 
that  you  (hould  want  them.  You  are  always  flat 
tering  me  with  the  good  that  I  do,  without  know 
ing  it. 

The 

*  H  —  ph  —  y  J  —  ck  —  n  was  a  pretender  to  chymiftry, 
who  obtaining  much  of  Mr.  T.'s  confidence,  ufed  it  to  his 
own  emolument  only,  not  his  friend's,  who  fuffered  exceed 
ingly  from  the  experiments  made  by  him  at  the  brewhoufe, 
in  confequence  of  a  notion  that  he  had  Ibme  fecret  to  pre- 
ferve  wood  from  decay,  and  brew  at  a  fmallcr  expence  than 
was  poffibJe  with  malt  or  hops. 
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The  return  of  Mrs.  Salufbury's  appetite  will 
undoubtedly  prolong  her  life  ;  I  therefore  wifh  it 
to  continue  or  to  improve.  You  did  not  fay  whe 
ther  fhe  went  down  flairs. 

Harry  will  be  happier  now  he  goes  to  fchool 
and  reads  Milton.  Mils  will  want  him  for  all  Her 
vapouring. 

Did  not  I  tell  you  that  I  thought  I  had  written 
to  Bofwell  ?  he  has  anfwered  my  letter. 

I  am  going  this  evening  to  put  young  Otway 
to  fchool  with  Mr.  Elphinflon. 

C is  fo  diftrefied  with  abufe  about  his  play, 

that  he  has  folicited  Goldfmith  to  take  him  off  the 
rack  of  the  newfpapers. 

M is  preparing  a  whole  pamphlet  againfl 

G ,  and  G is,  I  fuppofe,  collecting  ma 
terials  to  confute  M . 

Jennens  has  publifhed  Hamlet,  but  without  a 

preface,  and  S declares  his  intention  of 

letting  him  pafs  the  reft  of  his  life  in  peace.     Here 
is  news. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      LXV. 
To    MRS.     T   H    R    A   L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  April  27,   17/3. 

_rl  O  P  E  is  more  pleaimg  than  fear,  but  not  lefs 
fallacious ;  you  know,  when  you  do  not  try  to 
deceive  yourfelf,  that  the  difeafe  which  at  laft 
is  to  deftroy,  muft  be  gradually  growing  worfe, 
and  that  it  is  vain  to  wifh  for  more  than  that  the 

defcent 
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defcent  to  death  may  be  flow  and  eafy.  In  this 
wifh  I  join  with  you,  and  hope  it  will  be  granted. 
Dear,  dear  lady,  whenever  fhe  is  loft  fhe  will  be 
miffed,  and  whenever  fhe  is  remembered  fhe  will 
be  lamented.  Is  it  a  good  or  an  evil  to  me  that 
{he  now  loves  me  ?  It  is  furely  a  good ;  for  you 
will  love  me  better,  and  we  fhall  have  a  new  prin 
ciple  of  concord  ;  and  I  lhall  be  happier  with 
honeft  forrow,  than  with  fullen  indifference  ;  and 
far  happier  ftill  than  with  counterfeited  fympathy. 

I  am  reafoning  upon  a  principle  very  far  from 
certain,  a  confidence  of  furvivance.  You,  or  I, 
or  both,  may  be  called  into  the  prefence  of  the 
Supreme  Judge  before  her.  I  have  lived  a  life  of 
which  I  do  not  like  the  review.  Surely  I  lhall  hi 
time  live  better. 

I  fat  down  with  an  intention  to  write  high 
compliments,  but  my  thoughts  have  taken  another 
courfe,  and  fome  other  time  mufl  now  ferve  to 
tell  you  with  what  other  emotions,  benevolence, 
and  fidelity, 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      LXVI. 
To    MRS.      T  H   R    A   L   E. 

MADAM,  May  17,  1773. 

JN  EVER  imagine  that  your  letters  are  long  ; 
they  are  always  too  fhort  for  my  curiofity.  I  do 
not  know  that  I  was  ever  content  with  a  fingle 
perufal. 

Of  dear  Mrs.  Salulbury  I  never  expe£l  much 
better  news  than  you  fend  me  ;  de pis  en  pis  is  the 

natural 
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natural  and  certain  courfe  of  her  dreadful  malady. 
I  am  content  when  it  leaves  her  eafe  enough  for 
the  exercife  of  her  mind. 

Why  fhould  Mr.  *****  fuppofe,  that  what 
I  took  the  liberty  of  fuggeiling  was  concerted 
with  you  ?  He  does  not  know  how  much  I  re 
volve  his  affairs,  and  how  honeftly  I  defire  his 
profperity.  I  hope  he  has  let  the  hint  take  fome 
hold  of  his  mind. 

Your  declaration  to  Mifs  *****  is  more  ge 
neral  than  my  opinions  allow.  I  think  an  unli 
mited  promi'e  of  adling  by  the  opinion  of  ano 
ther  fo  wrong,  that  nothing,  or  hardly  any  thing, 
can  make  it  right.  All  unneceffary  vows  are 
folly,  becaufe  they  fuppofe  a  prefcience  of  the 
future  which  has  not  been  given  us.  They  are,  I 
think,  a  crime,  becaufe  they  refign  that  life  to 
chance  which  God  has  given  us  to  be  regulated  by 
reafon ;  and  fuperinduce  a  kind  of  fatality,  from 
which  it  is  the  great  privilege  of  our  nature  to  be 
free.  Unlimited  obedience  is  due  only  to  the 
Univerfal  Father  of  Heaven  and  Earth.  My 
parents  may  be  mad  or  foolifh ;  may  be  wicked 
and  malicious ;  may  be  erroneoufly  religious,  or 
abfurdly  fcrupulous.  I  am  not  bound  to  compli 
ance  with  mandates  either  pofitive  or  negative, 
which  either  religion  condemns,  or  reafon  rejedls. 
There  wanders  about  the  world  a  wild  notion, 
which  extends  over  marriage  more  than  over  any 
other  tranfa&ion.  If  Mifs  *****  followed  a 
trade,  would  it  be  faid  that  fhe  was  bound  in  con- 
fcience  to  give  or  refufe  credit  at  her  father's 
choice  ?  And  is  not  marriage  a  thing  in  which 
fhe  is  more  interefted,  and  has  therefore  more 
i  ight  of  choice  ?  When  I  may  fuffer  for  my  own 
crimes,  when  I  may  be  fued  for  my  own  debts, 
I  may  judge  by  parity  of  reafon  for  my  own  hap- 
pinels.  The  parent's  moral  right  can  arife  only 

from 
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from  his   kindnefs,  and  his  civil   right  only  from 
his  memory. 

Confcience  cannot  di&ate  obedience  to  the 
•wicked,  or  compliance  with  the  foolifh ;  and  of 
iutereft  mere  prudence  is  the  judge. 

If  the  daughter  is  bound  without  a  promife,  fhe 
promifes  nothing ;  and  if  fhe  is  not  bound,  fhe 
promifes  too  much. 

What  is  meant  by  tying  up  money  in  trade  I 
do  not  underftand.  No  money  is  fo  little  tied  as 
that  which  is  employed  in  trade.  Mr.  ***** 
perhaps  only  means,  that  in  confideration  of  mo 
ney  to  be  advanced,  he  will  oblige  his  fon  to  be 
a  trader.  This  is  reafonable  enough.  Upon  ten 
thoufaud  pounds  diligently  occupied,  they  may 
live  in  great  plenty  and  fplendour,  without  the 
mifchiefs  of  idlenefs. 

I  can  write  a  long  letter  as  well  as  my  miftrefs ; 
and  fhall  be  glad  that  my  Ipng  letters  may  be  as 
welcome  as  her's. 

.  My  nights  are  grown  again  very  uneafy  and 
troublefome.  I  know  not  that  the  country  will 
mend  them ;  but  I  hope  your  company  will  mend 
my  days.  Though  I  cannot  now  expecl  much  at 
tention,  and  would  not  wifh  for  more  than  can  be 
fpared  from  the  poor  dear  lady,  yet  I  fhall  fee  you 
and  hear  you  every  now  and  then ;  and  to  fee 
and  hear  you,  is  always  to  hear  wit,  and  to  fee 
virtue. 

I  fhall,  I  hope,  fee  you  to-morrow,  and  a  little 
on  the  two  next  days ;  and  with  that  little  I  muft 
for  the  prefent  try  to  be  contented. 

I  am,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER      LXVIL 
MRS.    THRALE    to    DR.    JOHNSON. 
Si  R, 

O  O  many  things  happening  all  at  once  Opprefs 
me,  and  I  cannot  judge  rightly  of  any  ; — 'tis 
therefore  I  beg  counlel  from  you. 

This  dear  fweet  lady  is  willing  I  fhculd  come 
to  town  ;  and  I  will  come,  and  try  the  gutta  cavat 
lapidcm  upon   A 's  heart,     I   believe  talk 
ing  in  high    terms  would  be    better  ;    but  how 
can  I  when  my  hopes  are  low  ?  Meantime  *  *  *  * 
perfecutes  me  for  advice,  as  if  I  had  nobody  to 
think  on  but  her ;  and  you  fay,  I  am  wrong  there 
again  ;  yet  I  cannot  repent  what  I  faid  about  pa 
rental  authority,  and  am  only  amazed    at  your 
little  veneration  for  it. — All  appears  to  me  as  if  it 
would  end  your  way,  in  this  particular  cafe  ;  yet 
'tis  ftrange  that  a  man  of  your  notions  fhould  think 
that  way  uniformly  right.     When  I  have  heard 
you  treat  regal  claims  to  power  as  things  too  high 
and  too  facred  even  for  difpute,  how  could  I  ex- 
ped~l  to  read  under  your  hand  fuch  fentiments  as  I 
now  receive  concerning  an  authority  elder  than 
the  regal  one,  if  not  equally  venerable  ? — for  men 
were  fathers  certainly  before  they  were   kings. 
Might  I  be  more  ferious,  I  could  remind  thofe 
who  defpife  upon  principle   a  title  which  God 
himfelf  difdains  not  to  accept,— that  the  eighth 
part  of  the  Poftdiluvian  world  was  curfed  for  a 
mere  breach  of  filial  reverence,  not  difobedience 
of  command, — but   a  merry  or  malicious  defire 
only  of  propagating  the  difgrace  of  a  parent. 

All  this,  however,  will  ferve  for  us  to  difpute 
about  at  night,  when  I  lit  up  in  the  next  room  to 

my 
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my  poor  fuffering  mother,  whofe  miftaken  tender- 
nefs  drives  me  from  her  bedlide  at  twelve  o'clodc  ; 
and  my  mafter  will  keep  us  from  fcolding  loud'y  for 
'tis  aflonifhing  how  quick  fhe  hears  every  thing, — 
ay,  and  fees  quicker  too  ;  for  fhe  knew  Mr.  Hale 
as  he  rode  by  yefkrday,  and  faid,  What  a  lean 
horfe  he  had ! 

This  is  a  difmal  houfe,  and  that  A 's  cal 
lous  cruelty  makes  the  other  no'reiief  to  me;  but 
Mr.  Thrale  will  come  home  now.  I  am  really 
hurried,  like  the  fallen  fpirits  in  Milton,  from 
froft  to  fire,  and  from  fire  to  froft  ;  nor  can  get 
down  a  drop  of  the  oblivious  water  on  the  road, 
though  you  will  find  the  walh-way,  as  we  call  it, 
fadly  out  fmcc  thefe  fudden  rains.  This  letter  goes 
by  the  early  morning  cart.  Don't  tell  my  mafter 
that  I  write  low-fpirited ;  the  cold  bath  will  re- 
frefh  me  before  he  comes. — You  muft  depend  on 
his  coach  for  carriage  home,  not  mine.  Do  not 
believe  that  I  mail  neglect  my  hufband's  affairs 
out  of  fondnefs  for  my  mother.  Indeed  you  can 
not  think  how  poorly  my  negociation  with  that 
hard-hearted  fellow  has  hitherto  fucceeded. 

Farewell,  my  dear  Sir,  and  do  all  you  can  for 
us  ;  and  fettle  with  Mr.  Thrale  about  thefe  lovers, 
for  it  would  be  really  a  choice  thing  to  fee  fame- 
body  happy. — Yet  I  hope  I  do  not  precipitate  their 
affairs  for  the  fake  of  taking  a  little  additional 
weight  off  the  already  oppieffed  mind  of 

Your,  &c. 


VOL.  I.  F  LET- 
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LETTER      LXVIII. 
To     MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  LA&Y,  May  22,  1773. 

_L/R.  Lawrence  is  of  your  mind  about  the  in- 
termiflion,  and  thought  the  bark  would  be  beft  j 
but  I  have  had  fo  good  a  night  as  makes  me 
wonder.  Dr.  Lawrence  is  juft  gone.  He  fays  I 
have  no  fever,  and  may  let  bark  alone,  if  I  will 
venture,  but  it  is  meo  periculo. 

Make  my  compliments  to  the  dear  lady. 

I  think  Mr.  T has  done  right  in  not 

prohibiting  at  teaft  F  •  *s  flight  with  her 

lover.  There  is  no  danger  of  Mr.  R 's 

taking  care  of  his  fon,  and  of  his  fon's  wife ; 
and  as  he  is  willing  to  receive  a  daughter-in- 
law  without  a  fortune,  he  has  a  right  to  pro 
vide  for  her  his  own  way.  The  great  motive 
to  his  confent  is,  that  his  fon  will  engage  in 
trade  ;  and  therefore  no  doubt  can  be  made  but 
he  will  enable  him  to  do  it ;  and  whether  at 
Midfummcr,  or  Michaelmas,  we  have  no  need  to 
care,  nor  right  to  prelcribe. 

I  am,  £c, 


L  E  T. 
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LETTER    LX1X. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAREST  LADY,  Ma7  23,  1773. 

STILL  flatter,  flatter !  Why  (hould  the  poor 
be  flattered  ?  The  do&or  was  with  me  again  to 
day,  and  we  both  think  the  fever  quite  gone.  I 
believe  it  was  not  an  intermittent,  for  I  took  of 
my  own  head  pbyfic  yefterday ;  and  Celfus  fays, 
it  feems  that  if  a  cathartick  be  taken  the  fit  will 
return  cerio  certius.  I  would  bear  fomething  ra 
ther  than  Celfus  fhould  be  detected  in  an  error. 
But  I  fay  it  was  a.febris  contimia,  and  had  a  regu 
lar  crifis. 

What  poor  *  *  *  *  faid,  is  worthy  of  trie 
greatefl  mind,  fince  the  greateft  mind  can  get  no 
further.  In  the  higheft  and  the  loweft  things  we 
all  are  equal. 

As  to  Mr.  *  *  *  *,  let  him  fee  a  couple  of 
fellows  within  call;  and  if  he  makes  a  favage 
noife,  order  them  to  come  gradually  nearer,  and 
you  will  fee  how  quiet  he  will  grow. 

Let  the  poor  dear  lady  know  that  I  am  forry  for 
her  fbrrows,  and  fincerely  and  earneftly  wilh  her 
all  good. 

Write  to  me  when  you  can,  but  do  not  flatter 
me.  I  am  forry  you  can  think  it  pleafes  me.  It 
is  enough  for  me  to  be,  as  Mr.  *  *  *  *  phrafes  it, 


Your  friend  and  fervant, 

SAM.  JOHNSON. 
F  2  LET- 
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LETTER     LXX. 
MRS.    THRALE,   to   DR.    JOHNSON, 

May  23,  1775. 

I  WRITE  again,  Dear  Sir,  though  the  time  of 

meeting  is  fo  near,  and  fhould  be  forry  to  think 

my  flattery  did  not  pleafe  you — if  flattery  it  is 

— but  I  call  it  honeft  praife.     Other  people  make 

more  buftle  about  your  merits  every  day,  and  you 

bear  them  patiently  enough ;  pray  let  my  incenfe- 

pot  have  a  place  among  the    reft.     Mr.  Thrale 

fwears  he  found  you  one  morning  laft  week  in  the 

midft  of  a  heap  of  men,  who,  he  fays,  carried 

each  a  brafs- headed  cane  in  his  hand,  and  that 

they  were  all  flattering  away  a  qui  mieux  mieux. 

Surely  there  was  not  in  the  whole  company  one 

to  be   found  who  uttered  expreflions  of  efteem 

with  more  fmcerity  than  myfelf;  none  of  them 

think  you  as  much  exalted  over  the  common  herd 

of  mortals  as  I  think  you ;  and  none  of  them  can 

praife  you  from  a  purer  motive.     It  is  my  confo- 

lation  to  have  a  wife  friend,  my  delight  to  declare 

that  I  know  him  fuch ;  nor  is  this  a  time  when  I 

can  afford  to  lofe  either  delight  or  confolation. 

Should    a    man  proteft  indeed,    that  a   fever-fit 

would  be  more  welcome  to  him  than  the  detecting 

me  in  an  error,  I  might  reafonably  enough  begin  to 

be  alarmed,  and  fear  that  he  was  flattering  me 

grofsly — but  I  never  did  vent  my  partiality  in 

any  terms  half  as  violent  as  thofe  ;  and  yet  dear 

Mr.  Johnfon,  who  gravely  fays  that  of  old  Celfus, 

has  the  courage  to  reprove  me  for  flattering. 

Well!    I  was  told  this  morning,  that  G 

O fpcaks  very  highly  of  our  mailer  up  and 

down; 
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down;  as  I  believe  he  hates  us  all,  he  cannot 
be  accufed  of  playing  the  fycophant :  the  extort 
ed  praife  of  an  enemy  however,  though  in  many 
refpedls  grateful  enough,  has  fomewbat  offenlive 
in  it  too,  like  the  coarfe  perfume  obtained  by 
chymical  operations  on  a  poifonous  fubftance, 
while  the  natural  emanation  of  a  friend's  good 
will,  refembles  the  reviving  fcent  of  vegetable 
fragrance.  I  am  glad  at  all  events,  that  he  is 
forced  to  fpeak  refpedlfully,  and  even  my  poor 
mother  enjoys  the  thought. 

What  a  lofs  am  I  about  to  endure  in  her  death ! 
Let  me  hope  that  your  kindnefs  may  prompt  you  to 
foothe  the  pain,  and  as  far  as  it  is  poflible  to  fill  up  the 
chafin ;  though  you  fhall  permit  me  to  add  my  firm 
perfuafion  that  all  endeavours  will  be  infufficient. 
If  the  Emperor  of  China  fhould  take  from  one  of 
his  flaves  the  liberty  of  ever  more  taffing  water, 
rice,  or  tea,  he  would  be  very  ill  compenfated, 
poor  foul !  by  the  free  ufe  of  every  dainty  his 
mailer's  magnificent  table  could  afford  him.  No 
companion  however  wife,  no  friend  however  ufe- 
ful,  can  be  to  me  what  my  mother  has  been :  her 
image  will  long  purfue  my  fancy ;  her  voice  for 
ever  hang  in  my  ears :  may  her  precepts  but 
Jink  into  my  heart!  When  fortune  is  taken 
away,  chance  or  diligence  may  repair  it;  fame 
likewife  has  been  found  not  wholly  irrecoverable. 
— My  lols  alone  can  neither  be  reflored  nor  fup- 
plied  in  this  world ;  I  will  try  to  turn  my  belt 
thoughts  upon  another.  Meanwhile,  a  million  of 
things  prefs  upon  me  here,  and  force  me  to  defend 
a  poft  fcarcely  tenable ;  give  me  your  company, 
your  counfel,  and  your  prayers,  for  I  am  ever, 

Your  truly  faithful  fervant. 
LET- 
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LETTER    LXXJ. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

MADAM,  May  24,  1773. 

fever  has  departed;  but  bus  left  a  very 
fevere  inflammation  in  the  feeing,  eye.  I  take 
phyfick,  and  do  not  eat. 

Recommend  me  to  the  poor  dear  lady,  whom 
I  hope  to  fee  again,  however  melancholy  muft  be 
the  interview.  She  has  now  quickly  to  do  what 
I  cannot  reafonably  hope  to  put  off  long, 

Res  fiqua  diu  mortalibus  ulla  eft  ; 

and  which  is  at  CO  great  diftance  from  the  young- 
eft.  I  have  the  fame  hope  with  poor  N . 

You  do  not  tell  me  whither  the  young  lovers 
are  gone.  I  am  glad  *  *  *  *  is  gone  with  them. 
What  a  life  do  they  image  in  futurity !  how  un 
like  to  what  they  are  to  find  it !  But  to-morrow 
is  an  old  deceiver,  and  his  cheat  never  grows 
ftale.  I  fuppofe  they  go  to  Scotland.  Was 
*  *  *  *  *  dreiied  a  la  Nefbitienne? 

I  lhall  not,  I  think,  go  into  the  country  till  you 
are  fo  kind  as  to  fetch  me,  unlefs  fome  ftronger 
invitation  fhould  be  offered  than  I  have  yet  found. 

The  difference  between  praife  and  flattery  is 
the  fame  as  between  that  hofpitality  that  fets  wine 
enough  before  the  guefl,  and  that  which  forces 
him  to  be  drunk.  If  you  love  me,  and  furely  I 
hope  you  do,  why  fhould  you  vitiate  my  mind 
Xvith  a  falfe  opinion  of  its  own  merit  f  why  fhould 
you  teach  it  to  be  unfatisfied  with  the  civility  of 
every  other  placer  You  know  how  much  I  ho 
nour 


DR.    SAMUEL    JOHNSON.        71 

nour  you,  and  you  are  bound  to  ufe  your  influ 
ence  well. 

Do  not  let  your  own  dear  fpirits  forfake  you. 
Your  tafk  at  prefent  is  heavy,  and  yet  you  purpofe 
to  take  me  ;  but  I  hope  I  ihall  take  from  it  one  way 
what  I  add  another.  I  purpofe  to  watch  the 
inollia  tempera  fandiy  and  to  talk,  as  occafioas 
offer,  to  *  *  *  *. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      LXXH. 
MRS.    THRALE    to   DR.   JOHNSON. 

JL  ENCLOSE  my  letter  to  our  new  married  man. 
— Bring  it  me  home  at  night*,  and  fay  you  like  it 
at  leaft  as  well  as  Swift's,  winch  you  do  not  like, 
to  the  lady. 

Adieu. 


(COPY.) 

MRS.    THRALE    to   Ma.  ,  inclofcd  in 

the  foregoing  Letter  to  DR.    JOHNSON. 

MY  DEAR  SIR, 

JL  RECEIVED  the  news  of  your  marriage  with 
infinite  delight,  and  hope  that  the  fincerity  with 

which 

*  He   did  bring  it  the  fame   evening,  and   honoured  ic 
with  his  approbation. 
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•which  I  wiih  your  happinefs,  may  excufe  the  li 
berty  I  take  in  giving  a  few  rules  whereby  more 
certainly  to  obtain  it.  I  fee  you  fmile  at  my 
wrong-headed  kindnefs,  and  refle&ing  on  the 
charms  of  your  bride,  cry  out  in  a  rapture,  that 
you  are  happy  enough  without  my  rules.  I  know 
you  are ;  but  after  one  of  the  forty  years,  which 
I  hope  you  will  pafs  pleafmgly  together,  is 
over,  this  letter  may  come  in  turn,  and  rules  for 
felicity  may  not  be  found  unneceflary,  however 
fome  of  them  may  appear  impracticable. 

Could  that  kind  of  love  be  kept  alive  through 
the  marriage  ftate,  which  makes  the  charm  of  a 
iingle  one,  the  fovereign  good  would  no  longer 
be  fought  for ;  in  the  union  of  two  faithful  lovers 
it  would  be  found :  but  reafon  fhews  us  that  this 
is  impoffible,  and  experience  informs  us  that  it 
never  was  fo ;  we  muft  prefer ve  it  as  long,  and 
fupply  it  as  happily  as  we  can. 

When  your  prefent  violence  of  paffion  fublides 
however,  and  a  more  cool  and  tranquil  affedion 
takes  its  place,  be  not  hafty  to  ceniure  yourfelf 
as  indifferent,  or  to  lament  yourfelf  as  unhappy  ; 
you  have  loft  that  only  which  it  was  impoflible  to 
retain,  and  it  were  gracelefs  amid  the  pleafures  of 
a  profperous  fummer  to  regret  the  bloffoms  of  a 
tranfient  fpring.  Neither  unwarily  condemn 
your  bride's  infipidity,  till  you  have  recollected 
that  no  object  however  fublime,  no  founds  how 
ever  charming,  can  continue  to  tranfport  us  with 
delight  when  they  no  longer  ftrike  us  with  novelty. 
The  (kill  to  renovate  the  powers  of  pleafing  is 
faid  indeed  to  be  pofleffed  by  ionic  women  in  an 
eminent  degree,  but  the  artifices  of  maturity  are 
ieldom  feen  to  adorn  the  innocence  of  youth ; 
you  have  made  your  choice,  and  ought  to  ap- 
pvovo  it. 

Satiety  follows  quick  upon  the  heels  of  poflef- 

fion ; 
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fion;  and  to  be  happy,  we  mufl  always  have 
ibmething  in  view.  The  perfon  of  your  lady 
is  already  all  your  own,  and  will  not  grow  more 
pleafing  in  your  eyes  I  doubt,  though  the  reft  of 
your  lex  will  think  her  handlbmer  for  thefe  dozen 
years.  Turn  therefore  all  your  attention  to.  her 
mind,  which  will  grow  brighter  by  polifhing. 
Study  fome  eafy  fcience  together,  and  acquire  a 
iimilarity  of  taftes  while  you  enjoy  a  community 
of  pleaiures.  You  will,  by  this  means,  have 
many  images  in  common,  and  be  freed  from  the 
neceffity  of  ieparating  to  find  amufement;  no 
thing  is  fo  dangerous  to  wedded  love  as  the  pof- 
iibility  of  either  being  happy  out  of  the  company 
of  the  other ;  endeavour  therefore  to  cement  the 
preient  intimacy  on  every  fide ;  let  your  wife  ne 
ver  be  kept  ignorant  of  your  income,  your  ex- 
pences,  your  friendlhips,  or  averfions;  let  her 
know  your  very  faults,  but  make  them  amiable 
by  your  virtues ;  conlider  all  concealment  as  a 
breach  of  fidelity ;  let  her  never  have  any  thing 
to  fad  out  in  your  character,  and  remember,  that 
from  the  moment  one  of  the  partners  turns  ipy 
upon  the  other,  they  have  commenced  a  flate  of 
hoflility. 

Seek  not  for  happinefs  in  fingulaiity ;  and  dread 
a  refinement  of  wilHom  as  a  deviation  into  folly. 
Liiten  not  to  thofe  fages  who  advife  you  alwavs 
to  Icorn  the  counlel  of  a  woman,  and  if  you 
comply  with  her  requefts  pronounce  you  to  be 
wife- ridden.  Think  not  any  piivation,  except 
of  poikive  evil^  an  excellence,  and  do  not  con 
gratulate  yourfelf  that  your  wife  is  not  a  learned 
lady,  that  me  never  touches  a  card,  or  is  wholly 
ignorant  how  to  make  a  pudding.  Cards,  Cooke 
ry,  and  learning,  are  all  good  in  their  places, 
and  may  all  be  ufed  with  advantage. 

Yv'ith  regard/  to  expence.  I  can  only  obferve 

that 
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that  the  money  laid  »ut  in  the  purchafe  of  diftinc- 
tion  is  feldom  or  ever  profitably  employed.  We 
live  in  an  age  when  fplendid  furniture  and  glit 
tering  equipage  are  grown  too  common  to  catch 
the  notice  of  the  meanejl  fpe&ator,  and  for  the 
greater  ones  they  only  regard  our  wafteful  folly 
with  filent  contempt,  or  open  indignation. — This 
may  perhaps  be  a  difpleafing  reflexion,  but  the 
following  coniideration  ought  to  make  amends. 
The  age  we  live  in,  pays,  I  think,  peculiar  atten 
tion  to  the  higher  diftin&ions  of  wit,  knowledge, 
and  virtue,  to  which  we  may  more  fafely,  more 
cheaply,  and  more  honourably  afpire.  The  giddy 
flirt  of  quality  frets  at  the  refpedl  file  lees  paid 
to  Lady  Edgecumbe,  and  the  gay  dunce  fits  pin 
ing  for  a  partner,  while  Jones  the  orientalift  leads 
up  the  ball. 

I  faid  that  the  perfon  of  your  lady  would  not 
grow  more  pleating  to  you,  but  pray  let  her  never 
ibfpedl  that  it  grows  lejs  fo ;  that  a  woman  will 
pardon  an  affront  to  her  underftanding  much 
fooner  than  one  to  her  perfon  is  well  known ;  nor 
will  any  of  us  contradid  the  afiertion.  All  our 
attainments,  all  our  arts,  are  employed  to  gain 
and  keep  the  heart  of  man ;  and  what  mortifica 
tion  can  exceed  the  difappointment,  if  the  end 
be  not  obtained  ?  There  is  no  reproof  however 
pointed,  no  punimment  however  fevere,  that  a 
woman  of  fpirit  will  not  prefer  to  negledl ;  and  if 
fhe  can  endure  it  without  complaint,  it  only 
proves  that  me  means  to  make  herfelf  amends  by 
the  attention  of  others  for  the  flights  of  her  huf- 
band.  For  this,  and  for  every  reafon,  it  behoves 
a  married  man  not  to  let  his  politenefs  fail,  though 
his  ardour  may  abate,  but  to  retain,  at  leaft,  that 
;  uneral  civility  towards  his  own  lady  which  he  is 
M>  willing  to  pay  to  every  other,  and  not  fhew  a 
of  ^ighteen  or  twenty  years  old,  that  every 

man 
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man  in  company  can,  treat  her  with  more  cora- 
plaifance  than  he  who  fc>  often  vowed  to  her  eter 
nal  fondnefs. 

It  is  not  my  opinion  that  a  young  woman 
fhould  be  indulged  in  every  wild  wifh  of  her  gay 
heart  or  giddy  head,  but  contradiction  may  be 
foftened  by  domeftic  kindnefs,  and  quiet  pleafures 
fubftituted  in  the  place  of  noify  ones.  Public 
amufements  are  not  indeed  fo  expenlive  as  is 
fometimes  Imagined,  but  they  tend  to  alienate  the 
minds  of  married  people  from  each  other.  A 
well  chofen  fociety  of  friends  and  acquaintance, 
more  eminent  for  virtue  and  good  fenie  than  for 
gaiety  and  fplendour,  where  the  converfation  of 
the  day  may  afford  comment  for  the  evening, 
feems  the  moft  rational  pleafure  this  great  town 
can  afford ;  and  to  this,  a  game  at  cards  now  and 
then  gives  an  additional  relifh. 

That  your  own  fuperiority  ihould  always  be 
feen,  but  never  felt,  feems  an  excellent  general 
rule.  A  wife  mould  outlhine  her  huiband  in  no 
thing,  not  even  in  her  drefs.  If  Ihe  happens  to 
have  a  tafte  for  the  trifling  dilUndion  that  finery 
can  confer,  fuffer  her  not  for  a  moment  to  fancy, 
when  me  appears  in  public,  that  Sir  Edward  or 
the  Colonel  are  finer  gentlemen  than  her  hufband. 
The  bane  of  married  happinefs  among  the  city 
men  in  general  has  been,  that  finding  themfclves 
unfit  for  polite  life,  they  transferred  their  vanity 
to  their  ladies,  drefled  them  up  gaily,  and  fent 
them  out  a  gallanting,  while  the  good  man  was 
to  regale  with  port  wine  or  rum  punch,  perhaps 
among  mean  companions,  after  the  compting- 
houfe  was  fhut ;  this  practice  produced  the  ridi 
cule  thrown  on  them  in  all  our  comedies  and 
novels  fince  commerce  began  to  proiper.  But 
now  that  I  am  fo  near  the  fubject,  a  word  or 
two  on  Jealoufy  may  not  be  amifs,  for  though 

not 
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not  a  failing  of  the  prefent  age's  growth,  yet  the 
feeds  of  it  are  too  certainly  ibwn  in  every  warm 
bofom  for  us  to  negleft  it  as  a  fault  of  no  confe- 
quence.  If  you  are  ever  tempted  to  be  jealous, 
watch  your  wife  narrowly  —  but  never  teize  her  ; 
tell  her  yom  jea/mify,  but  conceal  your  fufpicion; 
let  her,  in  fhort,  be  fatisfied  that  it  is  only  your 
odd  temper,  and  even  troublefome  attachment, 
that  makes  you  follow  her;  and  let  her  not  dream 
that  you  ever  doubted  ferioufly  of  her  virtue  even 
for  a  moment.  If  fhe  is  difpofed  towards  jea- 
loufy  of  you,  let  me  befeech  you  to  be  always  ex 
plicit  with  her  and  never  myfterious  :  be  above 
delighting  in  her  pain  of  all  things,  —  nor  do  your 
bufinefs,  nor  pay  your  viiits  with  an  air  of  con 
cealment,  when  all  you  are  doing  might  as  well 
be  proclaimed  perhaps  in  the  parim  veftry.  But 
I  will  hope  better  than  this  of  your  tendernefs 
and  of  your  virtue,  and  will  releafe  you  from  a 
leclure  you  have  fo  very  little  need  of,  unlefs  your 
extreme  youth  and  my  uncommon  regard  will 
excufe  it.  And  now  farewell;  make  my  kindelt 
compliments  to  your  wife,  and  be  happy  in  pro 
portion  as  happinefs  is  wiihed  you  by, 

Dear  Sir,  &<:. 


LETTER      LXXIII. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Auguft  12,   1773. 


E  left  London  on  Friday  the  fixth,  not  very 
early,  and  travelled  without  any  memorable  acci 

dent 
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dent  through  a  country  which  I  had  feen  before. 
In  the  evening  I  was  not  well,  and  was  forced  to 
flop  at  Stilton,  one  ftage  fhort  of  Stamford,  where 
we  intended  to  have  lodged. 

On  the  7th,  we  paffed  through  Stamford  and 
Grantham,  and  dined  at  Newark*  where  I  had  on 
ly  time  to  obferve  that  the  market-place  was  un 
commonly  fpacious  and  neat.  In  London  we 
fhould  call  it  a  fquare,  though  the  fides  were  nei 
ther  ftraight  nor  parallel.  We  came,  at  night,  to 
Doncafter,  and  went  to  church  in  the  morning, 
where  Chambers  found  the  monument  of  Robert  of 
Doncafter,  who  fays  on  his  ftone  fomething  like 
this  : — What  I  gave,  that  I  have  ;  what  I  fpent, 
that  I  had  ;  what  I  left,  that  I  loft. — So  faith  Ro 
bert  of  Doncafter,  who  reigned  in  the  world  fix- 
ty-feven  years,  and  all  that  time  lived  not  one. 
Here  we  were  invited  to  dinner,  and  therefore 
made  no  great  hafte  away. 

We  reached  York  however  that  night ;  I  was 
much  difordered  with  old  complaints.  Next 
morning  we  faw  the  Minfter,  an  edifice  of  lofti- 
nefs  and  elegance  equal  to  the  higheft  hopes  of 
architecture.  I  remember  nothing  but  the  dome 
of  St.  Paul's  that  can  be  compared  with  the  mid 
dle  walk.  The  Chapter-houfe  is  a  circular  build 
ing,  very  ftately,  but  I  think  excelled  by  the  Chap 
ter-houfe  of  Lincoln. 

I  then  went  to  fee  the  ruins  of  the  Abbey,  which 
are  almoft  vanifhed,  and  I  remember  nothing  of 
them  diftind. 

The  next  vifit  was  to  the  jail,  which  they  call 
the  Cafile  ;  a  fabrick  built  lately,  fuch  is  terreftri- 
al  mutability,  out  of  the  materials  of  the  ruined 
Abbey.  The  under  jailor  was  very  officious  to 
fhew  his  fetters,  in  which  there  was  no  contri 
vance.  The  head  jailor  came  in,  and  feeing  me 
look  I  fuppofe  fatigued,  offered  me  wine,  and  when 

I  went 
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I  went  away  would  not  fuffer  his  fervant  to  take 
money.  The  jail  is  accounted  the  beft  in  the  king 
dom,  and  you  find  the  jailor  deferving  of  his  dig 
nity. 

We  dined  at  York,  and  went  on  to  North-aller- 
ton,  a  place  of  which  I  know  nothing,  but  that  it 
afforded  us  a  lodging  on  Monday  night,  and  about 
two  hundred  and  ieventy  years  ago  gave  birth  to 
Roger  Afcham. 

Next  morning  we  changed  our  horfes  at  Dar 
lington,  where  Mr.  Cornelius  Harrifon,  a  coufin- 
german  of  mine,  was  perpetual  curate.  He  was 
the  only  one  of  my  relations  who  ever  rofe  in  for 
tune  above  penury,  or  in  chara&er  above  neg- 


The  church  is  built  croifwife,  with  a  fine  fpire, 
and  might  invite  A  traveller  tofurvey  it,  but  I  per 
haps  wanted  vigour,  and  thought  I  wanted  time. 

The  next  ftage  brought  us  to  Durham,  a  place 
of  which  Mr.  Thrale  bid  me  take  particular  no 
tice.  The  Billiop's  palace  has  the  appearance  of 
an  old  feudal  caftle,  built  upon  an  eminence,  and 
looking  down  upon  the  river,  upon  which  was 
formerly  thrown  a  draw-bridge,  as  I  fuppofe  to  be 
raifed  at  night,  left  the  Scots  fhould  pafs  it. 

Trie  cathedral  has  a  maflfynels  and  tblidity  fuch 
as  I  have  feen  in  no  other  place  ;  it  rather  awes 
than  pleafes,  as  it  ftrikes  with  a  kind  of  gigantick 
dignity,  and  afpires  to  no  other  praife  than  that 
of  rocky  folidity  and  indeterminate  duration.  I 
had  none  of  my  Friends  refident,  and  therefore  faw 
but  little.  The  library  is  mean  and  fcanty. 

At  Durham,  beiides  all  expectations,  I  met  an 
old  friend  :  Mils  Fordyce  is  married  there  to  a 
phyfician.  We  met,  I  think,  with  honeft  kind- 
nefs  on  both  fides.  I  thought  her  much  decayed, 
and  having  fince  heard  that  the  banker  had  involv 
ed  her  hufband  in  his  extenfive  ruin,  I  cannot  for 

bear 
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bear  to  think  that  I  faw  in  her  withered  features 
more  impreffion  of  forrow  than  of  time. 

Qua  terra  patet,  fera  regnat  Erinnys. 

He  that  wanders  about  the  world  fees  new 
forms  of  human  mifery,  and  if  he  chances  to  meet 
an  old  friend,  meets  a  face  darkened  with  troub 
les. 

On  Tuefday  night  we  came  hither ;  yefterday  I 
took  fome  care  of  myfelf,  and  to-day  I  am  quite 
polite.  I  have  been  taking  a  view  of  all  that  could 
be  Ihewn  me,  and  find  that  all  very  near  to  no 
thing.  You  have  often  heard  me  complain  of 
finding  myfelf  difappointed  by  books  of  travels ;  I 
am  afraid  travel  itfelf  will  end  likewife  in  difap- 
pointment.  One  town,  one  country,  is  veiy  like 
another :  civilized  nations  have  the  fame  cuftoms, 
and  barbarous  nations  have  the  fame  nature :  there 
are  indeed  minute  difcriminations  both  of  places 
and  of  manners,  which  perhaps  are  not  wanting 
of  curiofity,  but  which  a  traveller  feldom  flays 
long  enough  to  inveftigate  and  compare.  The 
dull  utterly  negleft  them,  the  acute  fee  a  little, 
and  fupply  the  reft  with  fancy  and  conjecture. 

I  fhall  fet  out  again  to-morrow,  but  I  fhall  not, 
I  am  afraid,  fee  Alnwick,  for  Dr.  Percy  is  not 
there.  I  hope  to  lodge  to-morrow  night  at  Ber 
wick,  and  the  next  at  Edinburgh,  where  I  lhall 
direct  Mr.  Drummond,  bookfeller  at  Oflian's  head, 
to  take  care  of  my  letters. 

I  hope  the  little  dears  are  all  well,  and  that  my 
dear  mafter  and  miftrefs  may  go  fome-whither,  but 
wherever  you  go  do  not  forget, 

MADAM, 

Your  moft  humble  fervant. 
I  am  pretty  well. 

Thus 
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Auguft  15. 

Thus  far  I  had  written  at  Newcaftle.  I  forgot 
to  fend  it.  I  am  now  at  Edinburgh  j  and  have 
been  this  day  running  about.  I  run  pretty  well. 


LETTER      LXXIV. 
To    MRS.      T    H    R    A    L    E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Edinburgh,  Auguft  17,   1773. 

\J  N  the  I3th,  I  left  Newcaftle,  and  in  the  af 
ternoon  came  to  Alnwick,  where  we  were  treated 
\vith  great  civility  by  the  Duke  :  I  went  through 
the  apartments,  walked  on  the  wall,  and  climbed 
the  towers.  That  night  we  lay  at  Belford,  and  on 
the  next  night  came  to  Edinburgh.  On  Sunday 
(I5tb)  I  went  to  the  Englifh  chapel.  After  din 
ner,  Dr.  Robertfon  came  in,  and  promifed  to  mew 
me  the  place.  On  Monday  I  faw  their  public 
buildings:  the  cathedral,  which  I  told  Robertfon 
I  wifhed  to  ieebecaufe  it  bad  once  been  a  church, 
the  courts  of  juftice,  the  parliament-houfe,  the 
advocate's  library,  the  repofitory  of  records,  the 
college  and  its  library,  and  the  palace,  particular 
ly  the  old  tower  where  the  king  of  Scotland  feized 
David  Rizzio  in  the  queen's  prefence.  Moft  of 
their  buildings  are  very  mean  ;  and  the  whole  town 
bears  fome  refemblarice  to  the  old  part  of  Bir 
mingham. 

Bofwell  has  very  handfome  and  fpacious  rooms; 
level  with  the  ground  on  one  lide  of  the  houfe, 


on  the  other  four  ftories  high. 
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At  dinner  on  Monday  were  the  Dutchefs  of 
Douglas,  an  old  lady,  who  talks  broad  Scotch 
with  a  paralytick  voice,  and  is  icarce  underftood 
by  her  own  countrymen  ;  the  Lord  Chief  Baron, 
Sir  Adolphus  Oughton,  and  many  more.  At  fup- 
per  there  was  fuch  a  conflux  of  company  that  I 
could  fcarcely  fupport  the  tumult.  I  have  never 
been  well  in  the  whole  journey,  and  am  very  ealily 
difordered. 

This  morning  I  faw  at  breakfaft  Dr.  Blacklock, 
the  blind  poet,  who  does  not  remember  to  have 
feen  light,  and  is  read  to,  by  a  poor  fcholar,  in 
Latin,  Greek,  and  French.  He  was  originally  a 
poor  fcholar  himlelf.  I  looked  on  him  with  reve 
rence.  To-mono w  our  journey  begins;.  I  know 
not  when  I  lhall  write  again.  I  am  but  poorly. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER     LXXV. 

To    MRS.   T  H  R  A  L  E. 
B^O-IWJ?  t»fPTCT;,i,    .!  T,I   ^.f,  */*=:.' 

DEAR  MADAM,  Bamff,  Auguft  25, 

J.  T  has  fo  happened  that  though  I  am  perpetual 
ly  thinking  on  you,  I  could  feldom  find  opportu 
nity  to  write ;  I  have  in  fourteen  days  fent  only 
one  letter ;  you  muft  confider  the  fatigues  of  tra 
vel,  and  the  difficulties  encountered  in  a  ftrangc 
country. 

Auguft  1 8th,  I  paffed,  with  Bofwell,  the  Frith 
of  Forth,  and  began  our  journey ;  in  the  paflage 
we  obferved  an  ifland,  which  I  perfuaded  my 

VOL.  I.  G  companions 
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companions  to  furvey.     We  found  it  a  rock 
what  troublefome  to  climb,  about  a  mile  long., 
and  half  a  mile  broad ;  in  the  middle  were  the 
ruins   of  an  old  fort,   which  had  on  one  of  the 
ftones. — Maria  Re.   1564.     It  had  been  only   a 
blockhoufe  one  ilory  high.     I  meafured  two  apart 
ments,  of  which  the  walls  were  entire,  and  found 
them   twenty-feven  feet  long,    and  twenty-three 
broad-     The  rock  had  fome  grafs  and  many  thif- 
tles,  both  cows  and  fheep  were  grazing.     There 
was  a  fpring  of  water.     The  name  is   Inchkeith. 
Look  on  your  maps.     This  vifit  took  about   an, 
hour.     Wepleafed  ourfelves  with  being  in  a  coun 
try  all  onr  own,  and  then  went  back  to  the  boat, 
and  landed  at  Kinghorn,  a  mean  town,  and  tra 
velling  through  Kirkaldie,  a  very  long  town  meau- 
ly  built,  and  Cowpar,  which   I  could  not  fee  be- 
caufe  it  was  night,  we  came  late  to  St.  Andrew's, 
the  moft  ancient  of  the  Scotch  univerlities,  and 
once  the  fee  of  the  Primate  of  Scotland.     The  inn 
was  full,  but  lodgings  were  provided  for  us  at  the 
houfe  of  the  profeffor  of  rhetorick,  a  man  of  ele 
gant  manners,  who  fhowed  us,  in   the   morning, 
the  poor  remains  of  a  ftately  cathedral,  demolifhed 
in   Kcox's    reformation,    and  now  only    to    be 
imagined  by  tracing  its  foundation,  and  contem 
plating  the  little  ruins  that  are  left.   Here  was  once 
a  religious  houfe.     Two  of  the  vaults  or  cellars  of 
the  fubprior  are  even  yef  entire.     In  one  of  them 
lives  an  old  woman,  wbo  claims  an  hereditary  re- 
fidence  in  it,  boafting  that  her  hufband  was  the 
fixm  tenant   of  this  gloomy  manfion,  hi  a  lineal 
defcent,  and  claims  by  her  marriage  with  this  lord 
of  the  cavern  an   alliance  with  the  Bruccs.     Mr. 
Boi\veil  flak!  a  while  to  interrogate  her,  becaufc 
he   underftood  her  language ;  fhe  told  him,  that 
:hc  autl  her  cat  lived  together,  that  flic  had  two 
fons  fome   where,  who  might  perhaps  be  dead ; 

that 
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that  when  there  were  quality  in  the  town  notice 
was  taken  of  her,  and  that  now  fhe  was  negledl- 
ed,  but  did  not  trouble  them.  Her  habitation 
contained  all  that  fhe  had ;  her  turf  for  fire  was 
laid  in  one  place,  and  her  balls  of  coal  duft  in  ano 
ther,  but  her  bed  feemed  to  be  clean.  Bofwell 
afked  her  if  (he  never  heard  any  noifes,  but  fhe 
could  tell  him  of  nothing  fupernatural,  though  fhe 
often  wandered  in  the  night  among  the  graves  and 
ruins,  only  fhe  had  fometimes  notice  by  dreams 
of  the  death  of  her  relations.  We  then  viewed 
the  remains  of  a  caftle  on  the  margin  of  the  fea, 
in  which  the  arhbifhops  refided,  and  in  which 
Cardinal  Beatoun  was  killed. 

The  profeffors  who  happened  to  be  refident  in 
the  vacation  made  a  publick  dinner,  and  treated 
us  very  kindly  and  refpectfully.  They  fhewed  us 
their  colleges,  in  one  of  which  there  is  a  library 
that  for  lumirjoufnefs  and  elegance  may  vie  at  leaft 
with  the  new  edifice  at  Streatham.  But  learning 
feems  not  to  profper  among  them ;  one  of  their 
colleges  has  been  lately  alienated,  and  one  of  their 
churches  lately  deferted.  An  experiment  was 
made  of  planting  a  fh  rubbery  in  the  church,  but  it 
did  not  thrive. 

Why  the  place  fhould  thus  fall  to  decay  I  know 
not ;  for  education,  fuch  as  is  here  to  be  had,  is 
fufficiently  cheap.  Their  term,  or,  as  they  call 
it,  their  feffion,  lafts  feven  months  in  the  year, 
which  the  ftudents  of  the  higheft  rank  and  greateft 
expence  may  pafs  here  for  twenty  pounds,  in 
which  are  included  board,  lodging,  books,  and 
the  continual  inftrudlion  of  three  profeffors. 

2oth,  We  left  St.  Andrew's,  well  fatisfied  with 
our  reception,  and,  crofling  the  Frith  of  Tay, 
came  to  Dundee,  a  dirty,  defpicable  town.  We 
paffed  afterwards  through  Aberbrothick,  famous 
once  for  an  abbey,  of  which  there  are  only  a  few 
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fragments  left,  but  thofe  fragments  teflify  that  the 
fabrick  was  once  of  great  extent,  and  of  ftupen- 
dous  magnificence.  Two  of  the  towers  are  yet 
{landing,  though  {battered  ;  into  one  of  them  Bof- 
well  climbed,  but  found  the  flairs  broken :  the 
way  into  the  other  we  did  not  fee,  and  had  not 
time  to  fearch ;  I  believe  it  might  be  afcended, 
but  the  top,  I  think,  is  open. 

We  lay  at  Montrofe,  a  neat  place,  with  a  fpa- 
cious  area  for  the  market,  and  an  elegant  town- 
houfe. 

2i  ft,  We  travelled  towards  Aberdeen,  another 
univerfity,  and  in  the  way  dined  at  Lord  Mon- 
boddo's,  the  Scotch  judge,  who  has  lately  written 
a  ftrange  book  about  the  origin  of  language,  in 
which  he  traces  monkeys  up  to  men,  and  fays  that 
in  fome  countries  the  human  fpecies  have  tails  like 
other  beafts.  He  enquired  for  thefe  long-tailed 
men  of  Banks,  and  was  not  well  pleafed  that  they 
had  not  been  found  in  all  his  peregrination.  He 
talked  nothing  of  this  to  me,  and  I  hope  we  part 
ed  friends ;  for  we  agreed  pretty  well,  only  we 
difputed  in  adjufting  the  claims  of  merit  between 
a  ihopkeeper  of  London,  and  a  favage  of  the  Ame 
rican  wildernefles.  Our  opinions  were,  I  think, 
maintained  on  both  {ides  without  full  convi&ion ; 
Monboddo  declared  boldly  for  the  favage,  and  I, 
perhaps  for  that  reafon,  fided  with  the  citizen. 

WTe  came  late  to  Aberdeen,  where  I  found  my 
dear  miftrefs's  letter,  and  learned  that  all  our  little 
people  were  happily  recovered  of  the  meafles. 
Every  pait  of  your  letter  was  pleafing. 

There  are  two  cities  of  the  name  of  Aberdeen : 
the  old  town,  built  about  a  mile  inland,  once  the 
fee  of  a  bifhop,  which  contains  the  King's  College, 
and  the  remains  of  the  cathedral,  and  the  new 
town,  which  ftands,  for  the  fake  of  trade,  upon  a 

frith 
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frith  or  arm  of  the  fea,  fo  that  fhips  reft  againft 
the  key. 

.  The  two  cities  have  their  feparate  magiftrates, 
and  the  two  colleges  are  in  effect  two"  iiniverfitieSj 
which  confer  degrees  independently  on  each  other. 

New  Aberdeen  is  a  large  town,  built  almoft 
wholly  of  that  granite  which  is  ufed  for  the  new 
pavement  in  London,  which,  hard  as  it  is,  they 
Square  with  very  little  difficulty.  Here  I  £rft  faw 
the  women  in  plaids.  The  plaid  makes  at  once 
a  hood  and  cloak,  without  cutting  or  fewing, 
merely  by  the  manner  of  drawing  the  oppofite  fides 
over  the  fboulders.  The  maids  at  the  inns  run 
over  the  houfe  barefoot,  and  children,  not  dreffed 
in  xags,  go  without  fhoes  or  {lockings.  Shoes  are 
indeed  not  yet  in  univerfal  ufe,  they  came  late  in 
to  this  country.  One  of  the  profeffors  told  us,  as 
we  were  mentioning  a  fort  built  by  Cromwell, 
that  the  country  owed  much  of  its  prefent  induftry 
to  Cromwell's  foldiers.  They  taught  us,  faid  he, 
to  raife  cabbage  and  make  fhoes.  How  they  liv 
ed  without  fhoes  may  yet  be  feen;  but  in  the 
paflage  through  villages,  it  feems  to  him  that  fur- 
veys  their  gardens,  that  when  they  had  not  cab 
bage  they  had  nothing. 

Education  is  here  of  the  fame  price  as  at  St.  An 
drews,  only  the  feffion  is  but  from  the  ift  of  No 
vember  to  the  i ft  of  April.  The  academical 
buildings  feem  rather  to  advance  than  decline. 
They  fhewed  their  libraries,  which  were  not  very 
fplendid,  but  fome  manufcripts  were  fo  exquifitely 
penned  that  I  wifhed  my- dear  miftrefs  to  have  fees, 
them,  I  had  an  unexpected  pleafure,  by  finding 
an  old  acquaintance  now  profeflbr  of  phyfick  in 
the  "King's  College :  we  were  on  both  lides  glad  of 
the  interview,  having  not  feen  nor  perhaps  thought 
on  one  another  for  many  years;  but  we  hacj  np. 

T    *  ^      '  !'»••'•• 

emulation, 
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emulation,  nor  had  either  of  u*  rifen  to  the  other's 
envy,  and  our  old  kindnefs  was  eafily  renewed. 
I  hope  we  fhall  never  try  the  efle&  of  fo  long  an 
abfence,  and  that  I  fhall  always  be,  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER     LXXVI. 
To    MRS.    T  ft  R  A  L  E. 

MADAM^  I^vernefs,  Aug.  *8,  1775. 

AUGUST  23d,  I  had  the  honour  of  attending 
the  Lord  Prpvpft  of  Aberdeen,  and  was  prefented 
•with  the  freedom  of  the  city,  not  in  a  gold  box, 
tut  in  good  Latin.  Let  me  pay  Scotland  one  juft 
praife  !  there  was  no  officer  gaping  for  a  fee  ; 
this  could  have  been  faid  of  no  city  en  the  Eng- 
lifli  iide  of  the  Tweed.  I  wore  my  patent  of  free 
dom  pro  more  in  my  hat,  from  the  new  town  to 
the  old,  about  a  mile.  I  then  dined  with  my 
friend  the  profeflbr  of  phyfick  at  his  houfe,  and 
faw  the  King's  College.  Bofwell  was  very  angry 
that  the  Aberdeen  profeffors  would  not  talk. 
When  I  was  at  the  Englifh  church  in  Aberdeen  I 
happened  to  be  efpied  by  Lady  Di.  Middleton, 
whom  I  had  fometime  feen  in  London  ;  fhe  told 
what  fhe  had  feen  to  Mr.  Boyd,  Lord  Errol's 
brother,  who  wrote  us  an  invitation  to  Lord  Er 
rol's  houfe,  called  Slanes  Cattle.  We  went  thi 
ther  on  the  next  day  (24-th  of  Auguft),  and  found 
a  houfe,  not  old,  except  but  one  tower,  built  up 
on  the  margin  of  the  Tea  upon  a  rock,  fcarce  ac- 

ceflible 
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ceffible  from  the  fea^  at  one  corner  a  tower  makes 
a  perpendicular  continuation  of  the  lateral  furfacc 
of  the  rock,  fo  that  it   is  impracticable  to  walk 
round ;  the  houfe  inclofed  a  fquare  court,  and  on 
all  fides  within  the  court  is  a  piazza  or  gallery  two 
ftories  high.     We  came  in  as  we  were  invited  to 
dinner,  and  after  dinner  offered  to  go  ;  but  Lady 
Eirol  fent  us  word  by  Mr.  Boyd,  that  if  we  went 
before  Lord  Errol  came  home  we  muft  never  be 
forgiven,  and  ordered  out  the  coach  to  fhew  us 
two  curiofities.     We  were  firft  conducted  by  Mr. 
Boyd  to  Dunbuys,  or  the  yellow  rock.     Dunbuys 
is  a  rock  confirming  of  two  protuberances,  each 
perhaps  one  hundred  yards  round,  joined  together 
by  a  narrow  neck,  and  feparated  from  the  land 
by  a  very  narrow  channel  or  gully.     Thefe  rocks 
are  the  haunts  of  fea-fowl,  whofc  clang,  though 
this  is   not  their  leafon,  we  heard  at  a  diftance. 
The  eggs  and  the  young  are  gathered   here  in 
great  numbers  at  the   time  of  breeding.     There 
is  a  bird  here  called  a  coote,  which  though   not 
much  bigger  than  a  duck  lays  a  larger  egg  than  a 
goofe.     We  went  then  to  fee  the  Buller  or  Boul- 
loir  of  Buchan :  Buchan  is  the  name  of  the  dif- 
tridt,  and  the  Buller  is  a  fmall  creek  or  gulf  into 
which  the  fea  flows  through  an  arch  of  the  rock. 
We  walked  round  it,  and  faw  it  black  at  a  great 
depth.     It  has  its  name  from  the  violent  ebullition 
of  the  water,  when  high  winds  or  high  tides  drive 
it  up  the  arch  into  the  bafon.     Walking  a  little 
further  I  fpied  fome  boats,  and  told  my  compa 
nions  that  we  would  go  into  the  Buller  and  exa 
mine  it.     There  was  no  danger ;  all  was  calm ; 
we  went  through  the  arch,  and  found  ourfelves  in 
a  narrow  gulf   furrounded  by  craggy  rocks,  of 
height  not  ftupendous,   but  to  a  Mediterranean 
vifitor  uncommon.     On  each  fide  was  a  cave,  of 

which 
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which  the  fiftiermen  knew  not  the  extent,  in  which 
fmugglers  hide  their  goods,  and  fometimes  parties 
of  pleafure  take  a  dinner. 

I  am,  &c. 

**  I  think  I    row  better. 


LETTER       LXXVII. 
To     MRS.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAREST  MADAM,  Skie,  Sept.  6,  1773. 

1  A  M  now  looking  on  the  fea  from  a  hotife  of 
Sir  Alexander  Macdonald  in  the  ifle  of  Skie.  Lit 
tle  did  I  once  think  of  feeing  this  region  of  ob- 
fcurity,  and  little  did  you  once  expect  a  falutation 
from  this  verge  of  European  life.  I  have  now  the 
pleafure  of  going  where  nobody  goes,  and  feeing 
what  nobody  fees.  Our  defign  is  to  vifit  feveral 
of  the  fmaller  iilands,  and  then  pafs  over  to  the 
fouth  weft  of  Scotland. 

I  returned  from  the  fight  of  Buller's  Buchan  to 
Lord  Errors,  and,  having  feen  his  library,  had 
for  a  time  only  to  look  upon  the  fea,  which  roll 
ed  between  us  and  Norway  .  Next  morning,  Au- 
guft  2^th,  we  continued  our  journey  through  a 
country  not  uncultivated,  but  fo  denuded  of  its 
woods,  that  in  all  this  journey  I  had  not  travelled 
an  hundred  yards  between  hedges,  or  feen  five  trees 
fit  for  the  carpenter.  A  few  fmall  plantations  may 
be  found,  but  I  believe  icarcely  any  thirty  years 
old  ;  at  leaft,  as  I  do  riot  forget  to  tell,  they  are 
all  pofteriour  to  the  Union.  This  day  we  dined 

with 
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with  a  country  gentleman,  who  has  in  his  grounds 
the  remains  of  a  Druid's  temple,  which  when  it 
is  complete  is  nothing  more  than  a  circle  or  dou 
ble  circle  of  ftones,  placed  at  equal  diftances, 
with  a  flat  ftone,  perhaps  an  altar,  at  a  certain 
point,  and  a  ftone  taller  than  the  reft  at  the  op- 
pofite  point.  The  tall  ftone  is  ereded  I  think  at 
the  fouth.  Of  thefe  circles  there  are  many  in  all 
the  unfrequented  parts  of  the  ifland.  The  inha 
bitants  of  thefe  parts  refpeft  them  as  memorials 
of  the  fepulture  of  fome  illuftrious  perfoii.  Here 
I  faw  a  few  trees.  We  lay  at  BamfF. 

Auguft  26th,  We  dined  at  Elgin,  where  we 
faw  the  ruins  of  a  noble  cathedral ;  the  chapter- 
houfe  is  yet  ftanding.  A  great  part  of  Elgin  is 
built  with  fmall  piazzas  to  the  lower  ftory.  We 
went  on  to  Foris,  over  the  heath  where  Macbeth 
met  the  witches,  but  had  no  adventure ;  only  in 
the  way  we  faw  for  the  firft  time  fome  houfes 
with  fruit  trees  about  them.  The  improvements 
of  the  Scotch  are  for  immediate  profit,  they  do 
not  yet  think  it  quite  worth  their  while  to  plant 
what  will  not  produce  fomething  to  be  eaten  or 
fold  in  a  very  little  time.  We  refted  at  Foris. 

A  very  great  proportion  of  the  people  are  bare 
foot,  if  one  may  judge  by  the  reft  of  the  drefs, 
to  fend  out  boys  without  fhoes  into  the  ftreets  or 
ways ;  there  are  however  more  beggars  than  I 
have  ever  feen  in  England,  they  beg  if  not  filent- 
1-y  yet  very  modeftly. 

Next  day  we  came  to  Nairn,  a  miferable  town, 
but  a  royal  burgh,  of  which  the  chief  annual  ma- 
giftrate  is  ftyled  Lord  Provoft.  In  the  neighbour 
hood  we  faw  the  caftle  of  the  old  Thane  of  Caw- 
dor.  There  is  one  ancient  tower  with  its  battle 
ments  and  winding  ftairs  yet  remaining  ;  the  reft 
of  the  houfe  is,  though  not  modem,  of  later  erec 
tion. 

On 
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On  the  28th,  we  went  to  Fort  George,  which 
is  accounted  the  moft  regular  fortification  in  the 
ifland.  The  major  of  artillery  walked  with  us 
round  the  walls,  and  fhewed  us  the  principles  up 
on  which  every  part  was  conflru&ed,  and  the  way 
in  which  it  could  be  defended.  We  dined  with 
the  governor  Sir  Eyre  Coote  and  his  officers.  It 
was  a  very  pleafant  and  inftruclive  day,  but  no 
thing  puts  my  honoured  Miftrefs  out  of  my 
mind. 

At  night  we  came  to  Invernefs,  the  laft  confi- 
derable  town  in  the  north,  where  we  ftaid  all  the 
next  day,  for  it  was  Sunday,  and  faw  the  ruins  of 
what  is  called  Macbeth's  caftle.  It  never  was  a 
large  houfe,  but  was  ftrongly  fituated.  From  In 
vernefs  we  were  to  travel  on  horfeback. 

Auguft  5Oth,  we  fet  out  with  four  horfes.  We 
had  two  highlanders  to  run  by  us,  who  were 
active,  officious,  civil,  and  hardy.  Our  journey 
was  for  many  miles  along  a  military  way  made 
upon  the  banks  of  Lough  Nefs,  a  water  about 
eighteen  miles  long,  but  not  I  think  half  a  mile 
broad.  Our  horfes  were  not  bad,  and  the  way 
was  very  pleafant ;  the  rock  out  of  which  the  road 
was  cut  was  covered  with  birch  trees,  fern,  and 
heath.  The  lake  below  was  beating  its  bank  by 
a  gentle  wind,  and  the  rocks  beyond  the  water  on 
the  right  flood  fometimes  horrid  and  wild,  and 
Ibmetimes  opened  into  a  kind  of  bay,  in  which 
there  was  a  fpot  of  cultivated  ground  yellow  with 
corn.  In  one  part  of  the  way  we  had  trees  on 
both  fides  for  perhaps  half  a  mile. — Such  a  length 
of  made  perhaps  Scotland  cannot  fhew  in  any 
other  place. 

You  are  not  to  fuppofe  that  here  are  to  be  any 
more  towns  or  inns.  We  came  to  a  cottage  which 
they  call  the  general's  hut,  where  we  alighted  to 

dine, 
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dine,  and  had  eggs  and  bacon,  and  mutton,  with 
wine,  rum,  and  whilkey.     I  had  water. 

At  a  bridge  over  the  river,  which  runs  into  the 
Nefs,  the  rocks  rile  on  three  fides,  with  a  direction 
almoft  perpendicular,  to  a  great  height ;  they  are 
in  part  covered  with  trees,  and  exhibit  a  kind  of 
dreadful  magnificence ; — (landing  like  the  barriers 
of  nature  placed  to  keep  different  orders  of  being 
in  perpetual  reparation.  Near  this  bridge  is  the 
Fall  of  Fiers,  a  famous  cataract,  of  which,  by 
clambering  over  the  rocks,  we  obtained  a  view. 
The  water  was  low,  and  therefore  we  had  only 
the  pleafure  of  knowing  that  rain  would  make  it 
at  once  pleafmg  and  formidable ;  there  will  then 
be  a  mighty  flood,  foaming  along  a  rocky  chan 
nel,  frequently  obftructed  by  protuberances  and 
exafperated  by  reverberation,  at  laft  precipitated 
with  a  fudden  defcent,  and  loft  in  the  depth  of  a 
gloomy  chafm. 

We  came  fomewhat  late  to  Fort  Auguftus, 
where  the  lieutenant  governor  met  us  beyond  the 
gates,  and  apologifed  that  at  that  hour  he  could 
not,  by  the  rules  of  a  garrifon,  admit  us  otherwife 
than  at  a  narrow  door  which  only  one  can  enter 
at  a  time,  We  were  well  entertained  and  well 
lodged,  and  next  morning,  after  having  viewed 
the  fort,  we  purfued  our  journey. 

Our  way  now  lay  over  the  mountains,  which 
are  not  to  be  paffed  by  climing  them  directly,  but 
by  traverfing,  fo  that  as  we  went  forward  we  faw 
our  baggage  following  us  below  in  a  direction  ex 
actly  contrary.  There  is  in  thefe  ways  much  la 
bour  but  little  danger,  and  perhaps  other  places 
of  which  very  ternfick  reprefentations  are  made 
are  not  in  themfelves  more  formidable.  Thefe 
roads  have  all  been  made  by  hewing  the  rock 
away  with  Jriekaxes,  or  burfting  it  with  gunpow 
der.  The  (lone*  fo  feparated  are  often  piled  loofe 

aa 
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as  a  wall  by  the  way-fide.  We  faw  an  infcrip- 
tion  importing  the  year  in  which  one  of  the  regi 
ments  made  two  thoufand  yards  of  the  road  eaft- 
ward. 

After  tedious  travel  of  fome  hours  we  came  to 
what  I  believe  we  muft  call  a  village,  a  place 
where  there  were  three  huts  built  of  turf,  at  one 
of  wiiich  we  were  to  have  our  dinner  and  our 
bed,  for  we  could  not  reach  any  better  place  that 
night.  This  place  is  called  Enock  in  Glenmor- 
rifon.  The  houie  in  which  we  lodged  was  dif- 
tinguifhed  by  a  chimney,  the  reft  had  only  a  hole 
for  the  fmoke.  Here  we  had  £ggs,  and  mutton, 
and  a  chicken,  and  a  faufage,  and  rum,  In  the 
afternoon  tea  was  made  by  a  very  decent  girl  in 
a  printed  linen  ;  fhe  engaged  me  fo  much,  that  I 
made  her  a  prefent  of  Cocker's  arithmetick. 

lam,  &c, 


LETTER     LXXVIII. 
To    MRS.     T   H   R   A   L   E. 
DEAREST  MADAM,  Skie,  Sept.  14,  1773. 

JL  H  E  poft,  which  comes  but  once  a  week  into 
thefe  parts,  is  fo  foon  to  go  that  I  have  not  time 
to  go  on  where  I  left  off  in  my  laft  letter.  I  have 
been  feveral  days  in  the  ifland  of  Raarfa,  and 
am  now  again  in  the  ifleof  Skie,  but  at  the  other 
end  of  it. 

Skie  is  almoft  equally  divided  between  the  two 
gr,eat  families  of  Macdonald  andMacleod,  other 
proprietors  having  only  fmall  diftrids:  The  two 

Ht  great 
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great  lords  do  not  know  within  twenty  fquare 
miles  the  contents  of  their  own  territories. 

—  kept  up  but  ill  the  reputation  of  High 
land  hofpitality ;  we  are  now  with  Macleod,  quite 
at  the  other  end  of  the  ifland,  where  there  is  a 
fine  young  gentleman  and  fine  ladies.  The  ladies 
are  ftudying  Earfe.  I  have  a  cold,  and  am  mife- 
rably  deaf,  and  am  troublefome  to  Lady  Macleod ; 
I  force  her  to  fpeak  loud,  but  fhe  will  feldom 
fpeak  loud  enough. 

Raarfa  is  an  ifland  about  fifteen  miles  long  and 
two  broad,  under  the  dominion  of  one  gentleman 
who  has  three  fons  and  ten  daughters ;  the  eldeft 
is  the  beauty  of  this  part  of  the  world,  and  has 
been  polifhed  at  Edinburgh :  they  ling  and  dance, 
and  without  expence  have  upon  their  table  moft  of 
what  fea,  air,  or  earth  can  afford.  I  intended  to 
have  written  about  Raarfa,  but  the  poft  will  not 
wait  longer  than  while  I  fend  my  compliments  to 
my  dear  mafter  and  little  miftreffes. 

I  am,  &c. 

«•«,£'.{; :;  .  fcbll^i.'i     ^lil    •' '  ':     -  -'''•>-  *•  •  '   '•  •  -  •  ••>• 


LETTER      LXXIX. 
To    MRS.      T    H    R    A   L  E. 

DEAREST  MADAM,  Skie,  Sept  ai,   1773. 

fe-^'v"-;;  piv^iliifi-;  <  a  \ 
A  M  fo  vexed  at  the  neceflity  of  fending  yef- 
terday  fo  fhort  a  letter,  that  I  purpofe  to  get  a 
long  letter  beforehand  by  writing  fomething  every 
day,  which  I  may  the  more  eafily  do,  as  a  cold 
makes  me  now  too  deaf  to  take  the  ufual  pleafure 

in 
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in  converfation.  Lady  Macleod  is  very  good 
to  me,  and  the  place  at  which  we  now  are,  is 
equal  in  ftrength  of  fituation,  in  the  wildernefs  of 
the  adjacent  country,  and  in  the  plenty  and  ele 
gance  of  the  domeftick  entertainment,  to  a  eaftle 
in  Gothick  romances.  The  fea  with  a  little  ifland 
is  before  us ;  cafcades  play  within  view.  Clofe  to 
the  houie  is  the  formidable  fkeleton  of  an  old  caf- 
tle  probably  Danifh,  and  the  whole  mafe  of  build 
ing  Hands  upon  a  protuberance  of  rock,  inacceffi- 
ble  till  of  late  but  by  a  pair  of  flairs  on  the  fea 
fide,  and  fecure  in  ancient  times  againft  any  ene 
my  that  was  likely  to  invade  the  kingdom  of 
Skie. 

Macleod  has  offered  me  an  ifland ;  if  it  were  not 
too  far  off  I  fhould  hardly  refufe  it :  my  ifland 
would  be  pleafanter  than  Brighthelmftone,  if  you 
and  my  mafter  could  come  to  it ;  but  I  cannot 
think  it  pleaiant  to  live  quite  alone. 

Oblitufque  meorum,  oblivifcendus  et  illis. 

That  I  fhould  be  elated  by  the  dominion  of  an 
ifland  to  forgetfulnefs  of  my  friends  at  Streatham 
I  cannot  believe,  and  I  hope  never  to  deferve  that 
they  mould  be  willing  to  forget  me. 

It  has  happened  that  I  have  been  often  recog- 
nifed  in  my  journey  where  I  did  not  expect  it.  At 
Aberdeen  I  found  one  of  my  acquaintance  profeflbr 
of  phyfick  j  turning  afide  to  dine  with  a  country 
gentleman,  I  was  owned  at  table  by  one  who  had 
feeume  at  a  philofophical  Ie6ture;  at,  Macdonald's 
I  was  claimed  by  a  naturalift,  who  wanders  about 
the  iflands  to  pick  up  curiofities ;  and  I  had  once 
in  London  attracted  the  notice  of  Lady  Macleod. 
I  will  now  go  on  with  my  account. 

The  Highland  girl  made  tea,  and  looked  and 
talked  Dot  inelegantly  j  her  father  was  by  no 

means 
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means  an  ignorant  or  a  weak  man ;  there  were 
books  in  the  cottage,  among  which  were  fome  vo 
lumes  of  Piideaux's  Connexion :  this  man's  con- 
verfation  we  were  glad  of  while  we  ftaid.  He 
has  been  out,  as  they  call  it,  in  forty-five,  and 
ftill  retained  his  old  opinions.  He  was  going  to 
America,  becaufe  his  rent  was  raifed  beyond  what 
he  thought  himfelf  able  to  pay. 

At  night  our  beds  were  made,  but  we  had 
fome  difficulty  in  perfuading  ourfelves  to  lie  down 
in  them,  though  we  had  put  on  our  own  fheets  ; 
at  laft  we  ventured,  and  I  flept  very  foundly  in 
the  vale  of  Glenmorrifon,  amidft  the  rocks  and 
mountains.  Next  morning  our  landlord  liked  us 
fo  well,  that  he  walked  fome  miles  with  us  for 
our  company,  through  a  country  fo  wild  and  bar 
ren  that  the  proprietor  does  not,  with  all  his  preC- 
fure  upon  his  tenants,  raife  more  than  four  hun 
dred  pounds  a-year  for  near  one  hundred  fquare 
miles,  or  iixty  thoufand  acres.  He  let  us  know 
that  he  had  forty  head  of  black  cattle,  an  hundred 
goats,  and  an  hundred  (heep,  upon  a  farm  that 
he  remembered  let  at  five  pounds  a-year,  but  for 
which  he  now  paid  twenty.  He  told  us  fome  fto- 
ries  of  their  march  into  England.  At  laft  he  left 
us,  and  we  went  forward,  winding  among  moun 
tains,  fometimes  green  and  fometimes  naked,  com 
monly  fo  fteep  as  not  eafily  to  be  climbed  by  the 
greateft  vigour  and  activity :  our  way  was  often 
crofled  by  little  rivulets,  and  we  were  entertained 
with  fmall  dreams  trickling  from  the  rocks,  which 
after  having  rains  muft  be  tremendous  torrents. 

About  noon  we  came  to  a  fmall  glen,  fo  they 
call  a  valley,  which  compared  with  other  places 
appeared  rich  and  fertile  ;  here  our  guides  defired 
us  to  flop,  that  the  horfes  might  graze,  for  the 
journey  was  very  laborious,  and  no  more  grafs 
would  be  found.  We  made  no  difficulty  of  com- 

pliance, 
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pliance,  and  I  fat  down  to  take  notes  on  a  green 
bank,  with  a  fmall  ftream  running  at  my  feet,  in 
the  midft  of  favage  folitude,  with  mountains  befoie 
me,  and  on  either  hand  covered  with  heath.  I 
looked  around  me,  and  wondered  that  I  was  not 
more  affected,  but  the  mind  is  not  at  all  times 
equally  ready  to  be  put  in  motion  ;  if  my  miftrefs 
and  matter  and  Queeney  had  been  there  we  mould 
have  produced  fome  reflections  among  us,  either 
poetical  or  philofophical,  for  though  folitude  be  the 
nurfc  of  ivoe,  converfation  is  often  the  parent  of 
remarks  and  difcoveries. 

In  about  an  hour  we  remounted,  and  purfued 
our  journey.  The  lake  by  which  we  had  travelled 
for  fome  time  ended  in  a  river,  which  we  paffed 
by  a  bridge,  and  came  to  another  glen,  with 
a  collection  of  huts,  called  Auknafhealds ;  the 
huts  were  generally  built  of  clods  of  earth,  held 
together  by  the  intertexture  of  vegetable  fibres, 
of  which  earth  there  are  great  levels  in  Scot 
land  which  they  call  moffes.  Mofs  in  Scotland 
is  bog  in  Ireland,  and  mofs-trooper  is  bog-trotter : 
there  was,  however,  one  hut  built  of  loofe  ftones, 
piled  up  with  great  thicknefs  into  a  ftrong  though 
not  folid  wall.  From  this  houfe  we  obtained  fome 
great  pails  of  milk,  and  having  brought  bread 
with  us,  were  very  liberally  regaled.  The  inha 
bitants,  a  very  coarfe  tribe,  ignorant  of  any  lan 
guage  but  Earfe,  gathered  fo  faft  about  us,  that 
if  we  had  not  had  Highlanders  with  us,  they  might 
have  caufed  more  alarm  than  pleafure  ;  they  are 
called  the  Clan  of  Macrae. 

We  had  been  told  that  nothing  gratified  the 
Highlanders  fo  much  as  fnuff  and  tobacco,  and 
had  accordingly  ftored  ourfelves  with  both  at  Fort 
Auguftus.  Bofwell  opened  histreafure,  and  gave 
them  each  a  piece  of  tobacco  roll.  We  bad  more 
bread  than  we  could  eat  for  the  prefent,  and  were 

more 


DR.     SAMUEL    JOHNSON.        97 

more  liberal  than  provident.  Bofwell  cut  it  in 
ilices,  and  gave  them  an  opportunity  of  tailing 
wheaten  bread  for  the  firlt  time.  I  then  got  fome 
halfpence  for  a  Shilling,  and  made  up  the  defici 
encies  of  Bofwell's  diftribution,  who  had  given 
fome  money  among  the  children.  We  then  di 
rected  that  the  millrefs  of  the  ftone  houfe  fhould 
be  afked  what  we  muft  pay  her :  fhe,  who  per 
haps  had  never  before  fold  any  thing  but  cattle, 
knew  not,  I  believe,  well  what  to  aik,  and  refer 
red  herfelf  to  us :  wre  obliged  her  to  make  fome 
demand,  'and  one  of  the  Highlanders  fettled  the 
account  with  her  at  a  milling.  One  of  the 
men  advifed  her,  with  the  cunning  that  clowns 
never  can  be  without,  to  afk  more;  but  fhe  faid 
that  a  milling  was  enough.  We  gave  her  half- 
a-crown,  and  me  offered  part  of  it  again.  The 
Macraes  were  fo  well  pleafed  with  our  behaviour, 
that  they  declared  it  the  beft  day  they  had  feen 
fmce  the  time  of  the  old  Laird  of  Macleod, 
who,  I  fuppofe,  like  us,  flopped  in  their  valley, 
as  he  was  travelling  to  Skie. 

We  were  mentioning  this  view  of  the  High 
lander's  life  at  Macdonald's,  and  mentioning  the 
Macraes  with  fome  degree  of  pity,  when  a  High 
land  lady  informed  us  that  we  might  fpare  bur 
tendernefs,  lor  fhe  doubted  not  but  the  woman 
who  fupplied  us  with  milk  was  miftrefs  of  thir 
teen  or  fourteen  milch  cows. 

I  cannot  forbear  to  interrupt  my  narrative. 
Bofwell,  with  fome  of  his  troublefome  kindnefs, 
has  informed  this  family  and  reminded  me  that 
the  1 8th  of  September  is  my  birth-day.  The  re 
turn  of  my  birth-day,  if  I  remember  it,  fills  me 
with  thoughts  which  it  feems  to  be  the  general 
care  of  humanity  to  efcape.  I  can  now  look 
back  upon  threefcore  and  four  years,  in  which 
little  has  been  done,  and  little  has  been  enjoyed; 

VOL.  I.  H  a  life 
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a  life  diverfified  by  mifery,  fpent  part  in  the  flug- 
gimnefs  of  penury,  and  part  under  the  violence 
of  pain,  in  gloomy  difcontent  or  importunate  dif- 
trefs.  But  perhaps  I  am  better  than  I  mould 
have  been  if  I  had  been  lefs  affli6!ed.  With 
this  I  will  try  to  be  content. 

In  proportion  as  there  is  lefs  pleafure  in  retrof- 
pe&ive  confederations,  the  mind  is  more  difpofed 
to  wander  forward  into  futurity;  but  at  fixty-four 
what  promifes,  however  liberal,  of  imaginary 
good  can  futurity  venture  to  make  ?  yet  fomething 
will  be  always  promifed,  and  fome  promifes  will 
always  be  credited.  I  am  hoping  and  I  am  pray 
ing  that  I  may  live  better  in  the  time  to  cbrrie, 
whether  long  or  fhort,  than  I  have  yet  lived,  and 
in  the  iblace  of  that  hope  endeavour  to  repble. 
Dear  Queeney's  day  is  next,  I  hope  me  at  fixty- 
four  will  have  lefs  to  regret. 

I  will  now  complain  no  more,  but  tell  my 
miftrefs  of  my  travels. 

After  we  left  the  Macraes  we  travelled  on 
through  a  country  like  that  which  we  paifed  in 
the  morning.  The  Highlands  are  very  uniform, 
for  there  is  little  variety  in  univerfal  barrennefs  ? 
the  rocks,  however,  are  not  all  naked,  fome  have 
grafs  on  their  fides,  and  birches  and  alders  on 
their  tops,  and  in  the  vallies  are  often  broad  and 
clear  ftreams,  which  have  little  depth,  and  com 
monly  run  very  quick :  the  channels  are  made  by 
the  violence  of  the  wintry  floods ;  the  quicknefs 
of  the  ftream  is  in  proportion  to  the  declivity  of 
the  defcent,  and  the  breadth  of  the  channel  makes 
the  water  mallow  in  a  dry  feafon. 

There  are  red  deer  and  roebucks  in  the  moun 
tains,  but  we  found  only  goats  in  the  road,  and 
had  very  little  entertainment  as  we  travelled 
either  for  the  eye  or  ear.  There  are,  I  fancy,  no 
finging  birds  in  the  Highlands. 

Towards 
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Towards  night  we  came  to  a  very  formidable 
bill  called  Rattiken,  which  we  climbed  with  mora 
difficulty  than  we  had  yet  experienced,  and  at 
laft  came  to  Glanelg,  a  place  on  the  fea-fide  op- 
polite  to  Skie.  We  were  by  this  time  weary  and 
difgufted,  nor  was  our  humour  much  mended  by 
our  inn,  which,  though  it  was  built  of  lime  and 
(late,  the  Highlander's  defcription  of  a  houfe 
which  he  thinks  magnificent,  had  neither  wine, 
bread,  eggs,  nor  any  thing  that  we  could  eat  or 
drink.  When  we  were  taken  up  flairs,  a  dirty 
fellow  bounced  out  of  the  bed  where  one  of  us 
was  to  lie.  Bofwell  bluftered,  but  nothing  could 
be  gpt.  At  lait  a  gentleman  in  the  neighbour 
hood,  who  heard  of  our  arrival,  fent  us  ram  an4 
white  iugar.  Bofwell  was  now  provided  for  in 
part,  and  the  landlord  prepared  fome  mutton 
chops,  which  we  could  not  eat,  and  killed  two 
hens,  of  which  Bofwell  made  his  fervant  broil  a 
limb,  with  what  eflfedl  I  know  not.  We  had  a 
lemon  and  a  piece  of  bread,  which  fupplied  me 
with  my  fupper.  When  the  repaft  was  ended, 
we  began  to  deliberate  upon  bed ;  Mrs.  Bofwell 
had  warned  us  that  we  fhould  catch  fomething,  and 

had  given  us  focets  for  ourfecurity,  for 

and  • ,  fhe  faid,  came  back  from  Skie, 

fo  fcratching  themfelves.  I  thought  fheets  a  flen- 
der  defence  againft  the  confederacy  with  which 
we  were  threatened,  and  by  this  time  our  High 
landers  had  found  a  place  where  they  could  get 
fome  hay :  I  ordered  hay  to  be  laid  thick  upon 
the  bed,  and  flept  upon  it  in  my  great  coat :  Bof 
well  laid  fheets  upon  his  bed,  and  repofed  in  linen 
like  a  gentleman.  The  horfes  were  turned  out 
to  grafs,  with  a  man  to  watch  them.  The  hill 
Rattiken  and  the  inn  at  Glanelg  were  the  only 
things  of  which  we,  or  travellers  yet  more  defi- 
cate,  could  find  any  pretenfions  to  complain. 

H  2  Sept. 
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Sept.  2d,  I  rofe  ruftlingfrom  the  hay,  and  went 
to  tea,,  which  I  forget  whether  we  found  or 
brought.  We  law  the  iile  of  Skie  before  us, 
darkening  the  horizon  with  its  rocky  coaft.  A  boat 
was  procured,  and  we  launched  into  one  of  the 
ftraits  of  the  Atlantick  ocean.  We  had  a  paflage 

of  about  twelve  miles  to  the  point  where 

refided,  having  come  from  his  feat  in  the  middle 
of  the  ifland  to  a  fmall  houfe  on  the  fhore,  as  we 
believe,  that  he  might  with  lefs  reproach  enter 
tain  us  meanly.  If  he  afpired  to  meannefs,  his 
retrograde  ambition  was  completely  gratified, 
but  he  did  not  fucceed  equally  in  efcaping  re 
proach.  He  had  no  cook,  nor  I  fuppofe  much 
pro'vifion,  nor  had  the  Lady  the  common  decen 
cies  of  her  tea-table:  we  picked  up  our  fugar 
with  our  fingers.  Bofwell  was  very  angry,  and 
reproached  him  with  his  improper  parfimony ;  I 
did  not  much  reflect  upon  the  conduct  of  a  man 
with  whom  I  was  not  likely  to  converfe  as  long 
at  any  other  time. 

You  will  now  expeft  that  I  fhould  give  you 
fome  account  of  the  ifle  of  Skie,  of  which,  though 
I  have  been  twelve  days  upon  it,  I  have  little  to 
fay.  It  is  an  ifland  perhaps  fifty  miles  long,  fo 
much  indented  by  inlets  of  the  fea,  that  there  is 
no  part  of  it  removed  from  the  water  more  than 
fix  miles.  No  part  that  I  have  feen  is  plain;  you 
are  always  climbing  or  defending,  aud  every 
ftep  is  upon  rock  or  mire.  A  walk  upon  plough 
ed  ground  in  England  is  a  dance  upon  carpets 
compared  to  the  toilfome  drudgery  of  wandering 
in  Skie.  There  is  neither  town  nor  village  in  the 
iiland,  not  have  I  feen  any  houfe  but  Macleod's, 
that  is  not  much  below  your  habitation  at  Bright- 
helmftone.  In  the  mountains  there  are  flags  and 
roebucks,  but  no  hares,  and  few  rabbits;  nor 
have  I  feen  any  thing  that  imereited  me  as  a  zoo- 

logift, 
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logift,  except  an  otter,  bigger  than  I  thought  an 
otter  could  have  been. 

You  are  perhaps  imagining  that  I  am  with 
drawn  from  the  gay  and  bufy  world  into  regions 
of  peace  and  paftoral  felicity,  and  am  enjoying 
the  reliques  of  the  golden  age;  that  I  am  furvey- 
ing  nature's  magnificence  from  a  mountain,  or  re 
marking  her  minuter  beauties  on  the  flowery 
bank  of  a  winding  rivulet ;  that  I  am  invigorating 
rayfelf  in  the  funmine,  or  delighting  my  imagina 
tion  with  being  hidden  from  the  invafion  of  hu 
man  evils  and  human  paflions  in  the  darknefs  of 
a  thicket ;  that  I  am  bufy  in  gathering  ihells  and 
pebbles  on  the  fhore,  or  contemplative  on  a  rock, 
from  which  I  look  upon  the  water,  and  confider 
how  many  waves  are  rolling  between  me  and 
Streathain. 

The  ufe  of  travelling  is  to  regulate  imagination 
by  reality,  and  inflead  of  thinking  how  things 
may  be,  to  fee  them  as  they  are.  Here  are  moun 
tains  which  I  fhould  once  have  climbed,  but  to 
climb  fteeps  is  now  very  laborious,  and  to  def- 
cend  them  dangerous ;  and  I  am  now  content 
with  knowing,  that  by  fcrambling  up  a  rock,  I 
(hall  only  fee  other  rocks,  and  a  wider  circuit  of 
barren  defolation.  Of  ftreams,  we  have  here  a 
fufficient  number,  but  they  murmur  not  upon  peb 
bles,  but  upon  rocks.  Of  flowers,  if  Chloris 
herfelf  were  here,  I  could  prefent  her  only  with 
the  bloom  of  heath.  Of  lawns  and  thickets,  he 
mint  read  that  would  know  them,  for  here  is  little 
fun  and  no  fhade.  On  the  fea  I  look  from  my 
window,  but  am  not  much  tempted  to  the  fhore; 
for  fmce  I  came  to  this  ifland,  almoft  every 
breath  of  air  has  been  a  florm,  and  what  is  worfc, 
a  ftorm  with  all  its  feverity,  but  without  its  mag 
nificence,  for  the  fea  is  here  fo  broken  into  chan 
nels 
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nels  that  there  is  not  a  fufficient  volume  of  water 
either  for  lofty  furges  or  a  loud  roar. 

On  Sept.  6th,  we  left to  vifit  Raarfa,  the 

ifland  which  I  have  already  mentioned.  We 
were  to  crofs  part  of  Skie  on  horfeback;  a  mode 
of  travelling  very  uncomfortable,  for  the  road  is 
fo  narrow,  where  any  road  can  be  found,  that 
only  one  can  go?  and  fo  craggy  that  the  attention 
can  never  be.  remitted;  it  allows  therefore,  nei 
ther  the  gaiety  of  converfation,  nor  the  laxity  of 
folitude;  nor  has  it  in  itfelf  the  anrufement  of 
much  variety,  as  it  affords  only  all  the  poffible 
tranfpoiitions  of  bog,  rock,  and  rivulet.  Twelve 
miles,  by  computation,  make  a  reafon able  jour 
ney  for  a  day. 

At  night  we  came  to  a  tenant's  houfe,  of  the 
fir  ft  rank  of  tenants,  where  we  were  entertained 
better  than  at  the  landlord's.  There  were  books 
both  Englifh  and  Latin.  .  Company  gathered 
about  us,  and  we  heard  fome  talk  of  the  fecond 
iight,  and  fome  talk  of  the  events  of  forty-five ; 
a  year  which  will  not  foon  be  forgotten  among 
the  iflanders.  The  next  day  we  were  confined 
by  a  ftorm.  The  company,  I  think,  encreafed, 
.  and  our  entertainment  was  not  only  hofpitable 
but  elegant.  At  night, '  a  minifter's  lifter,  in  very 
fine  brocade,  fung  Earfe  fongs  ;  I  wifhed  to  know 
the  meaning,  but  the  Highlanders  are  not  much 
ufed  to  fcholaftick  queftions,  and  no  tranflation 
CQuld  be  obtained. 

Next  day,  Sept.  3th,  the  weather  allowed  us 
to  depart;  a  good  boat  was  provided  us,  and  we 
went  to  Raarfa  under  the  cor.dudt  of  Mr.  Mal 
colm  Macleod,  a  gentleman  who  conducted 
Prince  Charles  through  the  mountains  in  his  dif- 
trcffcs.  The  Prince,  he  fays,  was  more  active 
than  him/elf;  they  were, "at  leaft,  one  night  with 
out  any  ihelter. 

The 
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$J)e.  wind  .blew  enough  to  give  the  .boat  a 
pf  chancing  agitation,  and  in  about  tnree.  or  four 
hours  we  arrived  at  Raarfa,  where  we  were  met 
by  the  Laird  and  his  friends  upon  the  ftiore. 
Raarla,  for  fuch  is  his  title,  is  mafter  of  two 
iflands  ;  upon  the  imaller  of  which,  called  Rona, 
he  has  only  flocks  and  herds.  Rona  gives  title  to 
his  eldeft  fon.  The  money  which  he  raifes  annu 
ally  by  rent  from  all  his  dominions,  which  con 
tain  at  lead  fifty  thoufand  acres,  is  not  believed 
to  exceed  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds;  but  as 
he  keeps  a  large  farm  in  his  own  hands,  he.  fells 
every  year  great  numbers  of  cattle,  which  add  to 
his  revenue,  and  his  table  is  furniQied  from  the 
farm  and  from  the  fea,  with  very  little  expence, 
except  for  thofe  things  this  country  does  not  pro 
duce,  and  of  thofe  he  is  very  liberal.  The  \vine 
circulates  vigoroufly,  and  the  tea,  chocolate,  and 
cpjfee,  however  they  are  got,  are  always  at  hancl. 

.'£!*>,*  ^"<*" 

j  I  am,  &c. 

We  are  this  morning  trying  to  get  out  of  Skie. 


L  E  T  T  ELR       T.XXX. 

.•••:-  •     •      •- 

To    MRS.    T  H.R  ALE. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Skie,  Sept.  24,  1773. 

1  AM  flill   in  Skie.      Do  you   remember   the 
i-fong  ? 

Ev'ry  ifland  is  a  prifon, 
.  Strongly  guarded  by  the  fea, 

We 


io4        LETTERS    TO    AND    FROM 

We  have  at  one  time  no  boat,  and  at  another 
may  have  too  much  wind ;  but  of  our  reception 
here  we  have  no  reafon  to  complain.  We  are 
now  with  Colonel  Macleod,  in  a  more  pleaiant 
place  than  I  thought  Skie  could  afford.  Now  to 
the  narrative. 

We  were  received  at  Raarfa  on  the  fea  lide, 
and  after  clambering  with  fome  difficulty  over  the 
rocks,  a  labour  which  the  traveller,  wherever  he 
repofes  himfelf  on  land,  muft  in  theie  iflands  be 
contented  to  endure ;  we  were  introduced  into  the 
houfe,  which  one  of  the  company  called  the 
Court  of  Raarfa,  with  politenefs  which  not  the 
Court  of  Verfailles  could  have  thought  defective. 
The  houfe  is  not  large,  though  we  were  told  in 
our  paffage  that  it  had  eleven  fine  rooms,  nor  magni 
ficently  furnifhed,  but  our  utcnfils  were  moil  com 
monly  filver.  We  wrent  up  into  a  dining  room, 
about  as  large  as  your  blue  room,  where  we  had 
fomething  given  us  to  eat,  and  tea  and  coflee. 

Raarfa  himfelf  is  a  man  of  no  inelegant  ap 
pearance,  and  of  manners  uncommonly  refined. 
Lady  Raarfa  makes  no  very  fublime  appearance 
for  a  fovereign,  but  is  a  good  houfewife,  and  a 
very  prudent  and  diligent  condu&refs  of  her  fa 
mily.  Mifs  Flora  Macleod  is  a  celebrated  beau 
ty;  has  been  admired  at  Edinburgh;  drelfes  her 
head  very  high ;  and  has  manners  fo  lady  like, 
that  I  wilh  her  head-drefs'was  lower.  The  reft  of 
the  nine  girls  are  all  pretty;  the  youngeft  is  be 
tween  Queeney  and  Lucy.  The  youngeft  boy,  of 
four  years  old,  rijns  barefoot,  and  wandered  with 
us  over  the  rocks  to  fee  -a  mill.  I  believe  he 
would  walk  on  that  rough  ground  without  ,fhoes 
ten  miles  in  a  day. 

The  Laird  of  Raarfa  has  fometimes  difputed 
the  chieftainry  of  the  clan  with  Macleod  of  Skie, 
but  being  much  inferior  in  extent  of  poffeffions, 

has, 
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has,  I  fuppofe,  been  forced  to  defift.  Raarfa  and 
its  provinces  have  defcended  to  its  prefent  poflef- 
for  through  a  fucceflion  of  four  hundred  years,  with 
out  any  increafe  or  diminution.  It  was  indeed 
lately  in  danger  of  forfeiture,  but  the  old  Laird  join 
ed  fome  prudence  with  his  zeal,  and  when  Prince 
Charles  landed  in  Scotland,  made  over  his  eitate 
to  his  fon,  the  prefent  Laird,  and  led  one  hund 
red  men  of  Raarfa  into  the  field,  with  officers  of 
his  own  family.  Eighty-fix  only  came  back  after 
the  laft  battle.  The  Prince  was  hidden,  in  his 
diftrefs,  two  nights  at  Raarfa,  and  the  king's  troops 
burnt  the  whole  country,  and  killed  fome  of  the 
cattle. 

You  may  guefs  at  the  opinions  that  prevail  in 
this  country ;  they  are,  however,  content  with 
fighting  for  their  king  ;  they  clo  not  drink  for  him. 
We  had  no  foolifh  healths.  At  iiight,  i;nexpe£t- 
edly  to  us  who  were  ftrangets,  the  carpet  was 
taken  up  ;  the  fiddler  of  the  family  came  up,  and 
a  very  vigorous  and  general  dance  was  begun. 
As  I  told  you,  we  were  two-and-thirty  at  fupper ; 
there  were  full  as  many  dancers ;  for  though  all 
who  fupped  did  not  dance,  fome  danced  of  the 
young  people  who  did  not  fup.  Raarfa  himfelf 
danced  with  his  children,  and  old  Malcolm,  ia 
his  ftlibeg,  was  as  nimble  as  when  he  led  the  Prince 
over  the  mountains.  When  they  had.  danced 
themfelves  weary,  two  tables  were  fpread,  and  I 
fuppofe  at  leaft  twenty  dimes  were  upon  them.  In 
this  country  fome  preparations  of  milk  are  always 
ferved  up  at  fupper,  and  fometimes  in  the  place  of 
tarts  at  dinner.  The  table  was  notcoarfely  heap 
ed,  but  at  once  plentiful  and  elegant.  They  do 
not  pretend  to  make  a  loaf;  there  are  only  cakes, 
commonly  of  oats  or  barley,  but  they  made  me 
very  nice  cakes  of  wheat  flour.  I  always  fat  at 

the 


the  left  band  of  Lady  Raarfa,  .and  young  Macleod 
of  Skie,  the  Chieftain  of  tbe^lan,  fat  on  the  right. 

After  fupper  a  young  lady,  who  was  vvfiting, 
fung  Earle  longs,  in  which  Lady  Raarfa  joined 
prettily  enough,  but  not  gracefully;  the  young 
ladies  fuftained  the  chorus  better.  They  are  very 
little  ufed  to  be  afked  queftions,  and  not  well  pre 
pared  with  anfwers.  When  one  of  the  fongs  was 
over,  I  afked-the  princefs  that  fat  next  me,  What 
is  tkat-abwt'?  I  queftion  if  fhe  conceived  that  I  did 
net  underftand  it.  For  the  entertainment  of  the 
company,  fakl  fhe.  But,  Madam,  what  is  the 
meaning  of  it  ?  It  is  a  love  fong.  This  was  all  the 
intelligence  that  I  could  obtain ;  nor  have  I  been 
able  to  procure  the  tranflation  of  a  fingle  line  of 
Earfe. 

At  twelve  it  was  bed  time.     I  had  a  chamber 

to  myfelf,  which,  in  eleven  rooms  to  forty  people, 

was  more  than  my  fhare.     How  the  company  and 

the  family  were  diikibuted   is  not  eafy  to  tell. 

Macleod  the  chieftain,  and  Bofwell,  and   I,  had 

<all  fingle -.chambers  on  the  firft  floor.     There  re- 

-rnained  eight   rooms  only  for  at  leaft  feven-and- 

thirty  lodgers.    '  I  fuppofe  they  put  up  temporary 

beds  in  the  dining  room,  where  they  flowed  all  the 

young  ladies.     There  was  a  room  above  flairs  with 

fix-  beds,  in  which  they  put  ten  men.     The  reft  in 

•-my-  next. 


LET- 
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LETTER    LXXXI. 

To  MRS.  T  H'R  A'L  E. 

• 
MADAM,  OftithfnSkic,  Sept.  30,  1773. 

I  A'  M '  ftill  confined  in  Skie.  l\W  were  unfkilful 
travellers,  and  imagined  that  the  fea  was  an  open 
road  which  we  could  pafs  at  pleafure ;  but  we 
have  now  learned  with  fome  pain,  that  we  may 
flill  wait  for  a  long  time  the  caprices  of  the  equi 
noctial  winds,  and  fit  reading  or  writing  as  I  now 
do,  while  the  tempeft  is  rolling  the  fea,  or  roar 
ing  in  the  mountains.  I  am  now  no  longer  pleaf- 
ed  with  the  delay ;  you  can  hear  from  me  but  fel- 
dom,  and  I  cannot  at  all  hear  from  you.  It  comes 
into  my  mind  that  fome  evil  may  happen,  or  that 
I  might  be  of  ufe  while  I  am  away.  But  thefe 
thoughts  are  vain ;  the  wind  is  violent  and  ad- 
verfe,  and  our  boat  cannot  yet  come.  I  muft  con 
tent  myfelf  with  writing  to  you,  and  hoping  that 
you  will  fometime  receive  my  letter.  Now  to"  my 
narrative. 

Sept.  pth,  Having  pafiecl  the  night  as  is  ufual, 
I  rofe,  and  found  the  dining  room  full  of  compa 
ny  ;  we  feaited  and  talked,  and  when  the  evening 
came  it  brought  rrfufick  and  dancing.  Young 
Macleod,  the  great  proprietor  of  Skie  and  head  of 
"  his  clan,  was  very  diftinguifhable  ;  a  young  man  bf 
nineteen  ;  bred  a  while  at  St.  Andrews,  and  after 
wards  at  Oxford ;  a  pupil  of  G.  Strahan.  He  is 
a  young  man  of  a  mind  as  much  advanced  as  I 
have  ever  "known ;  very  elegant  of  manners,  and 
very  graceful  in  his  perfon.  He  has  the  full  fpi- 
'rit  of  a  feudal  chief;  and  I  was  very  ready  to  ac 
cept  his  invitation  'to'  Diinvegan.  'All  Raarfa's 

children 
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children  are  beautiful.  The  ladies  all,  except  the 
eldeft,  are  in  the  morning  drefled  in  their  hair. 
The  true  Highlander  never  wears  more  than  a  ri 
band  on  her  head  till  fhe  is  married. 

On  the  third  day  Bofwell  went  out  with  old  Mal 
colm  to  fee  a  ruined  caftle,  which  he  found  lefs 
entire  than  was  promifed,  but  he  faw  the  country. 
I  did  not  go,  for  the  caflle  was  perhaps  ten  miles 
off,  and  there  is  no  riding  at  Raarfa,  the  whole 
iiland  being  rock  or  mountain,  from  which  the 
cattle  often  fall  and  are  deftroyed.  It  is  very  bar 
ren,  and  maintains,  as  near  as  I  could  collet, 
about  feven  hundred  inhabitants,  perhaps  ten  to 
a  fquare  mile.  In  thefe  countries  you  are  not  to 
fuppofe  that  you  fhall  find  villages  or  inclofures. 
The  traveller  wanders  through  a  naked  clelart,  gra 
tified  fometimes,  but  rarely,  with  the  fight  of  cows, 
and  now  and  then  finds  a  heap  of  loofe  ftones  and 
turf  in  a  cavity  between  rocks,  where  a  being  born 
with  all  thofe  powers  which  education  expands, 
and  all  thofe  fenfations  which  culture  refines,  is 
condemned  to  fhelter  itfelf  from  the  wind  and  rain. 
Philosophers  there  are  who  try  to  make  themfelves 
believe  that  this  life  is  happy,  but  they  believe  it 
only  while  they  are  faying  it,  and  never  yet  pro 
duced  conviction  in  a  fingle  mind ;  he,  whom 
•want  of  words  or  images  funk  into  filence,  ftill 
thought,  as  he  thought  befpre,  that  privation  of 
pleafure  can  never  pleafe,  and  that  content  is  not 
to  be  much  envied,  when  it  has  no  other  principle 
than  ignorance  of  good. 

This  gloomy  tranquillity,  which  fome  may  call 
fortitude,  and  others  wifdom,  was,  I  believe,  for 
a  long  time  to  be  very  frequently  found  in  thefe 
dens  of  poverty :  every  man  was  content  to  live 
like  his  neighbours,  and  never  wandering  from 
home,  faw  no  mode  of  life  preferable  to  his  own, 
except  at  the  houfe  of  the  laird,  or  the  laird's  near- 
eft 
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eft  relations,  whom  he  coniidered  as  a  fuperior  or 
der  of  beings,  to  whofe  luxuries  or  honours  he 
had  no  pretenfions.  But  the  end  of  this  reverence 
and  fubmiilion  feems  now  approaching ;  the  High 
landers  have  learned  that  there  are  countries  lefs 
bleak  and  barren  than  their  own,  where,  inftead 
of  working  for  the  laird,  every  man  may  till  his 
own  ground,  and  eat  the  produce  of  his  own  la 
bour.  Great  numbers  have  been  induced  by  this 
difcovery  to  go  every  year  for  fome  time  paft  to 
America.  Macdonald  and  Macleod  of  Skie  have 
loft  many  tenants  and  many  labourers,  but  Raarfa 
has  not  yet  been  forfaken  by  a  fmgle  inhabi 
tant. 

Rona  is  yet  more  rocky  and  barren  than  Raar 
fa,  and  though  it  contains  perhaps  four  thoufand 
acres,  is  poflefled  only  by  a  herd  of  cattle  and  the 
keepers. 

I  find  myfelf  not  very  able  to  walk  upon  the 
mountains,  but  one  day  I  went  out  to  fee  the  walls 
.yet  ftanding  of  an  ancient  chapel.  In  almoft  eve 
ry  ifland  the  fuperftitious  votaries  of  the  Romifh 
church  ere&ed  places  of  worfhip,  in  which  the 
drones  of  convents  or  cathedrals  performed  the  ho 
ly  offices,  but  by  the  active  zeal  of  Proteftant  de 
votion,  almoft  all  of  them  have  funk  into  ruin. 
The  chapel  at  Raarfa  is  now  only  confidered  as 
the  bury  ing-place  of  the  family,  and  I  fuppofe  of 
the  whole  ifland. 

We  would  now  have  gone  away  and  left  room 
for  others  to  enjoy  the  pleafures  of  this  little  court, 
but  the  wind  detained  us  till  the  I2th,  when, 
though  it  was  Sunday,  we  thought  it  proper  to 
match  the  opportunity  of  a  calm  day.  Raarfa 
accompanied  us  in  his  lix  oared  boat,  which  he 
faid  was  his  coach  and  fix.  It  is  indeed  the  vehi 
cle  in  which  the  ladies  take  the  air  and  pay  their 
vifits,  but  they  have  taken  very  little  care  for  ac 
commodations. 
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coramodations.  There  is  no  way  in  or  out  of  the 
boat  for  a  woman,  but  by  being  carried  ;  and  in 
the  boat  thus  dignified  with  a  pompous  name, 
there  is  no  feat  but  an  occafional  bundle  of  ftraw. 
Thus  we  left  Raarfa  ;  the  feat  of  plenty,  civility, 
and  cheerfutnefs. 

We  dined  at  a  publick  houfe  at  Port  Re ;  fo 
called  becaufe  one  of  the  Scott ifh  kings  landed 
there,  in  a  progrefs  through  the  weftern  ides.  Raar 
fa  paid  the  reckoning  privately.  We  then  got  on 
horfeback,  and  by  a  fhort  but  very  tedious  journey 
came  to  Kingiburgh,  at  which  the  fame  king  lodg 
ed  after  he  landed.  Here  I  had  the  honour  of  fa- 
luting  the  far  famed  Mils  Flora  Macdonald,  who 
conduced  the  Prince,  dreffed  as  her  maid,  through 
the  Englifh  forces  from  the  ifland  of  Lewes ;  and, 
when  me  came  to  Skie,  dined  with  the  Englifh 
officers,  and  left  her  maid  below.  She  muft  then 
have  been  a  very  young  lady ;  fhe  is  now  not  old  ; 
of  a  plealing  perfon,  and  elegant  behaviour.  She 
told  me  that  fhe  thought  herfelf  honoured  by  my 
vifit;  and  I  am  fure  that  whatever  regard  fhe  be- 
ftowed  on  me  was  liberally  repaid.  "  If  thou 
**  likeft  her  opinions,  thou  wilt  praife  her  virtue."" 
She  was  carried  to  London,  but  difmifled  without 
a  trial,  and  came  down  with  Malcolm  Macleod, 
againft  whom  fufficient  evidence  could  not  be  pro 
cured.  She  and  her  hulband  are  poor,  and  are 
going  to  try  their  fortune  in  America. 

Sic  rerum  volvitar  orbis. 

At  Kingiburgh  we  were  very  liberally  feafted, 
and  I  flept  in  the  bed  on  which  the  Prince  repof- 
ed  in  his  diftrefs  ;  the  fheets  which  he  uied  were 
never  put  to  any  meaner  offices,  but  were  wrapped 
up  by  the  lady  of  the  houfe,  and  at  laft,  according 

to 
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to  her  delire,  were  laid  round  her  in  her  grave. 
Thefe  are   not  Whigs. 

On  the  1 3th,  travelling  partly  on  horfeback 
where  we  could  not  row,  and  partly  on  foot  where 
we  could  not  ride,  we  came  to  Dunvegan,  which 
I  have  defcribed  already.  Here,  though  poor 
Macleod  had  been  left  by  his  grandfather  over 
whelmed  with  debts,  we  had  another  exhibition  of 
feudal  hofpitality.  There  were  two  flags  in  the 
houfe,  and  venifon  came  to  the  table  every  day  in 
its  various  forms.  Macleod,  befides  his  eftate  in 
Skie,  larger  I  fuppofe  than  fome  Englifh  counties, 
is  proprietor  of  nine  inhabited  ifies;  and  of  his 
iflands  uninhabited  I  doubt  if  he  very  exadly 
knows  the  number.  I  told  him  that  he  was  a 
mighty  monarch.  Such  dominions  fill  an  Englifh- 
man  with  envious  wonder ;  but  when  he  furveys 
the  naked  mountain,  and  treads  the  quaking  moor ; 
and  wanders  over  the  wild  regions  of  gloomy 
barreunefs,  his  wonder  may  continue,  but  his  en 
vy  ceafes.  The  unprofitablenefs  of  thefe  vaft  do 
mains  can  be  conceived  only  by  the  means  of  po- 
litive  inftances.  The  heir  of  Col,  an  ifland  not  far 
diftant,  has  lately  told  me  how  wealthy  he  fhould 
be  if  he  could  let  Rum,  another  of  his  iflands,  for 
twopence  half-penny  an  acre;  and  Macleod  has  an 
eftate,  Which  the  lurveyor  reports  to  contain  eigh 
ty  thoufand  acres,  rented  at  fix  hundred  pounds 
a-year. 

While  we  were  at  Dunvegan,  the  wind  was 
high,  and  the  rain  violent,  fo  that  we  were  not 
able  to  put  forth  a  boat  to  fifh  in  the  fea,  or  to  vi- 
fit  the  adjacent  iflands,  which  may  be  feen  from 
the  houfe ;  but  we  filled  up  the  time  as  we  could, 
fometimes  by  talk,  fometimes  by  reading.  I  have 
never  wanted  books  in  the  ifle  of  Skie. 

We  were  vifited  one  day  by  the  Laird  and  Lady 
of  Muck,  one  of  the  weiiern  iflands,  two  miles 

long, 
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long,  and  three  quarters  of  a  mile  high.  He  has 
halt  his  ifland  in  his  own  culture,  and  upon  the 
other  half  live  one  hundred  and  fifty  dependents, 
who  not  only  live  upon  the  product,  but  export 
corn  fufficient  for  the  payment  of  their  rent. 

Lady  Macleod  has  a  fon  and  four  daughters ; 
they  have  lived  long  in  England,  and  have  the  lan 
guage  and  manners  of  Englifh  ladies.  We  lived 
with  them  very  eafily.  The  hofpitality  of  this  re 
mote  region  is  like  that  of  the  golden  age.  We 
have  found  ourfelves  treated  at  every  houfe  as  if 
we  came  to  confer  a  benefit. 

We  were  eight  days  at  Dunvegan,  but  we  took 
the  firft  opportunity  which  the  weather  afforded, 
after  the  firft  days,  of  going  away,  and,  on  the 
2ift,  went  to  Ulimfh,  where  we  were  well  enter 
tained,  and  wandered  a  little  after  curiolities.  In 
the  afternoon  an  interval  of  calm  funfhine  courted 
us  out  to  fee  a  cave  on  the  fhore  famous  for  its  echo. 
When  we  went  into  the  boat,  one  of  our  compa 
nions  was  afked  in  Earfe,  by  the  boatmen,  who 
they  were  that  came  with  him?  He  gave  us  cha 
racters,  I  fuppofe,  to  our  advantage,  and  was  afk 
ed,  in  the  fpirit  of  the  Highlands,  whether  I  could 
recite  a  long  feries  of  anceflors  ?  The  boatmen 
faid,  as  I  perceived  afterwards,  that  they  heard  the 
cry  of  an  Englifh  ghoft.  This,  Bofwell  fays,  dif- 
tnrbed  him.  We  came  to  the  cave,  and  clambe 
ring  up  the  rocks,  came  to  an  arch,  open  at  one 
end,  one  hundred  and  eighty  feet  long,  thirty  broad 
in  the  broadeft  part,  and  about  thirty  high.  There 
was  no  echo  ;  fuch  is  the  fidelity  of  report ;  but  I 
faw  what  I  had  never  feen  before,  mufcles  and 
whilks  in  their  natural  ftate.  There  was  another 
arch  in  the  rock,  open  at  both  ends. 

Sept  23d,  We  removed  to  Talifker,  a  houfe 
occupied  by  Mr.  Macleod,  a  Lieutenant  Colonel 

in 
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in  the  Dutch  fervice.  Talifker  has  been  long  in 
the  poffeffion  of  gentlemen,  and  therefore  has  a 
garden  well  cultivated ;  and,  what  is  here  very 
rare,  is  (haded  by  trees :  a  place  where  the  imagi 
nation  is  more  amufed  cannot  eaiily  be  found.  The 
mountains  about  it  are  of  great  height,  with  wa 
terfalls  fucceeding  one  another  fo  fait,  that  as  one 
ceafes  to  be  heard  another  begins.  Between  the 
mountains  there  is  a  fmall  valley  extending  to  the 
fea,  which  is  not  far  off,  beating  upon  a  coaft  very 
difficult  of  accefs. 

Two  nights  before  our  arrival  two  boats  were 
driven  upon  this  coaft  by  the  tempeft,  one  of  them 
had  a  pilot  that  knew  the  paffage,  the  fecond  fol- 
lowedj  but  a  third  miffed  the  true  courfe,  and  was 
driven  forward  with  great  danger  of  being  forced 
into  the  vaft  ocean,  but  however  gained  at  laft 
fome  other  ifland.  The  crews. crept  to  Talilker, 
almoft.  lifelefs  with  wet,  cold,  fatigue,  and  terrour, 
butthe  lady  took  care  of  them.  She  is  a.  woman 
o£  more .  than  common,  qualifications ;  having  tra 
velled  with  her  hufband,  Jhe  fpeaks  four  langua 
ges. 

You  find  that  all  the  iflanders,  even  in  thefe  re- 
ceffes  of;  life,  are  not  barbarous.  One  of  the  mi- 
nifters  who  hacj  adhered  to  us  almoft  all  the  time 
is  an  excellent  icholar.'  We  have  now  with  us 
the  young  Laird  of  GJ/,  who  is  heir,  perhaps,  to 
two  hundred  fquare  miles  of  land.  He  has  Erffc 
ftudied.at  Aberdeen,  and  afterwards  gone  to  Hert- 
fordfhire  to  learn  agriculture,  being  much  impref- 
fed  with  defire  of  improvement:  he  likewife  has 
the  notions  of  a  chief,  and  keeps  a  piper.  At 
Macleod's  the  bagpipe  always  played  while  we 
were  dining. 

Col  has  undertaken,  by  the  permiflion  of  the 
waves  and  wind,  to  carry  us  about  feveral  of  the 
iflands,  with  which  he  is  acquainted  enough  to 

VOL.  I.  I  fhew 
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fhew  us  whatever  curious  is  given  "by  nature  or  left 
by  antiquity ;  but  we  grew  afraid  of  deviating  from 
our  way  home,  left  we  fhould  be  fhut  up  for 
months  upon  fome  little  protuberance  of  rock,  that 
juft  appears  above  the  fca,  and  perhaps  is  fcarcely 
marked  upon  a  map. 

You  remember  the  Doge  of  Genoa,  who  being 
afked  what  ftruck  him  moil  at  the  French  court  ? 
anfwered,  "  Myfelf."  I  cannot  think  many  things 
here  more  likely  to  affect  the  fancy  than  to  fee 
Johnfon  ending  his  fixty-fourth  year  in  the  wilder- 
nefs  of  the  Hebrides.  But  now  I  am  here,  it  will 
gratify  me  very  little  to  return  without  feeing,  or 
doing  my  beft  to  fee  what  thofe  places  afford.  I 
have  a  defire  to  inftrucl  myfelf  in  the  whole  fyftem 
of  paftoral  life  ;  but  I  know  not  whether  I  fhall  be 
able  to  perfect  the  idea.  However  I  have  many 
pictures  in  my  mind,  which  I  could  not  have  had 
without  this  journey,  and  fhould  have  pafled  it 
with  great  pleafure  had  you,  and  Matter,  and 
Queeney  been  in  the  party.  We  fhould  have  ex 
cited  the  attention  and  enlarged  the  obfervation  of 
each  other,  and  obtained  many  pleafing  topicks  of 
future  converfation.  As  it  is,  I  travel  with  my 
mind  too  much  at  home,  and  perhaps  mifs  many 
things  worthy  of  obfervation,  or  pafs  them  with 
traniient  notice ;  fo  that  the  images,  for  want  of 
that  reimpremon  which  difcuflion  and  comparifon 
produce,  eafily  fade  away;  but  I  keep  a  book  of 
remarks,  and  Bofwell  writes  a  regular  journal  of 
our  travels,  which,  I  think,  contains  as  much  of 
what  I  fay  and  do  as  of  all  other  occurrences  toge 
ther  ;  "  for  fuch  a  faithful  chronicler  as  Grif- 
"  fitlh" 

I  hope,  deareii  Madam,  you  are  equally  care 
ful  to  repofite  proper  memorials  of  all  that  hap 
pens  to  you  and  your  family,  and  then  when  we 
meet  we  ihall  tell  our  flories.  I  wifh  you  had  gone 

this 
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this  fummer  in  your  ufual  fplenclour  to  Brighthelm- 
ftone. 

Mr.'Thrale  probably  wonders  how  Hive  all  this 
time  without  fending  to  him  for  money.  Travel 
ling  in  Scotland  is  dear  enough,  dearer  in  pro 
portion  to  what  the  country  affords  than  in  Eng 
land,  but  refidence  in  the  ifles  is  unexpenfive. 
Company  is,  I  think,  confidered  as  a  fupply  of 
pleafure,  and  a  relief  of  that  tedioufnefs  of  life 
which  is  felt  in  every  place,  elegant  or  rude.  Of 
wine  and  punch  they  are  very  liberal,  for  they 
get  them  cheap ;  but  as  there  is  no  cuftom-houle 
on  the  liland,  they  can  hardly  be  confidered  as 
fmugglers.  Their  punch  is  made  without  lemons, 
or  any  fubftitute* 

Their  tables  are  very  plentiful;  but  a  very  nice 
man  would  not  be  pampered.  As  they  have  no 
meat  but  as  they  kill  it,  they  are  obliged  to  live 
while  it  lafts  upon  the  fame  flefh.  They  kill  a 
iheep,  and  fet  mutton  boiled  and  roaft  on  the  ta 
ble  together.  They  have  fifti  both  of  the  fea  and 
of  the  brooks  ;  but  they  can  hardly  conceive  that 
it  requires  any  fauce.  To  fauce  in  general  they 
are  ftrangers  ;  now  and  then  butter  is  melted,  but 
.1  dare  not  always  take,  left  I  fhould  oflend  by 
difliking  it.  Barley-bioath  is  a  conftant  diih,  and 
is  made  well  in  every  houfe.  A  ftranger,  if  he  is 
prudent,  will  fecure  his  {hare,  for  it  is  not  certain 
that  he  will  be  able  to  eat  any  thing  elfe. 

Their  meat  being  often  newly  killed  is  very 
tough,  and  as  nothing  is  fufficiently  fubdued  by 
the  fire,  is  not  eafily  to  be  eaten.  Carving  is  here 
a  very  laborious  employment,  for  the  knives  are 
never  whetted.  Table-knives  are  not  of  long  fub- 
fiftence  in  the  Highlands  ;  every  man,  while  arms 
were  a  regular  part  of  drefs,  had  his  knife  and 
fork  appendant  to  his  dirk.  Knives  they  now  lay 
upon  the  table,  but  the  handles  are  apt  to  (hew 
I  2  that 
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that  they  have  been  in  other  hands,  and  the  blades 
have  neither  brightnefs  nor  edge. 

Of  filver  there  is  no  want ;  and  it  will  laft  long, 
for  it  is  never  cleaned.  They  are  a  nation  juft 
riiing  from  barbarity ;  long  contented  with  necet 
faries,  now  fomewhat  fludious  of  convenience,  but 
not  yet  arrived  at  delicate  difcriminations.  Their 
linen  is  however  both  clean  and  fine.  Bread,  inch 
as  we  mean  by  that  name,  I  have  never  feen  in 
the  ifle  of  Side.  They  have  ovens,  for  they  bake 
their  pies,  but  they  never  ferment  their  meal,  nor 
mould  a  loaf.  Cakes  of  oats  and  barley  are  brought 
to  the  table,  but  I  believe  wheat  is  referved  for 
ftrangers.  They  are  commonly  too  hard  for  me* 
and  therefore  I  take  potatoes  to  my  meat,  and 
am  fure  to  find  them  on  almoft  every  table. 

They  retain  fo  much  of  the  paftoral  life,  that 
fome  preparation  of  milk  is  commonly  one  of  the 
dimes  both  at  dinner  and  fupper.  Tea  is  always 
drank  at  the  ufual  times ;  but  in  the  morning  the 
table  is  polluted  with  a  plate  of  flices  of  ftrong 
cheefe.  This  is  peculiar  to  the  Highlands ;  at 
Edinburgh  there  are  always  honey  and  fweet-meats 
on  the  morning  tea-table. 

Strong  liquors  they  feem  to  love.  Every  man, 
perhaps  woman,  begins  the  day  with  a  dram ; 
and  the  punch  is  made  both  at  dinner  and  fup 
per. 

They  have  neither  wood  nor  coal  for  fuel,  but 
burn  peat  or  turf  in  their  chimnies.  It  is  dug  out 
of  the  moors  or  mofles,  and  makes  a  ftrong  and 
lafting  fire,  not  always  very  fweet,  and  fomewhat 
apt  to  fmoke  the  pot. 

The  houfes  of  inferior  gentlemen  are  very  fmall, 
and  every  room  ferves  many  purpofes.  In  the 
bed-rooms,  perhaps,  are  laid  up  ft  ores  of  different 
kinds  ;  and  the  parlour  of  the  day  is  a  bed-room 
at  night.  In  the  room  which  I  inhabited  laft, 

about 
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about  fourteen  feet  fquare,  there  were  three  chefts 
of  drawers,  a  long  cheft  for  larger  clothes,  two 
clofet  cupboards,  and  the  bed.  Their  rooms  are 
commonly  dirty,  of  which  they  feem  to  have  lit 
tle  fenfibility,  and  if  they  had  more,  clean  floors 
would  be  difficultly  kept,  where  the  firft  ftep  from 
the  door  is  into  the  dirt.  They  are  very  much 
inclined  to  carpets,  and  feldom  fail  to  lay  down 
fomething  under  their  feet,  better  or  worfe  as  they 
happen  to  be  furnifhed. 

The  Highland  drefs,  being  forbidden  by  law, 
is  very  little  ufed ;  fometimes  it  may  be  feen,  but 
the  Englifh  traveller  is  ftruck  with  nothing  fo  much 
as  the  nudite  des  pies  of  the  common  people. 

Skie  is  the  greateft  ifland,  or  the  greateft  but 
one,  among  the  Hebrides.  Of  the  foil  I  have 
already  given  fome  account,,  it  is  generally  bar 
ren,  but  fome  fpots  are  not  wholly  unfruitful. 
The  gardens  have  apples  and  pears,  cherries, 
ftrawberries,  rafberries,  currants,  and  goofeberries, 
but  all  the  fruit  that  I  have  feen  is  fmall.  They 
attempt  to  fow  nothing  but  oats  and  barley.  Oats 
conftitute  the  bread  corn  of  the  place.  Their 
harveft  is  about  the  beginning  of  Odlober  ;  and 
being  fo  late,  is  very  much  fubjecl  to  difappoint- 
ments  from  the  rains  that  follow  the  equinox. 
This  year  has  been  particularly  difaftrous.  Their 
rainy  feafon  lafts  from  Autumn  to  Spring.  They 
have  feldom  very  hard  frofts  ;  nor  was  it  ever 
known  that  a  lake  was  covered  with  ice  ftrong 
enough  to  bare  a  fkater.  The  fea  round  them 
is  always  open.  The  fnow  falls  but  foon  melts  ; 
only  in  1771,  they  had  a  cold  Spring,  in  which 
the  ifland  was  fo  long  covered  with  it,  that  many 
beafts,  both  wild  and  domettick,  perimed,  and  the 
w  hole  country  was  reduced  to  diftrefs,  from  which 
I  know  not  if  it  is  even  yet  recovered. 

The 
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The  animals  here  are  not  remarkably  fmall ;  per 
haps  they  recruit  their  breed  from  the  main  land. 
The  cows  are  fometimes  without  horns.  The 
horned  and  unhorned  cattle  are  not  accidental 
variations,  but  different  fpecies,  they  will  however 
breed  together. 

O&ober  3d,  The  wind  is  now  changed,  and  if 
we  fnatch  the  moment  of  opportunity,  an  efcape 
from  this  iiland  is  become  practicable  ;  I  have  no 
reafon  to  complain  of  my  reception,  yet  I  long  to 
be  again  at  home. 

You  and  my  mafter  may  perhaps  expect,  after 
this  defcription  of  Skie,  fome  account  of  myfelf. 
My  eye  is,  I  am  afraid,  not  fully  recovered ;  my 
ears  are  not  mended  ;  my  nerves  feem  to  grow 
weaker,  and  I  have  been  otherwife  not  as  well  as 
I  fometimes  am,  but  think  myfelf  lately  better. 
This  climate  perhaps  is  not  within  my  degree  of 
healthy  latitude. 

Thus  I  have  given  my  moft  honoured  miftrefs 
the  ftory  of  me  and  my  little  ramble.  We  are 
now  going  to  fome  other  ifle,  to  what  we  know 
not,  the  wind  will  tell  us. 

I  am,  &c. 

Compliments  to  Queeny,   and   Jack,  and  Lucy, 
"  and  all. 


LET- 
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LETTER      LXXXII. 
To    MR.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

D£  A  K    S  i  i,  Ifle  of  MuL',  O&.  1$,  1773. 

O I N  C  E  I  had  the  honour  of  writing  to  my  mif- 
trefs,  we  have  been  hindered  from  returning,  by 
a  tempeft  almoft  continual.  We  tried  /eight  days 
ago  to  corne  hither,  but  were  driven  by  the  wind 
into  the  iile  of  .Cb/,  in  which  we  were  confined 
eight  days.  We  hired  a  iloop  to  bring  ore  hither, 
and  hope  foon  to  get  to  Edinburgh. 

Having  for  many  weeks  had  no  letter,  my  long 
ings  aje  very  great  to  be  informed  how  all  things 
are  at  home,  as  you  and  miftrefs  allow  me  to  call 
it.  A  letter  will  now  perhaps  meet  me  at  Edin 
burgh,  for  I  (hall  be  expe&ed  to  pafs  a  few  days 
at  Lord  Auehenleck's,  and  I  beg  to  have  my 
thoughts  fet  at  reft  by  a  letter  from  you  or  my 
miftrefs. 

Be  fo  kind  as  to  fend  either  to  Mrs.  WilKams 
or  Mr.  Levett,  and  if  they  want  money,  advance 
them  ten  pounds. 

I  hope  my  miftrefs  keeps  all  my  very  long  let 
ters,  longer  than  I  ever  wrote  before.  I  fhall 
perhaps  fpin  out  more  before  I  have  the  happinefs 
to  tell  you  at  home  .that  I  am 

Your  obliged  humble  fervant. 


LET- 
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LETTER      LXXXIII. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Mull,  O<3.  15,  1773. 

THOUGH  I  have  written  to  Mr.  Thrale,  } 
having  a  little  more  time  than  was  promifed  me, 
I  would  not  fuffer  the  meifenger  to  go  without 
fome  token  of  my  duty  to  my  miftrefs,  who,  I  fup- 
pofe,  expe&s  the  ufual  tribute  of  intelligence,  a 
tribute  which  I  am  not  now  very  able  to  pay. 

October  3d,  After  having  been  detained  by 
ilorms  many  days  at  Skie,  we  left  it,  as  we  thought, 
with  a  fair  wind ;  but  a  violent  guft,  which  Bof. 
had  a  great  mind  to  call  a  temper!,  forced  us  into 
'Co//,  an  obfcure  ifland ;  on  which 

nulla  campis 

Arbor  aeftiva  recreatur  aura. 

There  is  literally  no  tree  upon  the  ifland,  part  of 
it  is  a  fandy  wafte,  over  which  it  would  be  really 
dangerous  to  travel  in  dry  weather  and  with  a 
Jiigh  wind.  It  feems  to  be  little  more  thai  one 
continued  rock,  covered  from  fpace  to  fpace  with 
a  thin  layer  of  earth.  It  is,  however,  according 
to  the  Highland  notion,  very  populous,  and  life 
is  improved  beyond  the  manners  of  Skie  ;  for  the 
huts  are  collected  into  little  villages,  and  every 
one  has  a  final!  garden  of  roots  and  cabbage. 
The  laird  has  a  new  houfe  built  by  his  uncle,  and 
an  old  caftle  inhabited  by  his  anceftors.  The 
young  laird  entertained  us  very  liberally ;  he  is 
heir,  perhaps,  to  three  hundred  fquare  miles  of 
land,  which,  at  ten  ihillings  an  acre,  would  bring 
him  ninety-fix  thoufand  pounds  a  year.  He  is 

defirous 
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defirous.  of  improving  the  agriculture  of  his  coun 
try  ;  and,  in  imitation  of  the  Czar,  travelled  for 
improvement,  and  worked  with  his  own  hands 
upon  a  farm  in  Hertfordshire,  in  the  neighbour 
hood  of  your  uncle  Sir  Thomas  Salufbury.  He 
talks  of  doing  ufeful  things,  and  has  introduced 
turnips  for  winter  fodder.  He  has  made  a  fmall 
eflay  towards  a  road. 

Coir  is  but  a  barren  place.  Defcription  has 
here  few  opportunities  of  fpreading  her  colours. 
The  difference  of  day  and  night  is  the  only  vicif- 
iitude.  The  fucceflion  of  funfhine  to  rain,  or  of 
calms  to  tempefts,  we  have  not  known;  wind 
and  rain  have  been  our  only  weather. 

At  laft,  after  about  nine  days,  we  hired  a. Hoop; 
and  having  lain  in  it  all  night,  with  fuch  accom 
modations  as  thefe  miferable  veflels  can  afford, 
were  landed  yefterday  on  the'ifle  of  Mull;  from 
which  we  expedl  an  eafy  paflage  into  Scotland. 
I  am  lick  in  a  ihip,  but  recover  by  lying  down. 

I  have  not  good  health  ;  I  do  not  find  that  tra 
velling  much  helps  me.  My  nights  are  flatulent, 
though  not  in  the  utmoft  degree,  and  I  have  a 
weaknefs  in  my  knees,  which  makes  me  very  un 
able  to  walk.  lit,] 

Pf  ay,  dear  Madam,  let  me  have  a  long  letter. 

I  am,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER    LXXXIV. 
To    MRS.   T  H  R  A  L  E. 
HONOURED  MISTRESS,  Inverary,  O<ft.  23,  1773. 

IVJ.Y  laft  letters  to  you  and  my  dear  mafter 
were  written  from  Mull,  the  third  ifland  of  the 
Hebrides  in  extent.  There  is  no  poft,  and  I  took 
the  opportunity  of  a  gentleman's  paffage  to  the 
main  land. 

In  Mull  we  were  confined  two  days  by  the 
weather;  on  the  third  we  got  on  horfeback,  and 
after  a  journey  difficult  and  tedious,  over  rocks 
naked  and  valleys  untracked,  through  a  country 
of  barrennefs  and  folitude,  we  came,  almoft  in 
the  dark,  to  the  fea  fide,  weary  and  dejedled, 
having  met  with  nothing  but  water  falling  from 
the  mountains  that  could  raife  any  image  of  de 
light.  Our  company  was  the  young  Laird  of 
Col  and  bis  fervant.  Col  made  every  Maclean 
open  his  houfe  where  we  came,  and  fupply  us 
with  horfes  when  we  departed ;  but  the  horfes  of 
this  country  are  fmall,  and  I  was  not  mounted  to 
my  wifh.  4  . 

At  the  fea-fide  we  found  the  ferry-boat  depart 
ed;  if  it  bad  been  where  it  was  expected,  the 
wind  was  againft  us,  and  the  hour  was  late,  nor 
was  it  very  deniable  to  crofs  the  fea  in  darknefs 
with  a  fmall  boat.  The  Captain  of  a  floop  that 
had  been  driven  thither  by  the  ftorms  faw  our  dif- 
trefs,  and  as  we  were  heiitating  and  deliberating, 
fent  his  boat,  which,  by  Col's  order,  tranfported 
us  to  the  ifle  of  U/va.  We  were  introduced  to 
Mr.  Macquarry,  the  head  of  a  fmall  clan,  whofe 
anceftors  have  reigned  in  Ulva  beyond  memory, 
but  who  has  reduced  himfelf,  by  his  negligence 

and 
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and  folly,  to  the  neceflity  of  felling  this  venerable 
patrimony. 

On  the  next  morning  we  paffed  the  ftrait  to 
Inch  Kenneth,  an  iiland  about  a  mile  in  length,  and 
lefs  than  half  a  mile  broad ;  in  which  Kenneth,  a 
Scottifh  faint,  eftablifhed  a  fmall  clerical  college, 
of  which  the  chapel  walls  are  ftill  {landing.  At 
this  place  I  beheld  a  fcene  which  I  wifh  you  and 
my  mafler  and  Queeney  had  partaken. 

The  only  famny  on  the  ifland  is  that  of  Sir  Al 
lan,  the  chief  of  the  ancient  and  numerous  clan 
of  Maclean;  the  clan  which  claims  the  fecond 
place,  yielding  only  to  Macdonald  in  the  line  of 
battle.  Sir  Allan,  a  chieftain,  a  baronet,  and  a 
foldier,  inhabits  in  this  infulated  defart  a  thatched 
hut  with  no  chambers.  Young  Col,  who  owns 
him  as  his  chief,  and  whofe  coufin  was  his  lady, 
had,  I  believe,  given  him  fome  notice  of  our  vi- 
iit ;  he  received  us  with  the  foldier's  franknefs  and 
the  gentleman's  elegance,  and  introduced  us  to 
his  daughters,  two  young  ladies  who  have  not 
wanted  education  iuitable  to  their  birth,  and  who, 
in  their  cottage,  neither  forgot  their  dignity,  nor 
affected  to  remember  it.  Do  not  you  wifh  to  have 
been  with  us  f 

Sir  Allan's  affairs  are  in  diforder  by  the  fault 
of  his  anceftors,  and  while  he  forms  fome  fcheme 
for  retrieving  them,  he  has  retreated  hither. 

When  our  falutations  were  over,  he  fhowed 
us  the  ifland.  We  walked  uncovered  into  the 
chapel,  and  law  in  the  reverend  ruin  the  efle&s  of 
precipitate  reformation.  The  floor  is  covered 
with  ancient  grave-flones,  of  which  the  infcrip- 
tions  are  not  now  legible;  and  without,  fome  of 
the  chief  families  fiill  continue  the  right  of  fepul- 
ture  The  altar  is  not  yet  quite  demolifhed;  be- 
iideit,  on  the  right  lide,  is  a  bas  relief  of  the  Vir 
gin  with  her  child,  and  an  angel  hovering  over 

her. 
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her.  On  the  other  fide  ftill  ftands  a  hand-bell, 
which,  though  it  has  no  clapper,  neither  Prefby- 
terian  bigotry  nor  barbarian  wantonnefs  has  yet 
taken  away.  The  chapel  is  thirty-eight  feet  long, 
and  eighteen  broad.  Bofwcll,  who  is  very  pious, 
went  into  it  at  night  to  perform  his  devotions, 
but  came  back  in  hafte,  for  fear  of  fpe&res. 
&iear  the  chapel  is  a  fountain,  to  which  the  wa 
ter,  remarkably  pure,  is  conveyed  from  a  diitant 
hill,  through  pipes  laid  by  the  Romifh  clergy, 
which  Hill  perform  the  office  of  conveyance, 
though  they  have  never  been  repaired  fince  Po 
pery  was  fuppreifed. 

We  foon  after  went  in  to  dinner,  and  wanted 
neither  the  comforts  nor  the  elegancies  of  life. 
There  were  feveral  dimes,  and  variety  of  li 
quors.  The  fervants  live  in  another  cottage  ;  in 
ivhich,  I  fuppofe,  the  meat  is  dreffed. 

Towards  evening,  Sir  Allan  told  us,  that  Sun 
day  never  paffed  over  him  like  another  day.  One 
of  the  ladies  read,  and  read  very  well,  the  even 
ing  fervice;  —  •  —  and  Paradife  was  opened  in  the 


Next  day,  i8th,  we  went  and  wandered  among 
the  rocks  on  the  fhore,  while  the  boat  was  bufy 
in  catching  oyfters,  of  which  there  is  a  great  bed. 
Oj/fters  lie  upon  the  fand,  one  I  think  flicking 
to  another,  and  cockles  are  foiind  a  few  inches 
under  the  fand. 

We  then  went  in  the  boat  to  Southland,  a  little 
ifland  very  near.  We  found  it  a  wild  rock,  of 
about  ten  acres;  part  naked,  part  covered  with 
fand,  out  of  which  we  picked  fhells;  and  part 
clothed  with  a  thin  layer  of  mould,  on  the  grafs 
of  which  a  few  fheep  are  fometimes  fed.  We 
then  came  back  and  dined.  I  paffed  part  of  the 
afternoon  in  reading,  and  in  the  evening  one  of 

the 
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the  ladies  played  her  harpfichord,  and  Bofwell 
and  Col  danced  a  reel  with  the  other. 

On  the  1 9th,  we  perfuaded  Sir  Allan  to  launch 
his  boat  again,  and  go  with  us  to  Icolmkill,  where 
the  firil  great  preacher  of  Chriftianity  to  the  Scots 
built  a  church,  and  fettled  a  monastery.     In  our 
way  we  Hopped  to  examine  a  very  uncommon  cave 
on  the  coait  of  Mull.     \Ve  had  fome  difficulty 
to  make   our  way  over  the  vaft  maffes  of  broken 
rocks  that  lie   before   the  entrance,  and  at  the 
mouth  were  embarraffed  with  Hones,  which  the 
fea  had  accumulated,  as  at  Brighthelmftone;  but 
as  we  advanced,  we  reached  a  floor  of  foft  fand, 
and  as  we  left  the  light  behind  us,  walked  along 
a  very  fpacious  cavity,  vaulted  over  head  with 
an  arch  almoft  regular,  by  which  a  mountain  was 
fuftained,  at  leaft  a  very  lofty  rock.     From  this 
magnificent  cavern  went  a  narrow  paffage  to  the 
right  hand,  which  we  entered  with  a  candle,  and 
though  it  was  obftru&ed  with  great  ftones,  clam 
bered  over  them  to  a  fecond  expanfion  of  the 
cave,  in   which  there  lies  a  great  fquare  ftone, 
which  might  ferve  as  a  table.     The  air  here  was 
very  warm,  but  not  oppreflive,  and  the  flame  of 
the  candle  continued  pyramidal.     The  cave  goes 
onward  to  an  unknown  extent,  'but  we  were  now 
one  hundred  and  fixty  yards  under  ground ;  we 
had  but  one  candle,  and  had  never  heard  of  any 
that  went  further  and  came  back ;  we  therefore 
thought  it  prudent  to  return. 

Going  forward  in  our  boat,  we  came  to  a  cluf- 
tcr  of  rocks,  black  and  horrid,  which  Sir  Allan 
chofe  for  the  place  where  he  would  eat  his  dinner. 
We  dimbed  till  we  got  feats.  The  ftores  were 
opened,  and  the  repaft  taken. 

We  then  entered  the  boat  again;  the  night 
came  upon  us ;  the  wind  rofe ;  the  fea  fwelled ; 
and  Bofwcli  cVefired  to  be  fet  on  dry  ground :  we 

how- 
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however  purfued  our  navigation,  and  patted  by 
feveral  little  iflands,  in  the  lilent  folemnity  of 
faint  moon-fhine,  feeing  little,  and  hearing  only 
the  wind  and  the  water.  At  laft  we  reached  the 
ifland  ;  the  venerable  feat  of  ancient  fandiity ; 
where  fecret  piety  repofed,  and  where  fallen  great- 
nefs  was  repofited.  The  ifland  has  no  houfe  of 
entertainment,  and  we  manfully  made  our  bed  in 
a  farmer's  barn.  The  defcrlption  I  hope  to  give 
you  another  time^ 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      LXXXV. 
To     MR.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DRAR   SIR,  Inverary,  Od.  23,   1773. 

W  E  have  gotten  at  laft  out  of  the  Hebrides. 
Some  account  of  our  travels  I  have  fent  to  my 
miftrefs  ;  and  have  inclofed  an  ode  which  I  wrote 
in  the  ifle  of  Skie. 

Yefterday  we  landed,  and  to-day  came  hither. 
We  purpofe  to  vifit  Auchenleck,  the  feat  of  Mr. 
BofwelPs  father,  then  to  pafs  a  day  at  Glafgow, 
and  return  to  Edinburgh. 

About  ten  miles  of  this  day's  journey  were  un 
commonly  amuling.  We  travelled  with  very  lit 
tle  light,  in  a  ftorm  of  wind  and  rain ;  we  palfed 
about  fifty-five  ftreams  that  crolfed  our  way,  and 
fell  into  a  river  that,  for  a  very  great  part  of  our 
road,  foamed  and  roared  beiide  us ;  all  the  rougher 
powers  of  nature,  except  thunder,  were  in  motion, 
but  there  was  no  danger.  I  fhould  have  been 

forry 
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forry  to  have  milled  any  of  the  inconveniencies, 
to  have  had  more  light  or  lefs  rain,  for  their  co 
operation  crowded  the  fcene  and  filled  the  mind. 

I  beg,  however,  to  hear  from  you,  and  from 
my  miftrefs.  I  have  feen  nothing  that  drives  you 
from  my  thoughts,  but  continue  in  rain  and  fun- 
flrine,  by  night  and  day,  dear  Sir, 

Your,  &c. 

-,-.va  .A-^ 


..vatYo'-.  v.V.  v\  ttVC/.rr;- 

\>    <.       ,i-V.\t  CA    '\V\   V-\     •  :\ 

DE 

v;   ,.•.':', V.j  VTVP    '\V\  '\  -    :•    r 

Inclofed  in  the  preceding  Letter. 

.L  ERMEO  terras,  ubi  nuda  rupes 
Saxeas  mifcet  nebulis  ruinas, 
Torva  ubi  rident  fteriles  coloni 

Rura  labores. 

lliot  3L'-  ti  '<   '»•!  zu\'..  -j\  s:fj  ifebiisCt 

Pervagor  gentes  hommum  ferorum, 
Vita  ubi  nullo  decorata  cultu 
Squallet  informis,  tugurique  fumis 

Foeda  latefcit. 

"  £  WO      *  ;J'.J  DD£j£^Di3  t".  ?, 

Inter  erroris  falebrofa  longi, 
Inter  ignotae  ftrepitus  loquelse,  .riA. 

Quot  modis  mecum,  quid  agat,  require, 

Thralia  dulcis. 

,!-^e*e.fj'\  ->!•  r>t', !          N.TT   n-ff<>nvnt>  fiht  T  A 
««-  :  lai/% 

Seu  viri  curas,  pia  nupta,  mulcet, 
Seu  fovet  mater  fobolem  benigna, 
Sive  cum  libris  novitate  pafcit 

Sedula  men  tern  j  V^J 

.•{.'  tlT  2l?ai"   •  I/i 

Sit 
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Sit  raemor  noftrii  fideique  merces 

Stet  fides  conftans,  merkoque  blandum 

Traliae  difcant  refonare  nomen 

Littora  Skias. 

Scriptutn  in  Skia,  Sept*  6. 


foll&uwg^  tkgMtf  Tr  (inflation  of  this  ODE 
written  by  the  learned  Mifs  KNIGHT,  and  prefen- 
ted  by  her  to  the  Editor  of  thefe  Letters,  who  is 
happy  in  an  opportunity  .of  giving  this  fmall  Speci 
men  of  her  very  extenjlve  Attainments  and  Abi 
lities. 


ftony  lands,  where  naked  rocks, 
The  marks  of  nature  s  fearful  fhocb> 
In  mifty  ck>ud§  appear  ; 

Through  difrnal  feelcfe,  whofe  barren  foil 

Derides  the  fwain's  laborious  toil, 
My  wand'riag  ileps  I  bear. 

. 

Through  natiQBS.wild,  a  hardy  raoe,.. 
Where  Ufejjoi  QUlltivated  grace, 

No  elegance  can  know  ; 
But  fhrinks  abafh'd  from  human,  eyes, 
And  in  the  fmoaky  hovel  lies,; 

Tbtt>Vk$k.fceneg  like  thefe  I  go. 

Amidft  unknown  and  barb'rous  fpeech, 
While  wandVing  o'er  this  diftant  beach, 

In  all  my  wat'ry  way  ; 
How  think'ft  thou  of  thy,  aKent  friend?' 
How  dott  tbou  ?  whither  doft  thou  tend  ? 

My  eentle  Thralia  fay. 

If, 
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If,  pious  wife,  thy  hufband's  cares 
Thou  foftly  footh ;   or  infant  heirs, 

Watch  o'er  as  mother  kind  : 
Or,  'mid  the  charms  of  letter'd  lore, 
Thou  add  new  treafures  to  thy  ftore, 

And  feed  thy  a6live  mind ; 

Remember  me,  thy  friendfhip  guard^ 
Of  conftant  friendfhip  due  reward, 

Howe'er  on  diftant  ground; 
Ah  !  let  thy  faith  be  ftill  the  fame, 
And  juftly  Thralia's  pleafmg  name 

Shall  Skia's  fhores  refound. 


LETTER     LXXXVL 
To    MR.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

£  A  a    SIR,  Inverary,  O<ft.  26,   1775. 

H  E  Duke  kept  us  yeflerday,  or  we  Ihould 
have  gone  forward.  Inverary  is  a  ftately  place. 
We  are  now  going  to  Edinburgh  by  Lochlomond, 
Glafgow,  and  Auchenleck. 

I  wrote  to  you  from  Mull,  to  fend  for  Mr.  Le- 
vett  or  Mrs.  Williams,  and  let  them  have  ten 
pounds,  if  it  was  wanted.  I  find  that  the  pafTage 
of  thefe  inftflar  letters  is  not  very  certain,  and 
therefore  think  it  neceffary  now  to  write  again. 

I  do  not  limit  them  to  ten  pounds  ;  be  pleafed 
to  let  them  have  what  is  neceffary. 

I  have  now  not  heard  from  London  for  more  than 
two  months ;  furely  I  fhall  have  many  letters  in 

VOL.  I.  K  Edinburgh 
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Edinburgh.     I   hope   my   dear  miftrefs   is  well, 
with   all  her    tribe. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      LXXXVII. 
To    MRS.      T    H    R    A    L   E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Glafgow,  Oft.  28, 

JL  H  A  V  E  been  in  this  place  about  two  hours. 
On  Monday,  25th,  we  dined  with  the  Duke  and 
Dutchefs  of  Argyle,  and  the  Duke  lent  me  a  horfe 
for  my  next  day's  journey. 

26tb,  We  travelled  along  a  deep  valley  between 
lofty  mountains^  covered  only  with  barren  heath ; 
entertained  with  a  fucceffion  of  cataradls  on  the 
left  hand,  and  a  roaring  torrent  on  the  right. 
The  Duke's  horfe  went  well ;  the  road  was  good ; 
and  the  journey  pleafant ;  except  that  we  were 
incommoded  by  perpetual  rain.  In  all  September 
we  had,  according  to  BofwelTs  regifter,  only  one 
day  and  a  half  of  fair  weather;  and  October 
peihnps  not  more.  At  night  we  came  to  the 
houfe  of  Sir  James  Cohune,  who  lives  upon  the 
banks  of  Lochlomond  ;  of  which  the  Scotch  boair, 
and  boaft  with  reafon. 

27th,  We  took  a  boat  to  rove  upon  the  lake, 
which  is  in  length  twenty-four  miles,  in  breadth 
from  perhaps  two  miles  to  half  a  mile.  It  has 
about  thiity  iilands,  of  which  twenty  belong  to 
Sir  James.  Young  Cohune  went ,  into  the  boat 
•with  us.  but  a  little  agitation  of  the  water  frigh 
ted 
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ted  him  to  fhore.  We  pafled  up  and  down,  and 
landed  upon  one  finall  iiland,  on  which  are  the 
ruins  of  a  caftle  ;  and  upon  another  much  larger, 
which  ferves  Sir  James  for  a  park,  and  is  remarka 
ble  for  a  large  wood  of  eugh  trees. 

We  then  returned,  very  wet,  to  dinner,  and 
Sir  James  lent  us  his  coach  to  Mr  Smollet's,  a  re 
lation  of  Dr.  Smollet,  for  whom  he  has  creeled  a 
monumental  column  on  the  banks  of  the  Levan,  a 
river  which  iffues  from  the  Loch.  This  was  his 
native  place.  I  was  defired  to  revife  the  infcrip- 
tion. 

When  I  was  upon  the  deer  ifland,  I  gave  the 
keeper  who  attended  me  a  (hilling,  and  he  faid  it 
was  too  much.  Bofweli  afterwards  offered  him 
another,  and  he  excufed  himfelf  from  taking  it, 
becaufe  he  had  been  rewarded  already. 

This  day  I  came  hither,  and  go  to  Auchenleck 
on  Monday. 

I   am,    &c. 


^^  LETTER      LXXXVIII. 

MRS.    THRALE    to    DR.    JOHNSON. 

L  N  fpite  of  difficulties,  diftance  and  a  long  et 
ccetera,  I  will  venture  this  one  letter  to  Edinburgh. 
— But  I  have  not  written  Dear  Sir  at  the  top,  and 
fo  I  mail  be  fcolded  for  the  beginning — whereas  if 
Dear  Sir  comes  in  at  all,  what  can  it  fignify  where  ? 
Oar  children  are  all  happily  got  through  the  mea- 
fles ;  and  little  Sufan  beft  of  all,  for  whom  I  was 
moft  afraid. 

K  2  I   have 
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I  have  made  my  prefents.  *  *  *  *  received  his 
with  tears  of  acknowledgment;  and  t'other  man 
looked  out  the  finer!  words  he  could  find  ;  but  they 
meant  attachment  and  gratitude. 

We  talk  of  nothing  but  Italy.  My  mafier  fays, 
you  will  not  have  done  us  all  the  good  you  can, 
unlefs  you  go  with  him  to  Rome,  and  point  his 
curiofity  (o  proper  objects.  He  will  not  die  with 
out  feeing  that  capital  he  fwears. 

The  Queen  is  faid  to  be  in  danger ;  God  pre- 
ferve  her  for  every  reafcn.  She  has  no  diforder 
but  mine and  if  that  fhould  be  fatal  ! 

Mylne  fhone  away  o1  Tuefday.  He  fays  you 
go  on  the  wrong  fide  of  Scotland  to  fee  w:ood  ; 
you  muft  return  by  the  other  coaft.  Oh  !  cried 
Matter,  you  may  all  trufl  Bofwell — he'll  fhew  his 
country  off  to  the  beft  advantage.  We  had  a 
world  of  friends  yefterday ;  and  all  talked  of  you ; 
and  all  talked  well— Burke  beft.  Mr.  Thrale 
would  not  be  filent  then-,  he  even  battled  for  at 
tention  ;  but  'tis  his  favourite  fubjedt. 

Every  body  is  forry  for  poor  Lord  Lyttelton. — 
'Tis  dreadful  to  die  of  wounds  made  by  our  own 
children.  R ,  the  furgeon,  is  juft  now  expi 
red  of  the  fame  difeafe.  Dear  M came  to  us 

to  forget  it ;  I  believe  there  was  much  confidence 

between  them.     Mr.  M was    robbed,  going 

home  two  nights  ago,  and  had  a  comical  conver- 
fation  with  the  highwayman,  about  behaving  like 
a  gentleman.  He  paid  four  guineas  for  it. 

Your  laft  letter  was  charming.  It  tells  me  about 
the  place ;  but  I  want  to  hear  of  the  bard  inhabi 
tant.  Mean  time  I  have  feen  little,  except  the  man 
that  faw  the  moufe.  He  feems  very  ill,  and  very 
wild  ;  I  fancy  he  wants  a  governefs ;  your  merits, 
as  ufual,  were  talked  of;  and  he  made  choice  of 
your  health  as  the  fubjecl:  of  his  eulogium. 

Betfy 


* 
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Betfy  C would  do  well  enough,   if    her 

huiband,  whom  you  call  Hoggarel,  did  not  take 
away  her  money  as  fait  as  (he  got  it. 

We  have  had  a  great  thunder  ftorm.  It  has 
even  fplit  the  obelifk  in  St.  George's  Fields ;  no 
exaggeration  in  this ;  you  may  fee  the  crack  when 
you  come  home. 

Dr.  Beattie  is  as  charming  as  ever;  and  I  like 
his  lady  extremely.— Very  pretty,  very  pleafing 
fhe  is.  Every  body  rejoices  that  the  Do&or  will 
get  bis  peniion;  every  one  loves  him  but  Gold- 
imith,  who  fays  he  cannot  bear  the  fight  of  fo 
much  applaufe  as  we  all  beftow  upon  him.  Did 
he  not  tell  us  fo  himfelf,  who  could  believe  he 
was  fo  amazingly  ill-natured  ? 

*  *  *  *  and  her  huiband  let  out  very  prettily, 
and  will,  I  hope,  itick  to  the  city.  Lothbury,  as 

you  fay. How  in  the  world  came  you  to  think 

of  Lothbury  ? 

The  oppofition  folks  tell  us,  ?tis  no  joke  to  def- 
piie  the  Americans  new,  but  our  mailer  fays,  that 
their  rejoicing  is  only  juft  as  my  little  children  re 
joiced  yefterday,  and  danced  about  for  delight, 
becaufe  Jack  the  idle  boy  refufed  to  obey  the  gar 
dener,  and  faid  he  ihould  grow  big  enough  in  a 
year  to  beat  him.  So  here's  modern  politicks  in 
a  letter  from  me;  yes,  and  a  touch  of  the  Punick 
war  too;  for -Mr.  *  *  :  *  deiired  to  confult 
with  me,  forfooth,  inftead  of  my  huiband,  about 

his   private   affairs ;    and   faid   how   A and 

S  had  demanded  their  money,  but  he  thought 
it  •  imprudent  to  pay  them  jujl  MOW,  as  calh  ran 
low.  Why  that,  Sir,  faid  I,  is  the  very  reafon 
yoM/hauld  pay  them ;  and  thereupon  did  I  tell  him 
how  the  old  Romans  were  befieged  by  Brennus 
till  famine  had  encouraged  him  to  hope  for  their 
giving  upon  any  terms,  and  how,  to  take  all  fuch 
hope  away,  they  threw  their  laft  loaves  over  the 

wall, 
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wall,  with  an  air,  and  made  him  believe  they 
had  bread  enough  within.  And  now,  thinks  I, 
Mr.  Johnfon  fays  that  hiftory  never  is  good  to 
illuftrate  common. life;  but  I  fay, 

When  houfe  and  land  are  gone  and  fpent, 
Then  learning  is  moft  excellent. 

I  fee  you  are  happy, that  is,  diverted ;  and 

I  am  very  delirous  to  help  to  divert  you.  But  I 
am  far  from  happy;  my  mother  is  dead;  my 
Lucy  lick ;  my  uncle  ill ;  and  my  lei  f  tied  up  from 
attending  him  by  heavy  duties  and  forrows  at 
home.  Yet  you  fret  becaufe  of  deafnefs;  any 
man  might  catch  cold  in  his  ear,  I  fuppofe,  doing 
what  you  do,  and  change  of  air  and  climate  and 
all.  I  wifh  I  was  deaf  to  many  things  I  am  forc 
ed  to  hear,  that  are  very  difagreeable.  What  ails 
dear  Lucy  I  cannot  gucfs,  but  her  ear  is  afle&ed 
fare  enough,  and  fhe  goes  about  with  her  head 
on  one  fide. 

Well!  'tis  better  talk  of  Iceland.  Gregory 
challenges  you  for  an  Iceland  expedition ;  but  I 
truft  there  is  no  need ;  I  fuppofe  good  eyes  might 
reach  it  from  fome  of  the  places  you  have  been  in. 

Adieu,  dear  Sir,  all  our  afflictions  make  us 
turn  our  heads  towards  you — and  you  will  coi.ie 
back  to  us;  but  I  daily  mifs  more  and  more  an 
other  dear,  dear  friend — who  never  will  come 
back  to 

Your,  &c. 


LET 
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LETTER      LXXXIX. 
MRS.    THRALE,    to   DR.    JOHNSON.     . 
DEAR    SIR,         Streatham,  Thurfday,  O&.  7,  1773. 

J.  K  N  O  W  not  how  fufficiently  to  thank  you  for 
your  defcriptive  letters ;  and  though  you  will  not 
fee  this  for  a  long  time,  I  am  deiirous  to  return 
my  true  acknowledgments  for  the  trouble  you  have 
given  yourielf  to  gratify  my  curiolity.  When  the 
Icenes  are  fhifted,  and  you  return  to  Edinburgh, 
what  I  am  now  writing  will  ferve  to  recal  thofe 
images  with  which  you  were  impreifed  when  you 
wrote  to  me;  and  one  pleafure  of  correfpondence 
arifes  from  the  recollection  of  thofe  accidents  to 
which  one's  friend's  letter  is  a  reply. 

The  profeflor  of  phyfick  at  Aberdeen  feems  to 
have  obtained  (and  juitly)  much  of  your  kindnefs; 
but  when  a  wench  in  a  clean  linen  gown  can  attract 
attention  from  novelty,  the  region  muft  indeed  be 
remote,  and  the  place  favage  enough,-  you  are 
though  little  nearer  to  London  I  believe  than  you 
would  be  among  the  mountains  of  Savoy. 

I  think  mighty  well  of  your  difcretion  in  not 
fcrambling  up  every  rock;  there  is  little  to  be 
gained,  except  a  Iprained  ancle,  by  climbing 
heights,  in  a  country  which  affords  no  profpecls  ; 
but  the  general  hardfhip  of  your  journey  difturbs 
me ;  only  now  and  then,  when  I  think  on  the  pof- 
fibility  of  illnefs.  Fatigue  is  profitable  to  your 
health  upon  the  whole,  and  keeps  fancy  from  play 
ing  foolilh  tricks.  Exercife  for  your  body  and  ex 
ertion  for  your  mind  will  contribute  more  than  all 
the  medicine  in  the  univerfe  to  preferve  that  life 
we  all  confider  as  invaluable;  and  this  journey 
may  do  more  good  than  at  firft  was  hoped  for. 

When 
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When  you  figh  for  an  ifland  of  your  own,  re 
member  that  Raffelas  could  never  fettle  the  limits 
of  his  imaginary  dominion,  but  when  I  am  grown 
rich,  we  will  buy  Bardfey  for  you  •  perhaps  a 
fight  of  Wales  in  the  mean  time  may.not  be  amils. 
"Tis  long  fince  I  faw:  my  own  country,  but  there 
are  untrodden  paths  in  it  which  may  perhaps  be  as 
curious  as  any  in  Scotland.  Barefooted  girls  too 
in  plenty  as  I  remember,  to  whom  Cocker's  arith- 
metick  may  be  entertaining  as  a  fubjecl  of  fpecu- 
lation,  but  ufelefs  enough,  for  there  is  little  money 
to  count. 

A-propos  to    money   matters,    G confefles 

bankruptcy,  and  we  lhall  lofe  two  thoufand 
pounds,  which  will  not  contribute  to  accelerate  our 
purchafe  of  Bardfey  ;  Mr.  Thrale  is  very  merciful 
to  him  however.  You  may  extol  your  favage 
chieftains  how  you  will,  and  praife  feudal  times 
and  feudal  notions,  but  true  liberality  will  not  be 
found  where  commerce,  the  humanizer  of  hearts, 
is  a  ft  ranger.  Gothic  and  barbarous  rulers  will 
rarely  be  inhofpitable  to  thofe  who  feek,  or  cruel 
to  thofe  who  rely  upon  them ;  as  the  lion  is  fa  id 
to  refufe  tearing  in  pieces  the  wretch  who  lies  down 
inadvertent  to  ileep  in  his  den  ;  but  'tis  from  the 
dog  and  elephant  that  we  expect  generofity ;  their 
companionihip  with  man,  and  elevation  through 
his  favour,  the  one  in  European,  the  other  in  Aii- 
atick  life,  gives  them  a  tendernefs  for  diftrefs  which 
the  king  of  beafts  can  never  feel.  The  London 
merchant,  on  fome  fuch  principle  perhaps,  is  com- 
paflionate  to  poverty,  and  charitable  to  want ;  his 
own  familiarity  with  money  too  takes  off  from  his 
icipccl  for  it.  He  knows  that 

— — 'Twas  mine,  'tis  his, 

And  may  be  flave  to  thpufands ; 

while 
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while  the  unfrequency  of  fuch  obje&s  as  two  thou- 
fand  pounds  in  a  heap  would  make  a  true  baron 
of  an  ariftocratick  ftate  miferably  afraid  to  part 
with  it, — and  perfe&ly  fteel  his  heart  againft  the 
man  who  fhould  wrong  him  of  what  he  efteems  fo 
highly. 

Our  old  friend  B ,  by  the  way,  has  found 

9.  vein  of  lead  ore  on  his  eftate,  and  I  feel  very 
glad  to  hear  it  fomehow.  You  ufe  to  hate  that 
poor  fellow,  becaufe  he  could  not  wait  for  his  din 
ner  till  four  o'clock,  but  he  may  have  it  now  to  a 
minute,  and  I  doubt  not  but  the  wild  fowl  will  be 
done  to  a  turn.  No  one  fo  nice  about  the  eating 
fcience  and  ceremony  as  a  bachelor  bred  in  Lon 
don  and  retired  to  the  country,  about  fixty  years 
old,  having  palfed  his  youth  in  buiinefs,  and  the 
hopes  of  an  elegant  difh  or  two  after  counting 
houfe  was  fhut ;  the  difappointment  he  then  fur- 
fered  from  his  wife's  thinking  more  of  Mrs.  Pritch- 
ard's  acting  than  her  own  account  book,  fhall  be 
all  remedied,  now  that  he  has  to  chufe  his  retreat 
in  a  grazing  country,  for  plenty's  fake,  with  the 
fea  about  feven  miles  off,  and  a  fine  trout  Itream 
running  through  his  grounds ; — his  wife  dead,  and 
his  fons  carrying  on  the  buiinefs,  while  he  and  the 
old  houiekeeper  ring  the  changes  on  every  difh, 
and  the  dreffing  of  it,  till  invention  fail. 

Will  "you  never  be  tired  of  that  *  *  *•  *  *  ?  I 
wifh  he  would  live  in  the  fouth,  where  he  is  liked 
exceedingly.  We  danced  together  once  at  Brigh- 
thelmftone  I  remember ;  his  manners  were  emi 
nently  pleafmg  there,  and  his  performance  much 
applauded. 

Harry's  life  is  put  in  the  leafe  ;  may  he  hold  it 
as  my  father's  mother  did,  for  fevenry-three 
years  ! 

What  a  letter  is  this  !  bat  you  would  be  angry 
were  it  ihorter.  I  work  hard  at  the  carpet;  and 

teach 
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teach  the  children.  You  have  no  great  reverence 
I  know  for  either  of  thofe  employments  ;  but  then 
you  have  no  reverence  for  any  employment  except 
the  nobleft  ;  and  who  can  pafs  their  whole  life  in 
that  ?  The  gloomy  reflections  made  on  your  birth 
day  are  a  proof  that  the  beft  men  never  pleafe 
themfelv.es,  and  the  bad  never  pleafe  any  but  them- 
felves.  1  know  your  horror  of  prefumption,  and 
your  idea  that  the  fearing  Chriftian  is  moft  in  the 
favour  of  Heaven  ;  but  recoiled!  that  Honeft  and 
Hopeful  got  over  the  river  better  than  Chriftian 
and  Muchafraid  in  the  Pilgrim's  Progrefs  ;  and  our 
children  fay,  they  don't  perceive  that  the  others 
were  better  received  when  they  had  crofled  the 
ri  ver. 

Be  merry  and  cheerful,  Dear  Sir,  and  fee  fights, 
and  tell  tales,  and  continue  to  love  our  mafter, 
and  his  brats,  and 

Your  ever  faithful, 

H.   L.   THRALE. 

Learn  of  me  to  be  happy. — Tau  know  the 
reafons  I  have  to  be  otherwife; — yet  I  don't 
grumble, — do  I  ? 


T- 
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LETTER      XC. 
To    MRS.      T    H    R    A    L   E. 
HONOURED  MISTRESS,  Auclienleck,  Nov.  3,   1773. 

A.  T  Glafgow  I  received  fix  letters,  of  which  the 
firft  was  written  Auguft  23d.  I  am  now  at  leifure 
to  aufwer  them  in  order. 

Auguft  23d.  Mrs.  B has  the  mien  and 

manners  of  a  gentlewoman  ;  and  fuch  a  perfon  and 
mind  as  would  not  be  in  .any  place  either  admired 
or  contemned.  She  is  in  a  proper  degree  inferior 
to  her  hulband  :  (he  cannot  rival  him ;  nor  can  he 
ever  be  afhamed  of  her. 

Little  Mifs,  when  I  left  her,  was  like  any  other 
Mifs  of  feven  months.  I  believe  me  is  thought 
pretty  ;  and  her  father  and  mother  have  a  mind  to 
think  her  wife. 

Your  letter  brought  us  the  firft  certain  intelligence 
of  Dr.  Beattie's  penfion.  He  will  now  be  a  great 
man  at  Aberdeen,  where  every  one  fpeaks  well  of 
him. 

Auguft  25th.  I  am  obliged  to  dear  Queeney  for 
her  letter,  and  am  forry  that  I  have  not  been  able 
to  collect  more  for  her  cabinet,  but  I  fhall  bring 
her  fometbing. 

What  mould  *  *  *  and  his  wife  do  at  the 
wrong  end  of  the  town,  whither  they  can  carry 
nothing  that  will  not  raife  contempt,  and  from 
which  they  can  bring  nothing  that  will  not  excite 
averlion.  He  is  not  to  be  either  wit  or  ftatefman ; 
his  genius,  if  he  follow  his  direction,  will  bid  him 
live  in  Lothbury,  and  meafure  brandy. 

Sept.  8th.  I  firft  faw  the  account  of  Lord  Lit- 
telton's  death  in  the  ifle  of  Raarfa,  and  fufpe&ed 
that  it  had  been  haftened  by  the  vexation  which 

his 
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his  fou  has  given  him.  We  fhall  now  fee  what 
the  young  man  will  do,  when  he  is  left  to  him- 
felf. 

I  am  at  a  lofs  what  to  judge  of  Sir  *  *  *  *.  To 
doubt  whether  fix  thoufand  pounds  have  or  have 
not  been  paid,  as  was  dire&ed,  is  abfurd  and 
childifh ;  he  to  whom  they  were  due  can  anfwer 
the  queftion ;  and  he  by  whom  they  were  remit 
ted  can  confirm  or  confute  the  anfwer:  You  fhould 
furely  write  to  Mr.  B . 

Ot  Sir  *  *  *  *  you  had  not  left  me  any  high 
notions;  but  I  fuppofed  him  to  be  at  leait  com 
mercially  honed,  and  incapable  of  eluding  his  own 
bond  by  fraudulent  practices,  yet  I  think  Mr. 

T 's  fufpicion  not  to  be  flighted.     Principles 

can  only  be  ftrong  by  the  ftrength  of  underftand- 
ing,  or  the  cogency  of  religion. 

I  do  not  fee  how  you  can  much  offend  by  put 
ting  Harry's  life  into  the  leafe,  it  puts  no  life  out, 
and  therefore  does  not  leffen  Sir  *  *  *  *  's  inte- 
reft.  I  believe,  however,  you  may  depend  better 
for  peace  upon  the  indifference  of  his  indolence, 
than  the  approbation  of  his  judgment.  I  think  it 
fhould  not  be  negle&ed. 

Sept.  1 4th.  I  take  great  delight  in  your  fifteen 
thoufand  trees ;  the  greater,  for  having  been  fo 
long  in  a  country  where  trees  and  diamonds  are 
equal  rarities. 

Poor  V !    There  are  not  fo  many  many 

reafons  as  he  thinks  w-hy  he  fhould  envy  me,  but 
there  are  fome  ;  he  wants  what  I  have,  a  kind  and 
careful  miilrefs;  and  wants  likewife  what  I  fhall 
want  at  my  return.  He  is  a  good  man  ;  and, 
when  his  mind  is  compofed,  a  man  of  parts. 

Sept.  28th.  When  I  wrote  an  account  of  my 
intention  to  return,  I  little  thought  that  I  fhould 
be  fo  long  the  plaything  of  the  wind.  Of  the  va 
rious  accidents  of  our  voyage  I  have  been  careful 

to 
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to  give  you  an  account,  and  hope  you  have  receiv 
ed  it.  My  deafnefs  went  away  by  degrees.  Mifs 
Macleod  made  me  a  great  flannel  night-cap,  which 
perhaps  helped  to  let  me  right. 

If  Sir  *  *  *  *  goes  to  Bath,  it  may  defervc  con- 
fideration  whether  you  fhould  not  follow  him.  If 
you  go,  take  two  footmen,  and  drefs  in  fuch  a 
manner  as  he  may  be  proud  to  fee.  The  money 
that  you  ftake  is  no  great  venture,  nor  will  the 
want  of  it  be  felt,  whether  you  gain  or  lofe  the 
purpofe  of  your  journey. 

My  poor  little  Lucy  is,  I  hope,  now  quite  reco 
vered  ;  for  I  have  brought  no  little  maiden  from 
the  Highlands,  though  I  might  perhaps  have  had 
one  of  the  princefles  of  Raarla,  who  are  very  pret 
ty  people,  and  in  that  wildemefs  of  life  put  me 
in  mind  of  your  little  tribe,  by  the  propriety  of 
their  behaviour. 

O&.  7th.  This  is  the  laft  letter.  I  have  done 
thinking  of  *****  whom  we  now  call  Sir  Saw 
ney;  he  has  difgufted  all  mankind  by  injudicious 
parfimony,  and  given  occafion  to  fo  many  ftories, 
that  *  *  *  has  fome  thoughts  of  collecting  them, 
and  making  a  novel  of  his  life.  Scrambling  I  have 
not  willingly  left  off;  the  power  of  fcrambliag  has 
left  me ;  I  have  however  been  forced  to  exert  it 
on  many  occalions.  I  ajn,  I  thank  God,  better 
than  I  was.  I  am  grown  very  much  fuperior  to 
wind  and  rain  ;  and  am  too  well  acquainted  both 
with  mire  and  with  rocks,  to  be  afraid  of  a  Welch 
journey.  I  had  rather  have  Bardfey  than  Macle- 
od's  ifland,  though  I  am  told  much  of  the  beauty 
of  my  new  property,  which  the  ftorms  did  not 
fufler  me  to  vifit  Bofwcll  will  praife  my  refoluti- 
on  and  perfeverance;  and  I  fhall  in  return  celebrate 
his  good  humour  and  perpetual  cheerfulnefs.  He 
has  better  faculties  than  I  had  imagined  ;  more 
jnilnefs  of  difcernment;  and  more  fecundity  of 

images. 


images.  It  is  very  convenient  to  travel  with  him, 
for  there  is  no  houfe  where  he  is  not  received  with 
kindnefs  and  refpeft. 

I  wifh  B fuccefs  in  his  new  mine,  and 

hope  that  the  vein  will  be  as  rich  as  his  wants 
prompt  him  to  wifh  it.  I  congratulate  you  like- 
wife  on  the  rifing  reputation  of  the  brewery; 
and  hope  that  the  fweets  of  doing  right  will  fo 
much  engage  us,  that  we  mail  never  more  allow 
ourfelves  to  do  wrong.  Forty  millings  is  a  fright 
ful  price  for  malt,  but  we  muft  brew  on,  and 
brew  well,  and  hold  out  to  better  times. 

Thus,  dear  Madam,  I  have  anfwered  your  fix 
letters,  in  part  too  late  to  be  of  any  ufe.  The 
regard  which  you  are  pleafed  to  exprefs,  and  the 
kindnefs  which  you  always  mow,  I  do  not  pre 
tend  to  return  otherwife  than  by  warm  wifhes  for 
your  happinefs. 

I  will  now  continue  my  narrative. 

O&.  2pth,  was  fpent  in  furveying  the  city  and 
college  of  Glafgow.  I  was  not  much  pleafed  with 
any  of  the  profelfors.  The  town  is  opulent  and 
handfome. 

3oth,  We  dined  with  the  Earl  of  Loudon,  and 
faw  his  mother  the  Countefs;  who,  at  ninety- 
three,  has  all  her  faculties,  helps  at  table,  and 
exerts  all  the  powers  of  converfation  that  me 
ever  had.  Though  not  tall,  me  ftoops  very  much. 
She  had  lately  a  daughter,  Lady  Betty,  whom, 
at  feventy,  me  ufed  to  fend  after  fupper  early  to 
bed,  for  girls  muft  not  ufe  late  hours,  while  me 
fat  up  to  entertain  the  company. 

3 1  ft,  Sunday,  we  palfed  at  Mr.  Campbell's, 
who  married  Mr.  Bofwell's  fifter. 

Nov.  i  ft,  We  paid  a  vifit  to  the  Countefs  of 
Kglington,  a  lady  who  for  many  years  gave  the 

laws 
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laws  of  elegance  to  Scotland.  She  is  in  full  vi 
gour  of  mind,  and  not  much  impaired  in  form. 
She  is  only  eighty-three.  She  was  remarking  that 
her  marriage  was  in  the  year  eight;  and  I  told 
her  my  birth  was  in  nine.  Then,  fays  fhe,  I  am 
iuft  old  enough  to  be  your  mother,  and  I  will 
take  you  for  my  fon.  She  called  Bofwell  the 
boy;  yes,  Madam,  faid  I,  we  will  fend  him 
to  fchool.  He  is  alyeady,  faid  fhe,  in  a  good 
fchool ;  and  expreffed  her  hope  of  his  improve 
ment.  At  laft  night  came,  and  I  was  forry  to 
leave  her. 

2d,  We  came  to  Auchenleck.  The  houfe  is 
like  other  houfes  in  this  country  built  of  ftone, 
fcarcely  yet  finifhed,  but  very  magnificent  and  very 
convenient.  We  purpofe  to  ftay  here  fome  days; 
more  or  fewer  as  we  are  ufed.  I  fhall  find  no 
kindnefs  fuch  as  will  fupprefs  my  defire  of  re 
turning  home. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      XCI. 
To     MRS.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAREST  MADAM,  Edinburgh,  Nov.  12,  1773. 

A.MONG  the  poffibilities  of  evil  which  my 
imagination  fuggelted  at  this  diftance,  I  miffed 
that  which  has  really  happened.  I  never  had 
much  hope  of  a  will  in  your  favour,  but  was 
willing  to  believe  that  no  will  would  have  been 
made.  The  event  is  now  irrevocable,  it  remains 
only  to  bear  it.  Not  ta  wifh  it  had  been  differ 
ent 
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ent  is  impoflible ;  but  as  the  wifh  is  painful  with 
out  ufe,  it  is  not  prudent,  perhaps  not  lawful,  to 
indulge  it;  As  life,  and  vigour  of  mind,  and 
fpiighllinefs  of  imagination,  and  flexibility  of 
attention,  are  given  us  for  valuable  and  ufeful 
purpofes,  we  muft  not  think  ourfelves  at  liberty 
to  fquander  life,  to  enervate  intelledual  ftrength, 
to  cloud  our  thoughts,  or  fix  our  attention,  when 
by  all  this  expence  we  know  that  no  good  can  be 
produced.  Be  alone  as  little  as  you  can;  when 
you  are  alone,  do  not  fufier  your  thoughts  to 
dwell  on  what  you  might  have  done,  to  prevent 
this  difapointment.  You  perhaps  could  not  have 
done  what  you  imagine,  or  might  have  done  it 
without  effect  But  even  to  think  in  the  moft 
reafonable  manner,  is  for  the  prefent  not  fo  ufeful 
as  not  to  think.  Remit  yourfelf  folemnly  into 
the  hands  of  God,  and  then  turn  your  mind  upon 
the  bufinefs  and  amufements  which  lie  before 
you.  "  All  is  heft,"  fays  Chene,  as  it  has  been, 
"  excepting  the  errours  of  our  own  free  will." 
Burton  concludes  his  long  book  upon  melancholy 
with  this  important  precept,  "  Be  not  folitary ; 
"  be  not  idle."  Remember  Chene's  pofition 
and  obferve  Burton's  precept. 

We  came  hither  on  the  ninth  of  this  month. 
I  long  to  come  under  your  care,  but  for  fome 
days  cannot  decently  get  away.  They  congratu 
late  our  return  as  if  we  had  been  with  Phipps  or 
Banks;  I  amafhamedof  their falutations. 

I  have  been  able  to  colle6t  very  little  for 
Queeney's  cabinet;  but  fhe  will  not  want  toys 
now,  fhe  is  fo  well  employed.  I  .wifh  her  fuc- 
cefs;  and  am  not  without  fome  thought  of  be 
coming  her  fchool-fellow.  I  have  got  an  Italian 
Raffelas. 

Surely  my  dear  Lucy  will  recover;  I  wifh  I 
could  do  her  good.  I  love  her  very  much ;  and 

fhould 
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fhould  love  another  godchild,  if  I  might  have  the 
honour  of  (landing  to  the  next  baby. 


LETTER     XCII. 

MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E    to   Dr.    JOHNSON. 
DEAR  SIR,  Nov.  20,  1773. 

W  HEN  things  are  fo  very  bad,  as  they  are 
now  with  me,  the  beft  comforters  are  thofe  who 
acknowledge  them  to  be  very  bad.  Your  laft  let 
ter  fays,  very  properly,  that  among  all  the  poffi- 
bilities  of  evil  which  your  imagination  could  fug- 
geft,  lofing  my  uncle's  eftate  was  the  moft  unlike 
ly.  Had  you  known  his  exceffive  tendernefs  for 
me  when  a  girl,  the  furprize  would  not  have  been 
leflened. — You  do  know  that  I  married,  to  pleafe 
him,  a  man  of  his  own  choice,  and  deferving  of 

every  body's  efteem, indeed  poffefling  it.     You 

know  I  have  fcarce  feen  him  fince ;  and  certainly 
never  difobliged  him :  and  you  know  he  had  no 
other  relation,  except  at  a  very  great  diftance.  You 
now  know  he  has  willed  away  his  eftate.  I 
fhould  think  on  this  forrow  more,  however,  had 
I  not  other  forrows,  perhaps  providentially  fent 
to  hold  my  heart  fixed  on  my  hufband  and  his 
concerns.  Lucy's  unaccountable  illnefs;  my 
own  prefent  fituation,  having  brought  a  fecond 
foil,  who  appears  to  have  fufFered  fomething, 
though  I  know  not  what,  from  my  late  accumu 
lation  of  mifery; and  Mr.  Thrale's  health, 

VOL.  I.  L  which 
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which  has  been  fhook  by  thefe  confufions  as  well 
as  my  own,  occupy  all  the  thoughts  I  have  in  the 
world ;  and  you  can  fcarce  believe  how  full  my 
mind  is,  without  a  word  of  my  uncle.  Our  ge 
nerous  matter  is  not  angry  at  that  difappointment, 
though  he  has  a  right  to  be  forry ;  for  he  doubt- 
lefs  married  me  with  hopes  and  promifes  of  the 
Hertfordfhire  eltate. 

We  will  do  as  well  as  we  can;  and  hope  for 
comfort  from  you  at  your  return ;  mean  time,  de 
pend  upon  my  not  giving  Mr.  Thrale  additional 
pain  by  my  dejedlion :  I  will  try  to  be  cheerful, 
though  I  am  not  happy ;  and  to  be  merry,  though 
I  do  not  even  beguile  my/elf,  as  Defdemona  fays, 

to  fancy  I  fhall  ever  more  be  unafiefledly 

fo.  I  will  learn'  to  be  as  gaily  milerable,  and  as 
airily  difcontented  as  I  can;  and  hope  that  no 
one  who  is  left  me  fhall  be  made  unhappy  by  the 
vexations  which  gnaw  the  heart  of 

Your  faithful  fervant. 

I  cannot  fay  with  Shylock,  nojighs  but  of  my 
breathing,  no  tears  but  ofmyjhedding,  however.  Here 
is  *  '  *  *  *  juil  come  in,  whofe  fuSerings  from 
the  bankruptcy  of  *  *  *  *  have  been  attended 
with  terrible  confequences  indeed,  and  twenty 
years  added  to  his  looks  at  leaft;  yet  neither  he 
iior  I  would  change,  except  in  a  peevifh  moment 

I   fuppofe,  with  an  Hebridian  laird. Fools  if 

we  would!  when  all  has  been  taken  from  us  (and 
we  have  yet  much  left)  we  are  furely  .better  off 
than  they.  I  read  him  a  paifage  or  two  of  your 
letter,  dated  Sept.  3Oth,  and  made  that  my  com 
ment.  He  was  fullen  enough,  poor  fellow,  but 
as  the  rake  in  ClarifTa  fays,  when  he  had  talked 
nonfenfe  for  half  an  hour  to  a  man  made  defpe- 

rate 
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rate  by  grief,  ''"Twos  Jo  that  I  comforted  and 
adirifed  him. 

Farewel,  the  poftfcript  is  longer  than  the  letter, 
let's  end  it. 

This  will  meet  you  in  London,  where  I  hope 
all  will  be  found  pretty  well. 


To    MRS.   T  H  R  A  L  E. 
MY  DEADEST  MISTRESS,       Edinburgh,  Nov.  i&,  1773. 


T^ 


1  HIS  is  the  laft  letter  that  I  fhall  write ;  while 
you  are-  reading  it,  I  fhall  be, coming  home. 

I  congratulate  you  upon  your  boy;  but  you. 
muft  not  think  that  I  will  love  him  all  at  once  as 
well   as  I  love  Harry,  for  Harry  you  know  is  fo 
rational.     I  mall  lave  by  degrees. 

Poor,  pretty,  dear  Lucy  !  Can  nothing  do  her 
good  ?  1  am  lorry  to  lofe  her.  But  if  me  uiuft 
be  taken  from  us,  let  us  refign  her  with  confidence 
into  the  hands  oi  Him.  who  knows,,  and  who  only 
knows,  what  is  beft  both  for  us  and  her. 

Dp  not  fiuTer  yourfelf  to  be  dejected.  Refolu- 
tiou  and  diligence  will  fupply  all  that  is  wanting, 
and  all  that  is  loft.  But  if  your  health  fhould  be 
impaired,  I  know  not  where  to  find  a  fubftitute. 
I  mall,  have  no  mirVrefs ;  Mr.  Thrale  will  have  no 
wife;  and  the  little  flock  will  have  no  mother. 

I  long  to  be  home,  and:  have  taken  a  place  in 
the  coach  for  Monday ;  I  hope  therefore  to  be  in 
London  on  Friday  the  26th,  in  the  evening. 
Pleafe  to  let  Mts.  Williams  know. 

I  am,  &c. 
L  3  LET- 
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LETTER    XCIV. 
To    MRS.     T   H    R   A   L   E. 

MADAM,  March  11,  1773. 


U  R  matter  is  a  good  man,  and  contrives  well 
for  me.  I  have  now  a  reafon  for  doing  on  Mon 
day  what  I  might  have  been  perfuaded  againft 
my  will  to  have  delayed  till  Tuefday.  I  hope  on 
Monday  'to  be  your  Have  in  the  morning,  and 
Mrs.  Smith's  in  the  evening,  and  then  fall  again 
to  my  true  miftrefs,  and  be  the  reft  of  the  week, 

MADAM, 

Your  moft  obedient. 


LETTER      XCV. 
To     MRS.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
MADAM,  Tuefday. 

IVL  ASTER  is  very  kind  in  being  very  angry ; 
but  he  may  fpare  his  auger  this  time.  I  have 
done  exa&ly  as  Dr.  Lawrence  ordered,  and  am 
much  better  at  the.  expence  of  about  thirty-fix 
ounces  of  blood.  Nothing  in  the  world !  For 
a  good  caufe  I  have  fix-and-thirty  more.  I  long 
though  to  come  to  Streatham,  and  you  Ihall  give 
me  no  folid  flefh  for  a  .week;  and  I  am  to  take 

phylic. 
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phyfic.  And  hey  boys,  up  go  we.  I  was  in 
bed  all  laft  night,  only  a  little  fitting  up.  The 
box  goes  to  Calcutta.  I  am, 

Deareft,  deareft  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 

Let  me  come  to  you  to-morrow. 


LETTER      XCVI. 
To    MR.     T   H    R    A   L   E. 

DBA*.  Sin,  Junes,  1775. 

1  HAVE  taken  the  liberty  of  enclofmg  a  letter,, 
which  contains  a  requeft  of  which  I  cannot  know 
the  propriety.  Nothing,  I  fuppofe,  can  be  done 
till  the  prefent  matter  of  the  tap  *  has  given  no 
tice  of  his  refignation;  and  whether  even  then  it 
is  fit  for  you  to  recommend,  there  may  be  reafon 
to  doubt.  I  fhall  tell  Heely,  that  I  have  laid  his 
letter  before  you,  and  that  he  rnuft  inform  you 
when  he  is  certain  of  the  intended  refignation. 
You  will  then  act  as  you  judge  beft.  There  feems 
to  be  nothing  unreafonable  in  Heely's  defire.  He 
feems  to  have  a  genius  for  an  alehoufe,  and  if  he 
can  get  this  eftablifhment,  may  thank  his  friend 
that  fent  him  to  the  Marfhalfea. 

This,  I  know,  is  a  happy  week ;  you  will  re 
vel  with  your  constituents  in  plenty  and  merri 
ment-; 

*  At  Ranckgh-houfc. 
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merit ;  I  muft  he  kept  at  home  by  my  wicked  mif- 
trefs,  out  of  the  way  of  fo  much  happinefs.  You 
fhall  however  have  my  good  wifhes.  I  hope 
every  man  will  go  from  your  table  more  a  friend 
than  he  came. 

I  am,  &G. 


LETTER      XCVII. 
To    MRS.     T    H    R    A    L   E. 

MADAM,  February  3,  1775. 


many  demands  are  made  upon  me,  that  if 
you  give  leave  I  will  flay  here  till  Tuefday.  My 
pamphlet  has  not  gone  on  at  all.  Pleafe  to  fend 
by  the  bearer  the  papers  on  my  table  ;  and  give 
my  love  to  my  brother  andjtfters. 

I  am,  &c, 


LETTER      XCVIII. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Uniycrfity  College,  March  3,  1775. 

JL  AM  afraid  that  fbmething  has  happened  to 
occupy  your  mind  difagreeably,  and  hinder  you 
from  writing  to  me,  or  thinking  about  me. 

The  fate  of  my  propofal   for  our  friend  Mr. 
Carter    will   be    decided   on  Monday.      Thofe 

whom 


DR.    SAMUEL    JOHNSON;        151 

whom  I  have  fpoken  to  are  all  friends.  I  have 
not  abated  any  part  of  the  entrance  or  payment, 
for  it  has  not  been  thought  too  much,  and  I  hope 
he  will  have  fcholars. 

I  am  very  deaf;  and  yet  cannot  wrell  help  being 
much  in  company,  though  it  is  often  very  uncom 
fortable.  But  when  I  have  done  this  thing, 
which  I  hope  is  a  good  thing,  or  find  that  I  can 
not  do  it,  I  wifh  to  Jive  a  while  under  your  care 
and  prote&ion. 

The  imperfe&ion  of  our  poft  makes  it  uncer 
tain  whether  we  mail  receive  letters,  fooner  than 
we  muft  fend  them ;  this  is  therefore  written  while 
I  yet  do  not  know  whether  you  have  favoured  me 
or  no.  I  was  fufficiently  difcontented  that  I 
heard  nothing  yefterday.  But  fure  all  is  well. 
I  am,  deareft  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER      XCIX. 
To     Mas.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
MADAM,  April  i,  1775. 

JL  HAD  miftaken  the  day  on  which  I  was  to 
dine  with  Mr.  Bruce,  and  hear  of  Abiffinia, 
and  therefore  am  to  dine  this  day  with  Mr.  Ha 
milton. 

The  news  from  Oxford  is,  that  no  tennis-court 
can  be  hired  at  any  price ;  and  that  the  Vice- 
Chancellor  will  not  write  to  the  Clarendon  truf- 
tees  without  fome  previous  intimation  that  his  re- 
queft  will  not  be  unacceptable.  We  jnuft  there 
fore 
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fore  find  fome  way  of  applying  to  Lord  Mans 
field,  who  with  the  Archbifhop  of  York  and  the 
Bifhop  of  Chefter  holds  the  truft.  Thus  are  we 
thrown  to  a  vexatious  diftance.  Poor  *  *  *! 
do  not  tell  him. 

The  other  Oxford  news  is,  that  they  have  fent 
me  a  degree  of  Do&or  of  Laws,  with  fuch  praifes 
in  the  diploma  as,  perhaps,  ought  to  make  me 
afhamed ;  they  are  very  like  your  praifes.  I  won 
der  whether  I  fhall  ever  fhew  them  to  you. 

Bofwell  will  be  with  you.  Pleafe  to  afk  Mur 
phy  the  way  to  Lord  Mansfield.  Dr.  Wetherell, 
who  is  now  here,  and  will  be  here  for  fome  days, 
is  very  defirous  of  feeing  the  brewhoufe ;  I  hope 
Mr.  Thrale  will  fend  him  an  invitation.  He  does 
what  he  can  for  Carter. 

To-day  I  dine  with  Hamilton ;  to-morrow  with 
Hoole;  on  Monday  with  Paradife;  on  Tuefday 
with  matter  and  miftrefs ;  on  Wednefday  with 
Pilly ;  but  come  back  to  the  Tower*. 

Sic  nunquam  rediturus  labitur  annus. 

Jam,  &c. 

Poor  Mrs.  Williams  is  very  bad,  wprfe  than  I 
ever  faw  her. 


*•  The  Tower  was  a  feparate  room  at  Streathatn,  where 
Dr.  Johnfon  flept. 


L  E  T- 
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LETTER      C. 

To    MRS.      T   H    R    A    L   E. 

May  12,  1775. 

•  v>'    .:f  !••'  t.7^!;.Hji;f?ti  y.i!  "l 
D  fo,   my  deareft  Miftrefs,  you  lie  a  bed 
hatching  fufpicions.     I  did  not  mean  to  reproach 
you,  nor  meant  any  thing   but  refpeft,  and  im 
patience  to  know  how  you  did. 

I  wifh  I  could  fay  or  fend  any  thing  to  divert 
you ;  but  I  have  done  nothing  and  feen  nothing. 
I  dined  one  day  with  Paoli,  and  yefterday  with 
Mrs.  Southwells,  and  called  on  Congreve.  Mr. 
Twifs,  hearing  that  you  talked  of  defpoiling  his 
book  of  the  fine  print,  has  fent  you  a  copy  to 
frame.  He  is  going  to  Ireland,  and  I  have  given 
him  letters  to  Dr.  LelandandMr.  Falkner. 

Mr.  M is  fo  ill  that  the  La'd/  is  not 

vifible ;  but  yefterday  I  had  I  know  not  how  much 
kifs  of  Mrs.  Abington,  and  very  good  looks  from 
Mifs  **.***  the  maid  of  honour. 

Bofwell  has  made  me  promife  not  to  go  to  Ox 
ford  till  he  leaves  London ;  I  had  no  great  reafon 
for  hafte,  and  therefore  might  as  well  gratify  a 
friend.  I  am  always  proud  and  pleafed  to  have 
my  company  defired.  Bofwell  would  have 
thought  my  abfence  a  lofs,  and  I  know  not  who 
elfe  would  have  confidered  my  preience  as  profit. 
He  has  entered  himfelf  at  the  Temple,  and  I  join 
ed  in  his  bond.  He  is  to  plead  before  the  Lords, 
and  hopes  very  nearly  to  gain  the  coft  of  his  jour 
ney.  He  lives  much  with  his  friend  Paoli  who 
fays,  a  man  muft  fee  Wales  to  enjoy  England. 

The  book  which  is  now  mod  read,  but  which, 
#s  far  as  I  have  gone,  is  but  dull,  is  Gray's  letters, 

pre- 
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prefixed  by  Mr.  Mafon  to  his  poems.  I  have  bor 
rowed  mine,  and  therefore  cannot  lend  it,  and  I 
can  hardly  recommend  the  purchafe. 

I  have  offended ;  and,  what  is  ftranger,  have 
juftly  offended  the  nation  of  Rafay.  If  they  could 
come  hither,  they  would  be  as  fierce  as  the  Ame 
ricans.  Rafay  has  written  to  Bofwell  an  account 
of  the  injury  done  him,  by  reprefenting  his  houfe 
as  fubordinate  to  that  of  Dunvegan.  Bofwell  has 
his  letter,  and  I  believe  copied  my  anfwer.  I 
have  appeafed  him,  if  a  degraded  chief  can  poffi- 
bly  be  appeafed ;  but  it  will  be  thirteen  days,  days 
of  refentment  and  difcontent,  before  my  recan 
tation  can  reach  him.  Many  a  dirk  will  imagina 
tion,  during  that  interval,  fix  in  my  heart.  I  real 
ly  queftion  if  at  this  time  my  life  would  not  be  in 
danger,  if  diftance  did  not  fecure  it. 

Bofwell  will  find  his  way  to  Streatham  before  he 
goes,  and  will  detail  this  great  affair.  I  would 
have  come  on  Saturday,  but  that  I  am  engaged  to 
do  Dr.  Lawrence  a  little  fervice  on  Sunday. 
Which  day  fhall  I  come  next  week  ?  I  hope  you 
will  be  well  enough  to  fee  me  often.  I  am, 
deareft  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER     CI. 
To  MRS.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  May  20,  1775. 

ILL  try  not  to  be  fullea,,  and  yet  when  I 
leave  you  how  fhall  I  help  it.  Bof.  goes  away  on 
Monday  ;  I  go  in  a  day  or  two  after  him,  and  will 
try  to  be  well,  and  to  be  as  you  would  have  me. 
But  I  hope  that  when  I  come  back  you  will  teach 
me  the  Value  of  liberty. 

Nurfe  tells  me  that  you  are  all  well,  and  Ihe 
hopes  all  growing  better'.  Ralph,  like  other  young 
gentlemen,  will  travel  for  improvement. 

I  have  fent  you  fix  guineas  and  an  half;  fo  you 
may  laugh  at  neglect:  and  parfimony.  It  is  a  fine 
thing  to  have  money.  Peyton  and  Macbean  *  are 
both  ftarving,  and  I  cannot  keep  them. 

Muft  we  mourn  for  the  Qneen  of  Denmark  ?  How 
lhall  I  do  for  my  black  cloatbs  wliich  you  have  in 
the  cheft  ? 

Make  my  compliments  to  every  body. 

I  am,  &c. 

I  dined  in  a  large  company  at  a  diffenting  book- 
feller's  yefterday,  and  dilputed  againfl  toleration 
with  one  Doctor  Meyer. 


*  Peyton  and  Macbean  were  anaanuenfes  of  Dr.  Johnfon. 
Macbean  was  a  man  of  great  learning,  with  little  power  of 
bringing  it  into  play. — He  h;id  read  before  he  died  the  He 
brew  Bible  eleven  times  over.  Peyton  knew  many  modern 
languages,  but  was  kept  from  riling  in  the  world  by  domef- 
tic  naileries. 

LET- 


156          LETTERS   TO    AND   FROM 

LETTER      CII. 
To     MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAREST  LADY,  May  22,  1775. 


N  E  thing  or  other  ftill  hinders  me,  befides 
what  is  perhaps  the  great  hindrance,  that  I  have 
no  great  mind  to  go.  Bofwell  went  away  at  two 
this  morning.  L  -  I  fuppofe  goes  this  week. 
B  -  got  two-and-forty  guineas  in  fees  while  he 
was  here.  He  has,  by  his  wife's  perfuafion  and 
mine,  taken  down  a  prefent  for  his  mother-in- 
law. 

Pray  let  me  know  how  the  breath  does.  I  hope 
there  is  no  lading  evil  to  be  feared.  Take  great 
care  of  yourfelf.  Why  did  you  take  cold  ?  Did 
you  pump  into  your  Ihoes  ? 

I  am  not  forry  that  you  read  Bofwell's  journal. 
Is  it  not  a  merry  piece  ?  There  is  much  in  it  about 
poor  me.  Mifs,  I  hear,  mentions  me  fometimes 
in  her  memoirs. 

I  (hall  try  at  Oxford  what  can  be  done  for 
*****.  What  can  be  done  for  his  daughter  it 
is  nqt  eafy  to  tell.  Does  her  mother  know  her 
own  diftrefs,  or  is  fhe  out  of  her  wits  with  pride, 
or  does  *  *  *  a  little  exaggerate  ?  It  is  {{.range  be 
haviour. 

The  mourning  it  feems  is  general.  I  muft  de- 
fire  that  you  will  let  fomebody  take  my  beft  black 
cloaths  out  of  the  cheft,  and  fend  them.  There  is 
nothing  in  the  cheft  but  what  may  be  tumbled. 
The  key  is  the  neweft  of  thofe  two  that  have  the 
wards  channelled.  When  they  are  at  the  Bo 
ron  gh,  my  man  can  fetch  them. 

But  all  this  while,  dear  and  dear  lady,  take 
great  care  of  yourfelf. 
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Do  not   buy   C 's  travels,  they  are  duller 

than  T 's.     W is  too  fond  of  words,  but 

you  may  read  him.  I  mall  take  care  that  Adah's 
account  of  America  may  be  fent  you,  for  I  fhall 
have  it  of  my  own. 

Beattie  has  called  once  to  fee  me.  He  lives 
grand  at  the  Archbifhop's. 

Dear  lady,  do  not  be  carelefs,  nor  heedlefs,  nor 
ram,  nor  giddy ;  but  take  care  of  your  health.  I 
am,  de"areft  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 

Dr.  Talbot,  which  I  think  I  never  told  you,  has 
given  five  hundred  pounds  to  the  future  infirma 
ry- 


LETTER      CIII. 
To     MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAREST  LADV,  May  25,    1775. 

JL  H  E  fit  was  a  fodden  faintnefs,  fuch  as  I  have 
had  I  know  not  how  often ;  no  harm  came  of  it, 
and  all  is  well.  I  cannot  go  till  Saturday ;  and 
then  go  I  will,  if  I  can.  My  cloaths,  Mr.  Thrale 
fays,  muft  be  made  like  other  people's,  and  they 
ajre  gone  to  the  taylor.  If  I  do  not  go,  you  know 
how  fhall  I  come  back  again  ? 

I  told  you,  I  fancy,  yefterday,  that  I  was  well, 
but  I  thought  fo  little  of  the  diforder,  that  I  know 
not  whether  I  faid  any  thing  about  it. 

I  am,  &c. 

L  E  T- 
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LETTER      CIV. 

To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR    MABAM,  June  i,   1/75. 

1  KNOW  well  enough  what  you  think,  but  I 
am  out  of  your  reach.  I  did  not  make  the  epitaph 
before  laft  night  and  this  morning ;  I  have  found 
it  too  long.  I  fend  you  it  as  it  is  to  pacify  you, 
and  will  make  it  fhorter.  It  is  too  long  by  near 
half.  Tell  me  what  you  would  be  moft  willing  to 
fpare. 

Dr.  Wetherell  went  with  me  to  the  Vice  Chan 
cellor,  to  whom  we  told  the  tranfadlion  with  my 
Lord  of  Chelter,  and  the  Vice  Chancellor  promif- 
ed  to  write  to  the  Archbifhop.  I  told  him  that  he 
needed  have  no  fcruples;  he  was  afking  nothing 
for  himfelf ;  nothing  that  would  make  him  richer, 
or  them  poorer ;  and  that  he  a6led  only  as  a  ma- 
giftrate,  and  one  concerned  for  the  intereft  of  the 
XJniverfity.  Dr.  Wetherell  promifes  to  ftimulate 
him. 

Don't  fuppofe  that  I  live  here  as  we  live  at  Streak- 
ham.  1  went  this  moruiilg  to  the  chapel  at  fix, 
.aid  if  I  was  to  ftay  would  try  to  conform  to  all 
wholefcnqe  rule?.  Pray  let  Harry  have  the  penii}* 
which  I  owe  him  for  the  laft  morning.  »  i 

Mr.  Col  Ion  is  well,  and  full  willing  to  keep  me; 
but  I  delight  not  in  being  long  here.  Mr.  Smclle* 
of  Lochlomond  and  his  Lady  have  been  here.  We 
were  very  glad  to  meet. 

Piay  let  me  know  how  you  do,  and  play  && 
more  tricks;  if  you  do,  I  can  yet  come  back  and 
watch  you. 

I  am,  &c. 

L  E  TV 
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LETTER    CV. 
To    M*.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR    SIR, 

JL  B  £  G  that  you  will  be  pleafed  to  fend  me  an 
atteftation  to  Mr.  Carter's  merit.  I  am  going  to 
morrow  ;  and  mall  leave  the  pamphlet  *  to  ihift 
for  itfelf. 

You  need  only  fay,  that  you  have  fufficieiir 
knowledge  of  Mr.  Garter  to  teftify  that  he  is  emi 
nently  Ikilful  in  the  art  which  he  profeifes,  and 
that  he  is  a  man  of  fuch  decency  and  regularity  of 
manners,  that  there  will  be  no  danger  from  his 
example  to  the  youth  of  the  colleges  ;  and  that 
therefore  you  fhall  confider  it;  as  a  favour  if  leave 
may  be  obtained  for  him  to  profefs  horfeaaao- 
fhip  in  the  Univerlity. 

•.""  :"v?.is.rO    '*.;t  .'.'   ei   5.^:i7    r.rv.  :•         friDni'j    o( 

I  am,  &.c. 

Pleafe   to  free  this  letter  to  Mifs  Lucy  Porter 
in  Lichfield. 

Taxation  no  Tyranny. 


LET- 
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LETTER      CVII. 
To     MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

MADAME,  June   5,   1775. 

J_  R  O  I  S  jours  font  paffez  fans  que  je  receive 
une  lettre ;  point  de  nouvelles,  point  d'amitie, 
point  de  querelles.  Un  filence  fi  rare,  que  veut- 
il?  je  vous  ai  envoye  Fepitaphe,  trop  longue  a 
la  verite,  mais  on  la  raccourcira  fans  beaucoup 
de  peine.  Vous  n'en  avez  pas  dit  un  mot.  Peut- 
etre  que  je  ferai  plus  heureux  ce  foir. 

J'ai  epuife  ce  lieu,  ou  je  netudie  pas,  et  ou  fi 
on  ote  1'etude,  il  n'y  a  rien,  et  je  ne  trouve  guere 
moyen  d'echaper.  Les  voitures  qui  paffent  par 
cy,  paflent  dans  la  nuit ;  les  chaifes  de  pofte  me 
couteront  beaucoup.  J 'envoye  querir  un  paflage 
plus  commode. 

Je  dinerai  dcmain  cbez  le  Vice  Chancelier, 
j'efpere  de  trouver  des  chofes  un  peu  favorables 
a  notre  ami  infortune,  mais  je  n'ai  nulle  con- 
fiance.  Je  fuis, 

MADAME, 

Votre  tres  obeiffant  ferviteur. 


LET- 
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LETTER      CVIII. 
To    MRS.      T   H   R    A   L   E. 
MADAM,  June  6,  1775. 

0  U  C  H  is  the  uncertainty  of  all  human  things, 
that  Mr.  C has  quarrelled  with  me.    He  fays, 

1  raife  the  laugh  upon  him,  and  he  is  an  indepen 
dent  man,  and  all  he  has  is' his  own,  and  he  is  not 
ufed  to  fuch  things.     And  fo  I  fhall  have  no  more 

good  of  C -,  of  whom  I  never  had  any  good 

but  flattery,  which  my  dear  miftrefs  knows  I  can 
have  at  home. 

That  I  had  no  letters  yefterday  I  do  not  won- 
drr  j  for  yefterday  we  had  no  poft.  I  hope  fome- 
thing  will  come  to-day.  Our  poft  is  fo  ill-regula 
ted  that  we  cannot  receive  letters  and  anfwer  them 
the  fame  day. 

Here  I  am,  and  how  to  get  away  I  do  riot  fee  j 
for  the  power  of  departure  otherwife  than  in  a  poft- 
chaife  depends  upon  accidental  vacancies  in  paf- 
fmg  coaches,  of  which  all  but  one  in  a  week  pafs 
through  this  place  at  three  in  the  morning.  After 
that  one  I  have  fent,  but  with  little  hope;  yet  I 
fhall  be  very  unwilling  to  ftay  here  another 
•week. 

I  fupped  two  nights  ago  with  Mr.  Bright,  who 
enquired  after  Harry  and  Queeney,  to  whom  I 
likewife  deli  re  to  be  remembered. 

Suppofe  I  fhould  grow  like  my  miftrefs,  and  when 
I  am  to  go  forward,  think  eagerly  how  and  when 
I  fhall  come  back,  would  that  be  a  ftrange  thing  ? 
Love  and  reverence  have  always  had  fome  tenden 
cy  to  produce  conformity. 

Where  is  Mr.  Baretti  ?  Are  he  and  Queeney 

plague  and  darling  as  they  are  ufed  to  be  ?  I  hope 

Voi.  I.  M  my 


162        LETTERS    TO    AND    FROM 

my  fweet  Queeney  will  write  me  a  long  letter, 
when  I  am  fo  fettled  that  flie  knows  how  to  direct 
to  me,  and  if  I  can  find  any  thing  for  her  cabinet, 
I  (hall  be  glad  to  bring  it. 

What  the  Vice  Chancellor  fays  *efpe6Ung  Mr. 
Carter,  if  he  fays  any  thing,  you  mall  know  to 
morrow,  for  I  mail  probably  leave  him  too  late 
for  this  day's  poft. 

If  I  have  not  a  little  fomething  from  you  to 
day,  I  mall  think  fomething  very  calamitous  has 
befallen  us.  This  is  the  natural  effect  of  punctu 
ality.  Every  intermiflion  alarms.  Deareft  dear 
Lady,  take  care  of  yourfelf.  You  connect  us, 
and  rule  us,  and  vex  us,  and  pleafe  us.  We  have 
all  a  deep  intereft  in  your  health  and  profperity. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      CIX. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  S. 
DBA&EST  LADY,  June  7,   1775. 

Y  O  XT  R  letter  which  ought  to  have  come  on 
Tuefday  came  not  till  Wednesday.  Well,  now  I 
know  that  there  is  no  harm,  I  will  take  a  chaife 
and  march  away  towards  my  own  country. 

You  are  but  a  goofe  at  laft.  Wilton  told  you, 
that  there  is  room  for  three  hundred  and  fifty  let 
ters,  which  are  equivalent  to  twelve  lines.  If  you 
reckon  by  lines,  the  infcription  has  feventeen  :  if 
by  letters,  five  hundred  and  feventy-nine  ;  fo  that 
one  way  you  muft  expel  five  lines,  the  other  two 

hundred 
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hundred  and  twenty-nine  letters.  This  will  per 
plex  us ;  there  is  little  that  by  my  own  choice  I 
Ihould  like  to  fpare  ;  but  we  muft  comply  with  the 
ftone. 

G and  I  are  pretty  well  again.     I  grudge 

the  coft  of  going  to  Lichfield,  Frank  and  I  in  a 
poft-chaife ;  yet  I  think  of  thundering  away  to-mor 
row  ;  fo  you  will  write  your  next  dear  letter  to 
Lichfield. 

This  letter  is  written  on  Wednefday  after  the 
receipt  of  yours,  but  will  not  be  delivered  to  the 
poft  till  to-morrow.  I  wifh  Ralph  better,  and  my 
matter  and  his  boys  well.  I  have  pretty  good 
nights. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      CX. 
Ta   MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DBA*  MADABJ,  June  i  a,  1775. 


N  Thurfday  morning  I  took  a  poft-chaife,  and 
intended  to  have  paifed  a  day  or  two  at  Birming 
ham,  but  He&or  had  company  in  his  houfe,  and  I 
went  on  to  Lichfield,  where  I  know  not  yet  how 
long  I  mall  flay,  but  think  of  going  forward  to 
Afhbourne  in  a  ihort  time.  - 

Neither  your  letters  nor  mine  feem  to  have  kept 
due  time  ;  if  you  fee  the  date  of  the  letter  in  which 
the  epitaph  was  inclofed,  you  will  find  that  it  has 
been  delayed.  I  mail  adjuft  the  epitaph  fome  way 
or  other.  Send  me  your  advice, 

M  2  Poor 
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Poor  Mifs  Porter  has  been  bad  with  the  gout  in 
her  hand.  She  cannot  yet  drefs  herfelf. 

I  am  glad  that  Ralph  is  gone ;  a  new  air  may  do 
him  good.  I  hope  little  Mifs  promifes  well. 

I  will  write  you  a  longer  letter  on  Monday,  be 
ing  juft  now  called  out  according  to  an  appoint 
ment  which  I  had  forgotten. 

I  am,  £c. 


LETTER      CXI. 
To    MRS.     T   H   R    A    L   E. 
DEAREST  LADY,  June   u,    1775. 

A  M  forry  that  my  matter  has  undertaken  an 
impracticable  intereft ;  but  it  will  be  forgotten  be 
fore  the  next  ele&ion.  I  fuppofe  he  was  afked  at 
fome  time  when  he  could  not  well  refufe. 

Lady  Smith  is  fettled  at  laft  here,  and  fees  com 
pany  at  her  new  houfe. — I  went  on  Saturday. 
Poor  Lucy  Porter  has  her  hand  in  a  bag,  fo  difa- 
bled  by  the  gout  that  fhe  cannot  drefs  herfelf.  She 
does  not  go  out.  All  your  other  friends  are 
well. 

I  go  every  day  to  Stow  hill:  both  the  fitters  are 
now  at  home.  I  fent  Mrs.  Afton  a  Taxation,  and 
lent  it  nobody  elfe,  and  Lucy  borrowed  it.  Mrs. 
Atton  fince  that  enquired  by  a  melfenger  when  I 
was  expelled.  I  can  tell  nothing  about  it,  an- 
fwered  Lucy ;  when  he  is  to  be  here  I  fuppofe  me'll 
know. 

Every  body  remembers  you  all.  You  left  a 
good  impreflion  behind  you.  I  hope  you  will  do 

the 
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the  fame  at  *****.  Do  not  make  them  fpeecb- 
es.  Unufual  compliments,  to  which  there  is  no 
ftated  and  prefcriptive  anfwer,  embarrafs  the  fee 
ble,  who  know  not  what  to  fay,  and  difguft  the 
wife,  who  knowing  them  to  be  falfe,  fufpeft  them 
to  be  hypocritical.  Did  I  think  when  I  fat  down 
to  this  paper  that  I  fhould  write  a  leffon  to  my 
miftrefs,  of  whom  I  think  with  fo  piuch  admira 
tion? 

As  to  Mr.  Carter,  I  am  inclined  to  think  that 
our  projedl  will  fucceed.  The  Vice-Chancellor  is 
really  in  camel.  He  remarked  to  me  how  necef- 
fary  rt  muft  te  to  provide  in  places  of  education  a 
fufficient  variety  of  innocent  amufements,  to  keep 
the  young  men  from  pernicious  pleafures. 

When  I  did  not  hear  from  you,  I  thought  whe 
ther  it  would  not  be  proper  to  come  back  and  look 
for  you.  I  knew  not  what  might  have  happen 
ed. 

Confiderihe  epitaph,  which,  you  know,  muft 
be  fhortened,  and  tell  what  part  you  can  beft 
fpare.  Part  of  it,  which  tells  the  birth  and  marri 
age,  is  formulary,  and  can  be  expreifed  only  one 
way ;  the  character  we  can  make  longer  or  fhoj> 
-ter ;  and  iince  it  is  too  long,  may  choofe  what  we 
lhall  take  away.  You  muft  get  the  dates  for  which 
you  fee  fpaces  left. 

You  never  told  me,  and  I  omitted  to  enquire, 
how  you  were  entertained  by  BofwelFs  Journal. 
One  would  think  the  man  had  been  hired  to  be  a 
fpy  upon  me.  He  was  very  diligent,  and  caught 
opportunities  of  writing  from  time  to  time.  You 
may  now  conceive  yourfelf  tolerably  well  acquaint 
ed  with  the  expedition.  Folks  want  me  to  go  to 
Italy,  but  I  fay  you  are  not  for  it.  However 
write  often  to,  Madam, 

YOUP,  &c. 

LET- 
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LETTER       CXII. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAREST  LADY,  Lichfield,  June  15,  1775. 

X  N  O  W  write  at  Mrs.  Cobb's,  where  I  have 
dined  and  had  cuftard.  She  and  Mifs  Adey  fend 
their  C9mpliments.  Nothing  conijderable  has  hap 
pened  fmce  I  wrote,  only  I  am  forry  to  fee  Mifs 
Porter  fo  bad  ;  and  I  am  not  well  pleafed  to  find 
that  after  a  very  comfortable  intermiffion,  the 
old  flatulence  diitreifed  me  again  laft  night.  The 
world  is  full  of  ups  and  downs,  as  I  think  I  once 
told  you  before. 

Lichfield  is  full  of  box-clubs.  The  ladies  have 
one  for  their  own  fex.  They  have  incorporated 
themfelves  tinder  the  appellation  of  the  Amicable 
Society;  and  pay  each  twopence  a  week  to  the 
box.  Any  woman  who  can  produce  the  weekly 
twopence  is  admitted  to  the  fociety ;  and  when 
.any  0f  the  poor  fubfcribers  is  in  want,  ihe  has 
fix  fhillings  a  week  ;  and  I  think  when  fhe  dies 
five  pounds  are  given  to  her  children.  Lucy  is 
not  one,  nor  Mrs.  Cobb.  The  fubfcribers  are 
always  quarrelling;  and  every  now  and  then  a 
lady  in  a  fume  withdraws  her  name ;  but  they  are 
an  hundred  pounds  before  hand. 

Mr.  Greeu  has  got  a  caft  of  Shakefpeare,  which 
he  holds  ro  be  a  very  exa£c  refemblance. 

There  is  great  lamentation  here  for  the  death'of 
Coll.  Lucy  is  of  opinion  that  he  was  wonder 
fully  handfome. 

Bofwell  is  a  favourite,  but  he  has  loft  ground 
fmce  I  told  them  that  he  is  married,  and  all  hope 
is  over. 

Be 
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Be  fo  kind  as  to  let  me  know  when  you  go  to 
Lewes,  and  when  you  come  back,  that  I  may  not 
fret  for  want  of  a  letter,  as  I  fretted  at  Oxford. 
Pay  my  refpe&s  to  my  dear  mafter. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER    cxm. 

To   MRS.      T  H   R    A   L   £. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  June  17,  1775. 

W  RITE  to  me  fomething  every  poft,  for  on 
the  ftated  day  my  head  runs  upon  a  letter.  I  will 
anfwer  Queeney.  Bad  nights  came  again ;  but  I 
took  mercury,  and  hope  to  find  good  effedls.  I 
am  diftrefsfully  and  frightfully  deaf.  QjtereUs 
jamfatis  datum. 

So  we  mail  have  a  fine  houfe  in  the  winter,  as 
we  already  have  in  the  fummer.  I  am  not  forry 
for  the  appearance  of  a  little  fuperfluous  expence. 
I  have  not  yet  been  at  Afhbourne,  and  yet  I  would 
fain  flatter  myfclf  that  you  begin  to  wifh  me 
home ;  but  do  not  tell  me  fo,  if  it  be  not  true, 
for  I  am  very  well  at  Stowhill. 

Mrs.  Porter  will  be  glad  of  a  memorial  from 
you,  and  will  keep  the  work-bag  carefully,  but 
has  no  great  ufe  for  it ;  her  prefent  qualifications 
far  the  niceties  of  needle-work  being  dim  eyes  and 
lame  fingers. 

Of  the  harveft  about  us  it  is  faid  much  is  ex^ 
pefted  from  the  wheat,  more  indeed  than  can  be 
eafily  remembered.  The  barley  is  promifing 
enough,  but  not  uncommonly  exuberant.  But 

this 
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this  is  of  itielf  a  very  good  account,  for  no  grain 
is  ever  dear,  when  wheat  is  cheap.  I  hope  there 
fore  that  my  matter  may  without  fear  or  danger 
build  this  year  and  dig  the  next.  I  do  not  find 
that  in  this  part  of  the  country  rain  has  been 
much  wanted. 

If  you  go  with  Mrs.  D ,  do  not  forget  me 

amidft  the  luxuries  of  abfolute  dominion,  but  let 
me  have  kind  letters  full  of  yourfelf,  of  your  own 
hopes,  and  your  own  fears,  and  your  own 
thoughts,  and  then  go  where  you  will.  You  will 
find  your  journey  however  but  a  barren  bufinefs; 
it  is  dull  to  live  neither  fcolding  nor  fcolded,  nei 
ther  governing  nor  governed.  Now  try. 

I  expected  that  when  the  intereft  of  the  county 
had  been  divided,  Mawbey  would  have  had  very 
little  difficulty,  and  am  glad  to  find  that  Norton 
oppofes  him  with  fo  much  efficacy ;  pray  fend  me 
the  refult. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      CXIV. 
To     MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  June  19,  1775. 

1  HOPE  it  is  true  that  Ralph  mends,  and  wifh 
you  were  gone  to  fee  him,  that  you  might  come 
back  again. 

Queeney  revenges  her  long  talk  upon  Mr.  Ba- 
retti's  hen,  who  muft  fit  on  duck  eggs  a  week 
longer  than  on  her  own.  I  hope  (he  takes  great 

care 
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care  of  my  hen,  and  the  Guinea  hen,  and  her 
pretty  little  brood. 

I  was  afraid  Mawbey  would  fucceed,  and  have 
little  hope  from  the  fcrutiny.  Did  you  ever  know 
a  fcrutiny  change  the  account  ? 

Mifs  A does  not  run  after  me,  but  I  do  not 

want  her,  here  are  other  ladies. 

Invenies  alium,  fi  te  hie  faftidit  Alexis. 

Mifs.  *  *  *  *  grows  old,  and  Mifs  Vyfe  has 
been  ill,  but  I  believe  fhe  came  to  me  as  foon  as 
fhe  got  out.  And  I  can  always  go  to  Stowhill. 
So  never  grieve  about  me.  Only  flatulencies  are 
come  again. 

Your  diflertation  upon  Queeney  is  very  deep. 
I  know  not  what  to  fay  to  the  chief  queftion. 
Nature  probably  has  fome  part  in  human  charac 
ters,  and  accident  has  fome  part;  which  has 
moft  we  will  try  to  fettle  when  we  meet. 
.  Small  letters  will  undoubtedly  gain  room  for 
more  words,  but  words  are  ufelefs  if  they  cannot 
be  read.  The  lines  need  not  all  be  kept  diftindi, 
and  fome  words  I  fhall  wifh.  to  leave  out,  though 
very  few.  It  muft  be  revifed  before  it  is  engraved. 
I  always  told  you  that  Mr.  Thrale  was  a  man, 
take  him  for  all  in  all,  you  ne'er  will  look  upon 
his  like;  but  you  never  mind  him  nor  me,  till 
time  forces  conviction  into  your  fteely  bofom. 
You  will,  perhaps,  find  all  right  about  the  houfe 
and  the  windows. 

Pray  always  fuppofe  that  I  fend  my  refpe&s  to 
Matter,  and  Queeney,  and  Harry,  and  Sufey, 
and  Sophy. 

Poor  Lucy  mends  very  flowly,  but  fhe  is  very 
good-humoured,  while  I  do  juft  as  fhe  would 
have  me. 

Lady  Smith  has  got  anew  pofl-chaife,  which  is 
not  nothing  to  talk  on  at  Lichfield.  Little  things 

here 
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here  ferve  for  converfation.  Mrs.  Afton's  parrot 
pecked  my  leg,  and  I  heard  of  it  ibme  time  after 
at  Mrs.  Cobb's. 

We  deal  in  nicer  things 

Than  routing  armies  and  dethroning  kings. 

A  week  ago  Mrs.  Cobb  gave  me  fweetmeats  to 
breakfaft,  and  I  heard  of  it  laft  night  at  Stowhill. 

If  you  are  for  fmall  talk : 

Come  on,  and  do  the  beft  you  can, 

I  fear  not  you,  nor  yet  a  better  roan. 

I  could  tell  you  about  Lucy's  two  cats,  and  Brill 
her  brother's  old  dog,  who  is  gone  deaf;  but  the 
day  would  fail  me.  Suadetilque  cadentia  fidera, 
fomnuin.  So  faid  ^Eneas.  But  I  have  not  yet 
had  my  dinner.  I  have  begun  early,  for 
what  would  become  of  the  nation  if  a  letter  of 
importance  ihould  mifs  the  poft  ?  Pray  write  to, 
.deareft  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER      CXV. 
To   MRS.   T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR.  MADAM,  Lichfield  June  21,  1773. 

JN  OW  I  hope  you  are  thinking,  (hall  I  have 
a  letter  to-day  from  Lichfield  ?  Something  of  a 
letter  you  will  have ;  how  elfe  can  I  expe£t  that 
you  fhould  write  ?  and  the  morning  on  which  I 
fhould  mifs  a  letter  would  be  a  morning  of  uneafi- 

nefs, 
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nefs,  notwithftanding  all  that  would  be  faidbf 
done  by  the  fitters  of  Stowhill,  who  do  and  fay- 
whatever  good  they  can.  They  give  me  good 
words,  and  cherries,  and  ftrawberries.  Lady 
*  *_*  *  and  her  mother  and  fifter  were  vinting 
there  yefterday,  and  Lady  *  *  *  *  -took  her  tea 
before  her  mother, 

Mrs.  Gobb  is  to  come  to  Mtfs  Porter's  this  after- 
noon.  Mifs  A —  comes  little  near  me.  Mr.  Lang- 
Jey  of  Afhbourne  was  here  to-day,  in  his  way  to 
Birmingham,  and  every  body  talks  of  you. 

The  ladies  of  the  Amicable  Society  are  to  walk, 
in  a  few  days,  from  the  town-hall  to  the  cathedral 
in  proceffion  to  hear  a  fermon.  They  walk  in 
linen  gowns,  and  each  has  a  flick  with  an  acorn, 
but  for  the  acorn  they  could  give  no  reafon,  till  I 
told  them  of  the  civick  crown. 

I  have  juft  had  your  fweet  Tetter,  and  am  glad 
that  you  are  to  be  at  the  regatta.  You  know  how 
little  I  love  to  have  you  left  out  of  any  fhining 
part  of  life.  You  have  every  right  to  diftin&ion, 
and  fhould  therefore  be  diftinguifhed.  You  will 
fee  a  Ihow  with  philofophic  fuperiority,  and  there 
fore  may  fee  it  fat ely.  It  is  eafy  to  talk  of  lilting  at 
home  contented,  when  others  are  feeing  or  making 
ftiows.  But  not  to  have  been  where  it  is  fuppofed, 
and  feldom  fuppofed  falfely,  that  all  would  go  if 
they  could ;  to  be  able  to  fay  nothing  when  every 
one  is  talking;  to  have  no  opinion  when  every 
one  is  judging;  to  hear  exclamations  of  rapture 
without  power  to  deprefs ;  to  liften  to  falfehoods 
without  right  to  contradict,  is,  after  all,  a  ftate 
of  temporary  inferiority,  in  which  the  mind  is 
rather  hardened  by  ftubbornnefs,  than  fupported 
by  fortitude.  If  the  world  be  worth  winning,  let 
us  enjoy  it ;  if  it  is  to  be  defpifed,  let  us  defpife 
ft  by  conviction.  But  the  world  is  not  to  be  de 
fpifed  but  as  it  is  compared  with  fomething  better. 
Company  is  in  itfelf  better  than  folitude,  and 

pleafure 
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pleafure  better  than  indolence.  Ex  nihilo  nihilfi, 
fays  the  moral  as  well  as  natural  philolbpher. 
By  doing  nothing  and  by  knowing  nothing  no 
power  of  doing  good  can  be  obtained.  He  muft 
mingle  with  the  world  that  defires  to  be  ufeful. 
Evtry  new  fcene  impreHes  new  ideas,  enriches 
the  imagination,  and  enlarges  the  power  of  rea- 
fon,  by  new  topicks  of  comparifon.  You  that 
have  feen  the  regatta  will  have  images  which  we 
who  mifs  it  muft  want,  and  no  intelledtual  images 
are  without  ufe.  But  when  you  are  in  this  fcene 
of  fplendour  and  gayety,  do  not  let  one  of  your 
fits  ot  negligence  fteal  upon  you.  Hoc  age,  is  the 
great  rule  whether  you  are  ferious  or  merry ;  whe 
ther  you  are  ftating  the  expences  of  your  family, 
learning  fcience  or  duty  from  a  folio,  or  floating 
on  the  Thames  in  a  fancied  drefs.  Of  the  whole 
entertainment  let  me  not  hear  fo  copious  nor  fo 
true  an  account  from  any  body  as  from  you. 


Your,  £c. 


LETTER     CXVI. 
To  MRS.   T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  June  23,   1775. 

O  O  now  you  have  been  at  the  regatta,  for  I 
hope  you  got  tickets  fomewhere,  elfe  you  wanted 
me,  and  I  mall  not  be  forry,  becaufe  you  fancy 
vou  can  do  fo  well  without  me;  but  however  I 

hope 
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hope  you  got  tickets,  and  were  drefled  fine  and 
fanciful,  and  made  a  fine  part  of  the  fine  fhow, 
and  heard  mufick,  and  faid  good  things,  and  ft  aid 
on  the  water  four  hours  after  midnight,  and  came 
well  home,  and  flept,  and  dreamed  of  the  regatta, 
and  waked,  and  found  yourfelf  in  bed,  and  thought 
now  it  is  all  over,  only  I  muft  write  about  it  to 
Lichfield. 

We  make  a  hard  fhift  here  to  live  on  without  a 
regatta.  The  cherries  arc  ripe  at  Stowhill,  and 
the  currants  are  ripening,  and  the  ladies  are  very 
kind  to  me.  I  wifh,  however,  you  would  go  to 
Surry,  and  come  back,  though  I  think  it  wifer  to 
{lay  till  the  improvement  in  Ralph  may  become 
preceptible,  elfe  you  will  be  apt  to  judge  by  your 
wifhes  and  your  imagination.  Let  us  in  the  mean 
time  hope  the  beft.  Let  me  but  know  when  you 
go,  and  when  you  come  back  again. 

If  you  or  Mr.  Thrale  will  write  to  Dr.  We- 
therell  about  Mr.  Carter,  it  will  pleafe  Wetherell, 
and  keep  the  bufmefs  in  motion.  They  know 
not  otherwife  how  to  communicate  news  if  they 
have  it. 

As  to  my  hopes  and  my  wifhes,  I  can  keep 
them  to  myfelf.  They  will  perhaps  grow  lefs  if 
they  are  laughed  at.  I  needed  not  tell  them,  but 
that  I  have  little  elfe  to  write,  and  I  needed  not 
write,  but  that  I  do  not  like  to  be  without  hearing 
from  you,  becaufe  I  love  the  Th rales  and  the 
Thralites. 

lam,  £c. 


LET- 
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LETTER    CXVII. 
MRS.    THRALE    to    DR.    JOHNSON. 
DEAR   SIR,  Streatham,  June  24,  1775. 

YOUR  letters  are  very  kind  and  very  pleating : 
the  laft  came  juft  as  I  was  fetting  out  for  the  re 
gatta,  of  which  you  have  a  right  to  the  beft  de- 
fcription  I  can  give ;  but  firft  let  us  talk  of  our- 
felves,  each  other,  and  our  friends.  I  am  glad 
the  Mifs  Aftons  treat  you  with  f'uch  good  things, 
but  would  not  have  the  currants  of  Stowhill  pre 
ferred  to  the  grapes  of  Streatham,  for  that  is  mere 
partiality,  a  word  you  never  ufe,  fo  you  are  bound 
to  fcom  the  thing.  Why  does  Mifs  *  *  *  *  ne 
ver  find  a  place  in  the  letters  from  Lichfield.  I 
thought  her  a  mighty  elegant  amiable  country  lady. 

Mr.  *  *  *  *  is  pedantic  enough ;  a  good  man 
however  you  fay,  and  has  a  ftrong  defire  of  being 
agreeable.  'Tis  very  flattering  to  me  when  peo 
ple  make  my  talents  the  fubjeft  of  their  praifes, 
in  order  to  obtain  your  favour. 

Lady  *  *  *  fhould  not  have  taken  the  tea  be 
fore  her  mother,  that's  certain,  as  her  hufband  is 
dead,  and  all  pretence  of  fuppoiting  the  rank  he 
had  given  her  is  paft,  fo  not  only  natural  but  ar 
tificial  propriety  was  violated,  and  I  can  find  no 
excufe  for  her  conduct,  except  too  attentive  an 
obfervation  to  dear  Mr.  Johnfon's  odd  fpeeches 
againft  parental  authority. 

Now  for  the  regatta,  of  which,  Baretti  fays, 
the  firft  notion  was  taken  from  Venice,  where  the 
gondoliers  pra&ife  rowing  agaiuft  each  other  per 
petually,  and  I  dare  fay  'tis  good  diveriion  where 
the  weather  invites,  and  the  water  feduces  to  fuch 

enter- 
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entertainments ; — here,  however,  it  was  not  likely 
to  anfwer ;  and  I  think  nobody  was  pleafed. 

Well  1  Croefus  promifed  a  reward,  you  remem 
ber,  for  him  who  fhould  produce  a  new  delight ; 
but  the  prize  was  never  obtained,  for  nothing  that 
was  new  proved  delightful ;  and  Dr.  Goldfmith, 
three  thoufand  years  afterwards,  found  out,  that 
whoever  did  a  new  thing  did  a  bad  thing,  and 
whoever  faid  a  new  thing  faid  a  falfe  thing. — So  yef- 
termorning,  a  flag  flying  from  fome  confpicuous 
fteeple  in  Weftminiler  gave  notice  of  the  approach 
ing  feftival,  and  at  noon  the  managers  determined 
to  hold  it  on  that  day.  In  about  two  hours  the 
wind  rofe  very  high,  and  the  river  was  exceeding 
ly  rough;  but  the  lot  was  caft,  and  the  la 
dies  went  on  with  their  drefles.  It  had  been 
agreed  that  all  fhould  wear  white;  but  the  orna 
ments  were  left  to  our  own  choice.  I  was  afraid 
of  not  being  fine  enough ;  fo  I  trimmed  my  white 
luteftring  with  filver  gauze,  and  wore  black  rib 
bons  intermixed.  We  had  obtained  more  tickets 
than  I  hoped  for,  though  Sir  Thomas  Robinfon 
gave  us  none  at  laft ;  but  he  gives  one  fuch  a  pro- 
fulion  of  words,  and  bows,  and  compliments, 
that  I  fuppofe  he  thinks  every  thing  elfe  fuperflu- 
ous. — Mr.  Gator  was  the  man  for  a  real  favour  at 
laft,  whofe  character  is  directly  oppofite,  as  you 
know ;  but  if  both  are  actuated  by  the  fpirit  of 
kindnefs,  let  us  try  at  leaft  to  love  them  both, 
yet  ftill 

Prefer  the  ftronger  effort  of  its  pow'r, 
And  juftly  fet  the  gein  above  the  flow'r. 

He  wiftied  Hefter  to  go,  and  ftie  wilhed  it  too, 
and  her  father  wifhed  it,  fo  I  would  not  ftand  out, 
though  my  fears  for  her  health  and  fafety  leflened 
the  pleafure  her  company  always  gives. — The 

D'Avenants 
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D'Avenants  then,    Mr.  Cator,  Mr.   Evans,   Mr. 
Seward,  and  ourfelves  fet  about  being  happy  with 
all  our  might — and  tried  for  a  barge  to  flutter  in 
all  together.     The  barges  however  were  already 
full,  and  we  were  to  be  divided  and  put  into  fepa- 
rate  boats.     The  water  was  rough,  even  ferioufly 
fo ;  the  time  glided  away  in  deliberation  of  what 
was  to  be  done ;  and  we  refolved  at  laft  to  run  to 
the  boufe  of  a  gentleman   in   the  Temple,    of 
whom  we  knew  nothing  but  that  he  was  D'Ave- 
nant's  friend,  and  look  at  the  race  from  his  win 
dows — then  drive  away  for  Ranelagh  in  time  to 
fee  the  barges  drawn  up,  and   the  company  dif- 
embark.      Of    the    race,    however,    fcarce   any 
thing  could  be  feen,  for  clouds  of  duft  that  inter 
cepted  one's  fight ;  and  we  have  no  balconies  to 
fee  fhows  from,  as  are  provided  in  countries  where 
proceffions  make  much  of  the  means  of  entertain 
ments;  fo  we  difcompofed  our  head-drefles  againft 
each  other,  by  ftruggling  for  places  in  an  open 
window,  and  then  begged  pardon   with  curtlies, 
which  expofed  our  trains  to  be  trod  on,  and  made 
us  flill  more  out  of  humour.     It  was  however  a 
pleafure  to  look  at  the  crowd  of  fpe&ators.     Eve 
ry  fhop  was  fhut ;  every  ftreet  deferted ;  and  the 
tops  of  all  fuch   houfes  as  had  any  catch  of  the 
river  iwarmed  with  people  like  bees  fettling  on  a 
branch.     Here  is  no  exaggeration,  upon  my  ho 
nour  ;  even  the  lamp-irons  on  Weftminfter  bridge 
were  converted  into  feats,  while  every  lighter  ly 
ing  in  the  Thames  bore  men  up  to  the  top-maft- 
head.     This  was  the   true  wonder   of  the   day. 
Baretti  fays,  he  will  ihew  us  finer  fights  when  we 
go  to  Italy ;  I  believe  him ;  but  mail  we  ever  fee  fo 
populous  a  city  as  London?  So  rich  a  city?  So 
happy  a  city?  I  fancy  not. 

Let 
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Let  bear  or  elephant  be  e'er  fo  white, 
The  people  lure,  the  people  are  the  fight. 

They  could  not  indeed  be  very  attentive  to  the 
games  like  thofe  Horace  talks  of;  for  here  was 
neither  panther  nor  camel ;  no  pretence  to  draw 
us  together,  as  I  could  find ; — yet  they  fat  fo  thick 
upon  the  Hating  of  Whitehall,  that  nobody  could 
perfuade  me  for  a  long  while  out  of  the  notion 
that  it  was  covered  with  black,  till  through  a  te- 
lefcope  we  fpied  the  animals  in  motion,  like  magni 
fied  mites  in  a  bit  of  old  cheefe.  Well !  from 
this  houfe  in  the  Temple  we  halted  away  to  Ra- 
nelagh,  happy  in  having  at  leaft  convinced  a  hun 
dred  folks  we  never  faw  before  and  perhaps  never 
lhall  fee  again,  that  we  had  tickets  for  the  regat 
ta,  and  fine  clothes  to  fpoil  with  the  rain,  and 
that  we  were  not  come  thither  like  the  vulgar — 
in  good  time !  only  to  fee  the  boat-race.  And 
now,  without  one  image  of  Cleopatra's  galley,  or 
Virgil's  games,  or  one  pretext  to  fay  how  it  put 
us  in  mind  of  either,  wre  drove  to  Ranelagh,  and 
told  each  other  all  the  way  how  pretty  it  would 
be  to  look  at  the  ladies  difembarking  to  mulick, 
and  walking  in  proceffion  up  to  the  rotunda.  But 
the  night  came  on ;  the  wind  roared ;  the  rain 
fell ;  and  the  barges  miffing  their  way,  many  came 
up  to  the  wrong  Hairs ;  the  managers  endeavour 
ed  to  re&ify  the  miflake,  and  drive  them  back, 
that  fome  order  might  be  kept,  and  fome  appear 
ance  of  regularity  might  be  made ;  but  the  women 
were  weary  and  wet,  and  in  no  difpofition  to  tiy 
for  further  felicity  out  of  the  old  common  road, 
fo  the  proceilion  was  fpoiled,  and  as  to  mufick 
we  heard  none  but  fcreams  of  the  frighted  com 
pany  as  they  were  tolfed  about  at  the  moment  of 
getting  to  fhore.  Once  more  then  all  were  turned 
loofe  to  look  for  pleafure  where  it  could  be  found : 
VOL.  I.  N  the 
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the  rotunda  was  not  to  be  opened  till  twelve 
o'clock,  when  the  bell  was  to  call  us  to  fup  there ; 
the  temporary  building  was  not  finifhed,  and  the 
rain  would  cot  permit  walking  in  the  garden. — 
Calamity  however  vanifhes  often  upon  a  near  ap 
proach,  does  not  it?  as  well  as  happinefs..  We 
all  crowded  into  the  new  building,  from  whence 
we  drove  the  carpenters,  and  called  for  cards, 
without  the  help  of  which,  by  fome  fatality,  no 
day  dedicated  to  amufement  is  ever  able  to  end. 

Queeney  faid  there  was  no  lofs  of  the  ornaments 
intended  to  decorate  Neptune's  hall;  for  fhe  faw 
no  attempt  at  embellishment,  except  a  few  flutter 
ing  rag;>  like  thofe  which  dangle  from  a-  dyer's 
pole  into  the  ftreet,  and  in  that  room  we  fat  tel 
ling  opinions,  adventures,  &c.  till  fupper  was 
ierved,  which  the  men  faid  was  an  execrable  one, 
and  I  thought  fhould  have  been  finer.  Was  no 
thing  good  then  ?  you  begin  to  exclaim ;;  here  is 
defire  of  faying  fomething  where  little  is  to  be 
fai'd,  and  lamentations  are  the  readied  nonfenfe 
my  miftrefs  can  find  to  fill  her  letter  with.  No, 
no  ;  I  would  commend  the  concert  and  the  catch- 
fingers  for  aii  hour  if  you  would  hear  me;  the 
niuiick  was  well  fele&ed,  and  admirably  execut 
ed  ;  nor  did  the  company  look  much  amifs  when 
ail  the  difmal  was  over,  and  we  walked  round 
Ranehgb  a  little  in  the  old  way;  every  body- 
being  drefled  m  white  was  no  advantage  indeed 
to  the  general  appearance.  Lord  Bacon,  who 
kr.r.vvs  every  thing  i'mall  and  great  better  than  any 
ooe  elfe,  very  judicroufly  recommends  full  colours 
and  loud  muiick  for  a  midnight  fhow;  the  pale 
pinks  ar-d  pea-greens  make  a  mean  figure  by 
candle  light,  fays  he,  and  if  they  look  pitiful,  how 
much  more  fo  does  white  look  ?  the  truth  is,  one 
has  always  an  idea  of  privation  conveyed  to  one's 
;nii:d  by  it,  which  infpires  me  with  melancholy  ; 

and 
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and  perhaps  the  confcioufnefs  that  it  implies 
weaknefs  may  be  the  latent  reaibn — for  I  really 
never  did  hear  of  a  white  horfe  winning  a  race 
(we  don't  talk  of  grey);  and  I  well  remember  the 
difficulty  of  railing  white  fawns  among  the  deer 
when  I  was  a  child;  the  blanche  rofe  has  a  fcent 
lefs  povTerful  than  the  red  one ;  and  you  always 
cbufe  to  eat  black  grapes.  Under  the  pole  every 
creature  becomes  white  we  know,  for  no  very  cre 
ditable  reafon ;  and  in  a  few  years  my,,hair  will 
probably  confirm  my  argument.— —la  the  mean 
time  we  will  finifh  the  regatta,  which  ended  with 
country-dances. — But  I  think  the  rakes  and  cour 
tezans  had  that  part  of  the  diveriion  to  them- 
felves.  There  were  a  vaft  number  of  our  com 
mon  acquaintance  among  the  company.  You 
will  be  told  that  I  was  too  fine,  and  'tis  partly 
true,  but  the  other  extreme  would  have  been 
worfe,  and  Mr.  Thrale  chofe  my  drefs  himfelf. 

We  returned  fafe  home  about  rive  or  lix  o'clock ; 
a  new  fcene  to  Hefter,  who  behaved  fweetly,  and 
had  no  fears  in  the  crowd,  but  prodigious  fur- 
prize  in  finding  it  broad  day  when  we  came  out. 
I  might  have  wondered  too,  for  few  people  have 
frequented  publick  places  lefs  than  rayfelf,  and  for 
the  firlt  fix  years  after  my  marriage,  as  you  know, 
I  never  fet  my  foot  in  any  theatre  or  place  of  en 
tertainment  at  all.  What  mod  amazed  me  about 
the  regatta,  however,  was  the  mixture  of  com 
pany,  when  tickets  were  fo  difficult  to  obtain. 
Some  body  talked  at  Ranelagh  of  two  ladies  that 
were  drowned,  but  I  have  no  doubt  that  was  a 
dream. 

Will  this  account  ferve  to  divert  Mifs  Lucy 
Porter  and  )-our  other  Lichfield  ladies  ?  If  it  will, 
the  hour  has  been  happily  fpent  that  wrote  the 
immortal  letter  of  the  txgatta.  Of  the  next  frolick 
we  engage  in  I  hope  you  will  be  yourfelf  pars 
N  2  magna, 
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Magna,  or  at  worft  I  hope  you  will  hear  it  from 
the  lips  of 

Your  ever  faithful, 

and  obedient  fervant. 

P.  S.  I  will  lofe  as  little  of  the  epitaph  as  Yte 
poflible,  nay  I  will  lofe  none,  for  the  redu&ion  of 
the  character  will  accommodate  matters  to  the 
ftone,  and  the  words  are  not  utelefs,  becaufe  they 
$re  not  large. — My  mother's  character  will  bear 
the  nearejl  approach  in  every  fenfe ;  and  your  writ 
ing  is  wTorth  more  I  hope  than  walking  five  fteps 
to  read  it,  fo  pray  leave  nothing  out :  fhe  cannot 
be  praifed  too  much ;  and  if  I  did  not  think  that 
compreflion  added  force,  I  fhould  not  find  her 
panegyrick  half  long  enough  even  now. 


LETTER      CXVIII. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  July  26,   1775. 

1  H  AT  the  regatta  difappointed  you  is  neither 
wonderful  nor  new ;  all  pleafure  preconceived 
and  preconcerted  ends  in  difappointment ;  but 
difappointment,  when  it  involves  neither  fhame 
nor  lofs,  is  as  good  as  fuccefs ;  for  k  fupplies  as 
many  images  to  the  mind,  and  as  many  topicks 
to  the  tongue.  I  am  glad  it  failed  for  another 
reafon,  which  looks  more  fage  than  my  reafons 
commonly  try  to  look ;  this,  I  think,  is  Qneeney's 
tirft  excurfion  into  the  regions  of  pleafure,  and  I 

Ihould 
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fhould  not  wifh  to  have  her  too  much  pleafed. 
It  is  as  well  for  her  to  find  that  pleafures  have 
their  pains ;  and  that  bigger  miffes  who  are  at 
Ranelagh  when  fhe  is  in  bed,  are  not  fo  much  to 
be  envied  as  they  would  wifh  to  be,  or  as  they 
may  be  reprefented. 

So  you  left  out  the  *  *  *  *s,  and  I  fuppofe  they 
did  not  go.  It  will  be  a  common  place  for  you 
and  Queeney  fourfcore  years  hence;  and  my 
mafter  and  you  may  have  recourfe  to  it  fome- 
times.  But  I  can  only  Men.  I  am  glad  that  you 
were  among  the  fineft. 

Nothing  was  the  matter  between  me  and  Mifs 
*  *  *  *.  We  are  all  well  enough  now.  Mifs 
Porter  went  yefterday  to  church,  from  which  fhe 
had  been  kept  a  long  time.  I  fancy  that  I  fhall 
go  on  Thurfday  to  Afhbourne,  but  do  not  think 
that  I  mall  ftay  very  long.  I  wifti  you  were 
gone  to  Surry  and  come  well  back  again,  and 
yet  I  would  not  have  you  go  too  foon.  Perhaps 
I  do  not  very  well  know-what  I  would  have  ;  it 
is  a  cafe  not  extremely  rare.  But  I  know  I  would 
hear  from  you  by  every  poft,  and  therefore  I  take 
car-  fhat  you  fhould  every  poft  day  hear  from  me. 


I  am,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER      CXIX. 
To    MRS.      T    H    R    A    L   E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Afhbourne,  July  i,   1775. 

v/N  Thurfday  I  came  to  Dr.  Taylor's,  where  I 
live  as  I  am  ufed  to  do,  and  as  you  know.  He 
has  gotten  nothing  new,  but  a  very  fine  looking- 
glafs,  and  a  bull-bitch.  The  lefs  bull  is  now 
grown  the  bigger.  But  I  forgot ;  he  has  bought 
old  Sbakefpeare,  the  race-horfe,  for  a  ftallion. 
He  has  likewife  fome  fine  iron  gates  which  he  will 
fet  up  fomewhere.  J  have  not  yet  feen  the  old 
horfe. 

You  are  very  much  enquired  after,  as  well  here 
as  at  Licbfield. 

This  I  fuppofe  will  go  aftey  you  to  Sujfifex, 
where  I  hope  you  will  find  every  think  either  well 
oc  mending.  You  never  told  me  whether  you 
took  Queeney  with  you ;  nor  ever  fo  much  as 
told  me  the  name  of  the  little  one.  May  be  you 
think  I  don't  care  about  you. 

I  behaved  myfelf  fo  well  at  Lichfield,  that 
Lucy  fays  I  am  grown  better;  and  the  ladies  at 
Stowhill  expect  I  fhould  come  back  thither  before 
I  go  to  London,  and  offer  to  entertain  me  if  Lucy 
refufes. 

I, have  this  morning  received  a  letter  from  Mrs. 
Chambers  of  Calcutta.  The  Judge  has  a  fore 
eye,  and  could  not  wrrite.  She  reprefents  all  as 
going  on  very  well,  only  Chambers  does  not  now 
flatter  himfelf  that  he  fhall  do  much  good. 

I  am,  &c. 
LET- 
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LETTER      CXX. 
To    M*s.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

IN  OW,  thinks  my  deareft  Miftrefs  to  h^rfelf, 
fore  I  am  at  laft  gone  too  far  to  be  peftered  every 
poft  with  a  letter:  he  knows  that  people  go  into 
the  country  to  be  at  quiet ;  he  knows  too  that 
\vhen  I  have  once  told  the  ftory  of  Ralph,  the 
place  where  J  am  affords  me  nothing  that  I  fhall 
delight  to  tell,  or  he  will  wifh  to  be  told  ;  he 
knows  how  troublefome  it  is  to  write  letters  about 
nothing ;  and  he  knows  that  he  does  not  love 
trouble  himfelf,  .and  therefore  ought  not  to  force 
it  upon  others. 

But,  deareft  Lady,  you  may  fee  once  more  how 
little  knowledge  influences  practice,  notwitliftand- 
ing  all  this  knowledge,  you  fee,  here  is  a  letter. 

Every  body  fays  the  profpe£t  of  harveft  is  un 
commonly  delightful;  but  this  has  been  fo  long 
the  Summer  talk,  and  has  been  fo  often  contradicl- 
ed  by  Autumn,  that  I  do  not  fuffer  k  to  lay  much 
hold  On  my  mind.  Our  gay  profpedls  have  now 
for  many  years  together  ended  in  melancholy  re- 
trofpecls.  Yet  I  am  of  opinion  that  there  is  much 
•corn  upon  the  ground.  Every  dear  yea'r  encou 
rages  the  farmer  to  fow  more  and  more,  and  fa 
vourable  feafons  will  be  fent  at  laft.  Let  iis  hope 
that  they  will  be  fent  now. 

The  Doctor  and  Frank  are  gone  to  fee  the  hay. 
It  was  cut  on  Saturday,  and  yefterday  was  well 
wetted ;  but  to  day  has  its  fill  of  funfhine.  I  hope 
the  hay  at  Streatham  was  plentiful,  and  had  good 
weather. 

Our  lawn  is  as  you  left  it,  only  the  pool  is  fo 
full  of  mud  that  the  water-fowl  have  left  it.  Here 

are 
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are  many  calves,  who,  I  fuppofe,  all  expe£l  to  be 
great  bulls  and  cows. 

Yefterday  I  faw  Mrs.  Diot  at  church,  and  mall 
drink  tea  with  her  Ibme  afternoon. 

I  cannot  get  free  from  this  vexatious  flatulence, 
and  therefore  have  troublefome  nights,  but  other- 
wife  I  am  not  very  ill.  Now  and  then,  a  fit ;  and 
not  violent.  I  am  not  afraid  of  the  waterfall.  I 
now  and  then  take  phyfick ;  and  fufpect  that  you 
were  not  quite  right  in  omitting  to  let  blood,  be 
fore  I  came  away.  But  I  do  not  intend  to  do  it 
here. 

You  will  now  find  the  advantage  of  having 
made  one  at  the  regatta.  You  will  carry  with 
you  the  importance  of  a  publick  perfonage,  and 
enjoy  a  fuperiority  which,  having  been  only  local 
and  accidental,  will  not  be  regarded  with  malig 
nity.  You  have  a  lubjecl  by  which  you  cap  gra- 
tity  general  curiofity,  and  amufe  your  company 
v.ithput  bewildering  them.  You  can  keep  the 
vocal  machine  iu  motion,  without  thpfe  leeming 
paradoxes  that  are  fure  to  clifguft;  without  that 
temerity  of  cenfure  which  is  fure  to  provoke  ene 
mies  ;  and  that  exuberance  of  flattery  which  ex 
perience  has  found  to  make  no  friends.  It  is  the 
good  of  publick  life  that  it  fupplie,s  agreeable  and 
general  converfation.  Therefore  wherever  you 
are,  and  whatever  you  fee,  talk  not  of  the  Punick 
\yar ;  nor  of  the  depravity  of  human  nature  ;  nor. 
of  the  jflender  motives  of  human  aclipns  ;  nor  of 
the  difficulty  of  finding  employment  or  pleafure; 
but  talk,  and  talk,  and  talk  of  the  regatta,  and 
keep  the  reft  for,  dea reft. Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER     CXXI. 

To    MRS.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Afhbourne,  July  6,  1775. 


.  Taylor  fays  he  fhall  be  very  glad  to  fee 
you  all  here  again,  if  you  have  a  mind  of  retire 
ment.  But  I  told  him  that  he  muft  npt  expect 
you  this  fummer  ;  and  he  wants  to  know  why  ? 

I  am  glad  you  have  read  Bofwell's  journal,  be- 
caufe  it  is  fomething  for  us  to  talk  about,  and  that 
you  have  feen  the  Hornecks,  becaufe  that  is  a 
publick  theme.  I  would  have  you  fee,  and  read, 
and  hear,  and  talk  it  all,  as  occafiou  offers, 

Pray  thank  Queeney  for  her  letter.  I  Hill  hope 
good  of  poor  Ralph  ;  but  fure  never  poor  rogue 
was  fo  troubled  with  his  teeth.  I  hope  occafional 
bathing,  and  keeping  him  about  two  minutes  with 
-his  body  immeried,  may  promote  the  difcharge 
from  his  head,  and  fet  his  little  brain  at  liberty. 
Pray  give  my  fervice  to  my  dear  friend  Harry, 
and  tell  him  that  Mr.  Murphy  does  not  love  him 
better  than  I  do. 

I  am  inclined  to  be  of  Mr.  Thrale's  mind  about 
the  changes  in  the  ftate.  A  diflblution  of  the 
Parliament  would,  in  my  opinion,  .be  little  lefs 
than  a  diflblution  of  the  government,  by  the  en 
couragement  which  it  would  give  to  every  future 
faction  to  difturb  the  publick  tranquillity.  Who 
would  ever  want  places  and  power  if  perfeve- 
rance  in  falfehood  and  violence  of  outrage  were 
found  to  be  certain  and  infallible  means  of  pro 
curing  them  ?  yet  I  have  fo  little  confidence  in  our 
prefent  ftatefrnen,  (hat  I  know  not  whether  any 

thing 
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thing  is  lefs  likely,  for   being   either  abfurd   or 
dangerous     I  am,  deareft  Lady, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER      CXXII. 
To    MRS.      T   H    R    A   L    E. 

DIARIST  MADAM,  July  7,  1775. 

W  H  AT  can  be  the  reafon  that  I  hear  nothing 
from  you  or  from  your  houfe?  Are  you  well  ? 
Yet  while  I  am  afking  the  queftion,  I  know  not 
when  I  fhall  be  able  to  receive  your  anfwer,  for 
I  am  waiting  for  the  chance  of  a  place  in  a  coach 
which  will  probably  be  come  and  gone  in  an 
hour. 

Yefterday  the  Vice-Chancellor  told  me,  that  he 
has  written  to  the  Archbifhop  of  York.  His  letter, 
as  he  reprefented  it  to  me,  was  very  proper  and 
perfuafive.  I  believe  we  fhall  eftablifh  Mr.  Gar 
ter  the  riding  matter  of  Oxford. 

Still  I  cannot  think  why  I  hear  nothing  from 
you. 

The  coach  is  full.  I  am  therefore  at  full  leifure 
to  continue  my  letter  ;  but  I  have  nothing  more 
to  fay  of  bufmefs,  but  that  the  Vice-Chancellor  is 
for  adding  to  the  riding-fchool  a  houfe  and  ftable 
for  the  mafter.  Nor  of  myfelf  but  that  I  grieve 
and  wonder,  and  hope  and  fear  about  my  dear 
friends  at  Streatham.  But  I  may  have  a  letter  this 
afternoon  —  Sure  it  will  bring  me  no  bad  news. 
You  never  neglected  writing  fo  before.  If  I  have 

a  letter 
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a  loiter  to-day  I  will  go  away  as  foon  as  I  can  ;  if 
I  have  none,  I  will  itay  till  this  may  be  anfwered, 
if  I  do  not  come  back  to  town. 

«' 
I  am,  &cV 


LETTER      CXXIII. 
To    MRS.     T  H   R    ALE. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Afhbourns. 

1  A  M  fure  I  write  and  write,  and  every  letter 
that  comes  from  you  charges  me  with  not  writ 
ing.  Since  I  wrote  to  Queeney  I  have  written 
twice  to  you,  on  the  6th  and  the  pth,  be  pleafed 
to  let  me  know  whether  you  have  them  or  have 
them  not.  That  of  the  6th  you  fhould  regularly 
have  had  on  the  8th,  yet  your  letter  of  the  9th 
feems  not  to  mention  it ;  all  this  puzzles  me. 

Poor  dear  *  *  *  *  !  He  only  grows  dullbecaufe 
he  is  fickly ;  age  has  not  yet  begun  to  impair 
him  ;  nor  is  he  fuch  a  chameleon  as  to  take  im 
mediately  the  colour  of  his  company.  When 
you  fee  him  again,  you  will  find  him  reanimated. 
Moft  men  have  their  bright  and  their  cloudy  days, 
at  leaft  they  have  days  when  they  put  their  powers 
into  aft,  and  days  when  they  fufier  them  to  re- 
pofe. 

Fourteen  thoufand  pounds  make  a  fum  fufficient 
for  the  eftablimment  of  a  family,  and  which,  in 
whatever  flow  of  riches  or  confidence  of  profpe- 
rity,  deferves  to  be  very  ferioufly  confidered.  I 
hope  a  great  part  of  it  has  paid  debts,  and  no 
fmall  part  bought  land.  As  for  gravelling  and 

walling 


i88        LETTERS    TO    AND    FROM 

walling  and  digging,  though  I  am  not  much  de 
lighted  with  them,  yet  fomething,  indeed  much» 
muft  be  allowed  to  every  man's  tafte.  He  that  is 
growing  rich  has  a  right  to  enjoy  part  of  the 
growth  his  own  way.  I  hope  to  range  in  the 
walk,  and  row  upon  the  water,  and  devour  fruit 
from  the  wail. 

Dr.  Taylor  wants  to  be  gardening.  He  means 
to  buy  a  piece  of  ground  in  the  neighbourhood, 
and  furround  it  with  a  wall,  and  build  a  garde 
ner's  houfe  upon  it,  and  have  fruit,  and  be  happy. 
Much  happinefs  it  will  not  bring  him  ;  but  what 
can  he  do  better  ?  If  I  had  money  enough,  what 
would  I  do  ?  Perhaps,  if  you  and  mafter  did  not 
hold  me,  I  might  go  to  Cairo,  and  down  the  Red 
Sea  to  Bengal,  and  take  a  ramble  in  India. 
Would  this  be  better  than  building  and  planting  ? 
It  would  furely  give  more  variety  to  the  eye,  and 
more  amplitude  to  the  mind.  Half  fourteen  thou- 
fand  would  fend  me  out  to  fee  other  forms  of  exif- 
tence,  and  bring  me  back  to  defcribe  them. 

I  anfwer  this  the  day  on  which  I  had  yours  of 
the  pth,  that  is  on  the  i  ith.  Let  me  know  when 
it  comes, 

I   am,    &c. 


LETTER      CXXIV. 
To    MRS.     T   H   R    A    L   E. 

Afhbourne,  Wednesday,  July  12,  1775. 
DEAR  MADAM, 


N  Monday  I  was  not  well,  but  I  grew  bet 
ter  at  night,  and  before  morning  was,  as  the  doc 
tors  fay,  out  of  danger. 

We 
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We  have  no  news  here,  except  that  on  Satur 
day  Lord  Scarfdale  dined  with  the  Dodlor.  He  is 
a  very  gentlemanlike  man.  On  Sunday  Mr. 
*****  paid  a  viiit  from  Lichfield,  and  having 
nothing  to  fay,  faid  nothing,  and  went  away. 

Our  great  cattle,  I  believe,  go  on  well,  but  our 
deer  have  died  ;  all  but  five  does  and  the  poor 
buck.  We  think  the  ground  too  wet  for  them. 

I  have  enclofed  a  letter  from  Mrs.  Chambers, 
partly,  perhaps  wholly,  for  Mr.  Baretti's  amufe- 
ment  and  gratification,  though  he  has  probably  a 
much  longer  letter  of  his  own,  which  he  takes  no 
care  to  fend  me. 

Mr.  L and  the  Do&or  ftill  continue  at 

variance  ;    and    the   Doclor   is  afraid,   and  Mr. 

L not   defirous   of  a    reconciliation.      I 

therefore  flep  over  at  by-times,  and  of  by-times  I 
have  enough. 

Mrs.  Dale  has  been  ill,  and  at  fourfcore,  has 
recovered.  She  is  much  extenuated,  but  having 
the  fummer  to  favour  her,  will,  I  think  renew  her 
hold  on  life. 

To  the  Diots  I  yet  owe  a  vifit.     Mr.  Cell  is  now 
rejoicing,  at  fifty-feven,  for  the  birth  of  an  heir- 
male.     I  hope  here  is  news.     Mr.    *  *  *   *  and 
*  *    feem   to   be  making   preparations   for 
war. 

Now  I  flatter  myfelf  that  you  want  to  know 
fomething  about  me.  My  fpirits  are  now  and 
then  in  an  uneafy  flutter,  but  upon  the  whole  not 
very  bad. 

We  have  here  a  great  deal  of  rain ;  but  this  is 
a  very  rainy  region.  I  hear  nothing  but  good  of 
the  harveft;  but  the  expectation  is  higher  of  the 
wheat  than  of  the  barley,  but  I  hope  there  will 

be  barley  enough   for  us,   and  Mr.  S ,  and 

Lady  L ,  and  fomething  lUll  to  fpare.     I  am, 

deareft  fweeteft  Lady, 

Your,  &c. 
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LETTER     CXXV-. 
MRS.    THRALE    to   DR.   JOHNSON. 

DEAR  SIR, 

A  HE  letters  are  all  come;  and  very  kind  letters 
they  are  ;  and  I  always  wifh  them  longer  and  lefs 
frequent  ;  for  when  you  once  turn  the  page  I  am 
fure  of  a  difquifition,  or  an  obfervation,  or  a  lit 
tle  fcold,  or  fomething.  —  When  you  write  lefs  than 
twenty  lines  at  once,  'tis  only  a  fcrap  rent  from 
the  next  week's  chat,  for  what  fhall  we  have  to 
talk  if  all  the  fadls  are  lent  flying  fo  between  Afh- 
bourne  and  Streatham  ?  I  will  keep  the  ftory  of 
the  fourteen  thoufand  pounds  till  we  meet  ;  ib  I 
will  all  family  concerns,  unlefs  little  Queeney  fends 
her  country  pojl,  as  ufual,  to  give  information  of 
a  new  fail  of  ducks,  or  fome  fuch  important  intel 
ligence,  which  wilt  not  greatly  interfere  with  my 
projedl.  At  prefent  the  laft  paragraph  of  your 
laft  long  letter  is  much  in  my  head  ;  and  Mr. 
Thrale  faid,  when  we  read  it  together,  that  you 
fhould  not  travel  alone,  if  he  could  once  fee  this 
dear  little  boy  quite  well,  or  fee  me  well  per- 
fuaded  (as  many  are)  that  nothing  ails  him. 

Why,  what  an  uncomfortable  refie&ion  it  is-  at 
laft,  that  thole  who  are  beft  qualified  to  travel, 
and  tell  what  they  have  feen  at  their  return,  fhould 
be  almoft  always  obliged,  for  one  reafon  or  ano 
ther,  to  flay  at  home.  My  great  delight,  like 
yours,  would  be  to  fee  how  life  is  carried  on  in 
other  countries,  how  various  climates  produce 

various 
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various  effe&s,  and  how  different  notions  of  reli 
gion  and  government  operate  upon  the  human 
manners  and  the  human  mind  ;  for  'tis  they  at 
laft  which  caufe  all  the  diftinclion  between  nati 
onal  characters,  as  the  method  in  which  our  bones 
and  fibres  are  difpofed  creates  all  the  variety  ob- 
ferved  in  the  human  figure ;  yet  I  do  not  com 
mend  thofe  voyagers  who  teize-  one  with  too 
much  of  fuch  ftuff  to  ihew  their  own  profundity, 
any  more  than  I  like  a  painter  who  exhibits  none 
but  anatomical  figures  :  I  think,  however,  we 
have  had  little  to  lament  on  that  fide  lately,  as 
counting  pidures  and  defcribing  ruins  feems  to 
have  been  the  fole  bufinefs  of  modem  travellers 
— but  when  we  go  to  Cairo,  one  lhall  take  one 
department,  another  fhall  take  another,  and  fo  a 
pretty  book  may  be  made  out  amongft  us,  that 
fhall  be  commended,  and  cenfured,  and  cuffed 
about  the  town  for  a  twelvemonth,  if  no  new  tub 
takes  the  whale's  attention. 

Well !  now  all  this  is  nonfenfe,  and  fancy,  and 
ftight,  you  know,  for  my  mafter  has  his  great  eafks 
to  mind,  and  I  have  my  little  children,  but  he  has 
really  half  a  mind  to  crofs  the  water  for  half  a 
year's  frifk  to  Italy,  or  France,  if  we  could  leave 
matters  fo  that  we  might  not  be.  frighted  or  called 
back  to  any  vexation.  For  digging,  walling,  or 
planting,  we  fhould  be  better  qualified  at  our 
return,  and  we  would  lhake  off  our  fuperflux  of 
icience  to  dear  Dr.  Taylor — to  whom  make  in  the 
mean  time  our  bed  compliments,  with  love  to  his 
Jigg  and  Jeffamy — I  fhould  not  expect  to  fee  their 
luperiors  in  any  country,  but  the  foreign  afs  we 
admired  at  Blenheim  might  meafure  againft  either 
of  them  as  well  as  I  remember. 

You  account  very  tenderly  for  *  *  *  *  *'s  dull- 
nefs,  it  was  perhaps  only  accidental ;  but  if  a  man 
will  never  add  to  his  original  ftock  by  reading, 

and 
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and  keep  on  living  away  upon  what  he  fet  out 
with,  dullnefs  in  conversation  muft  finally  enfue. 
A  befieged  town  is  always  obliged  to  capitulate  at 
laft,  if  ftrongly  inverted,  and  all  foreign  fupplies 
cut  oft",  however  well  ftored  with  proviiion  when 
the  blockade  begun.  Mr.  Thrale  faid  he  was 
more  agreeable  this  afternoon,  but  I  told  him 
ftarving  produced  a  fever  always  in  the  lalt  ftage 
of  a  life  lofing  by  famine,  and  his  friend's  warmth 
in  converfation  was  occafioned  by  nothing  bet 
ter. 

Would  it  not  be  wifer  to  talk  of  the  regatta 
than  make  fuch  Welch  fpeeches  as  thefe  ? — but 
nobody  was  by. 

I  faid  I  would  write  nothing  of  family  matters, 
but  here  is  a  letter  from  Suifex  come,  that  will 
make  me  write  of  nothing  elfe.  The  child  is  very 
bad  I  am  fure,  but  I  had  better  go  and  fee,  for 
the  fufpenfe  is  terrible,  and  thefe  nafty  polls  ! 

The  illnefs  of  this  boy  frights  me  for  all  the 
reft  ;  if  any  of  them  have  a  headach  it  puts  me  in 
an  agony,  a  broken  leg  would  lefs  afFeft  my  peace. 
So  many  toiiave  the  fame  diforder  is  dread 
ful.  What  can  be1  the  meaning  of  it  ? 

Sophy  complained  yefterday,  but  I  hope  it  was 
on  purpofe  to  fright  me. 

Send  me  fome  comfortable  words  ;  do,  dear 
Sir ;  and  believe  me  ever 

Your  obliged  faithful  fervant. 


LET- 
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LETTER      CXXVI. 

To    MRS.     T   H    R    A   L   E. 

• 

DEAR  MADAM,  Aftibournc,  July,  1775. 

1AM  forry  that  my  poor  little  friend  Ralph 
goes  on  no  better.  We  muft  fee  what  time  will 
do  for  him. 

I  hope  Harry  is  well.  I  had  a  very  pretty 
letter  from  Queeney ;  and  hope  fhe  will  be  kind  to 
my  hen  and  her  ten  chickens,  and  mind  her 
book. 

I  forget  whether  I  tell  fome  things,  and  may 
perhaps  tell  them  twice,  but  the  matter  is  not 
great,  only,  as  you  obferve,  the  more  we  write 
the  lefs  we  mall  have  to  fay  when  we  meet. 

Are  we  to  go  all  to  Brighthelmftone  in  the  Au 
tumn,  or  have  you  fatiated  yourfelf  with  this  vi- 
fit  ?  I  have  only  one  reafon  for  wifhing  you  to 
go,  and  that  reafon  is  far  enough  from  amounting 
to  neceflity. 

That  *  *  *  *  **s  fimplicity  fhould  be  forgiven, 
for  his  benevolence  is  very  juft ;  and  I  will  not 
now  fay  any  thing  in  oppolition  to  your  kind  re- 
folution.  It  is  pity  that  any  good  man  ftiould 
ever  feem,  or  ever  be  ridiculous. 

This  letter  will  be  fhort,  for  I  am  fo  much  dif- 
ordered  by  indigeftion,  of  which  I  can  give  no 
account,  that  it  is  difficult  to  write  more  than  that 
I  am,  deareft  Lady, 

Your,  &c. 


VOL.  I.  O  LET- 
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LETTER      CXXVII. 
To    MRS.     T   H   R    A   L   £. 
DEAREST  MABAM,  July  13,   1775. 

X  N  return  for  your  three  letters  I  do  not  find 
myfelf  able  to  fend  you  more  than  two ;  but  if  I 
had  the  prolixity  of  an  emperour,  it  fhould  be 
all  at  your  fervice. 

Poor  Ralph  !  I  think  what  they  purpofe  to  do 
for  his  relief  is  right,  but  that  it  will  be  efficaci 
ous  I  cannot  proinife. 

Your  anxiety  about  your  other  babies  is,  I  hope, 
fuperfluous.  Mils  and  Harry  are  as  fafe  as  our- 
felves  ;  they  have  outlived  the  age  of  weaknefs ; 
their  fibres  are  now  elaiHck,  and  their  headachs, 
when  they  have  them,  are  from  accidental  caufes, 
heat  or  mdigeftion. 

If  Sufy  had  been  at  all  difpofed  to  this  horrid 
malady,  it  would  have  laid  hold  on  her  in  her 
early  itate  of  laxity  and  feeblenefs.  That  native 
vigour  which  has  carried  her  happily  through  fo 
many  obftrudtions  to  life  and  growth,  will,  I 
think,  certainly  preierve  her  from  a  difeafe  moft 
likely  to  fall  only  on  the  weak. 

Of  the  two  fmall  ladies  it  can  only  be  faid, 
that  there  is  no  preieat  appearance  of  danger  ; 
and  of  fearing  evils  merely  poilible  there  is  no 
end.  -We  are  told  by  the  Lord  of  Nature,  that 
"  for  the  day  its  own  evil  is  fufficient." 

Now  to  lighter  things,  and  thofc  of  weight 
enough  to  another.  I  am  ilill  of  opinion,  that 
we  fhall  bring  the  Oxford  riding-fchool  to  bear. 
*********  is  indeed  un  efprit  foible,  and  per 
haps  too  eafily  repreffed,  but  Dr.  Wetherell  is  in 
earneft.  I  would  comeback  through  Oxford,  but 

that 
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that  at  this   time  there  is  nobody  there.     But  I 
will  not  defift.     I  think  to  viiit  them  next  term. 

Do  not  let  poor  Lizard  be  degraded  for  five 
pounds.  I  fent  you  word  that  I  would  fpend 
Ibmething  upon  him ;  and  indeed  for  the  money 
which  it  would  coft  to  take  him  to  Taylor  or 
Laugton  and  fetch  him  back,  he  may  be  kept  while 
he  Hands  idle,  a  long  time  in  the  ftable. 

Mrs.  Williams  has  been  very  ill,  and  it  would 
do  her  good  if  you  would  fend  a  meffage  of  en 
quiry,  and  a  few  ftrawberries  or  currants. 

Mr.  Flint's  little  girl  is  alive  and  well,  and 
prating,  as  I  hope  yours,  my  dear  Lady,  will  long 
continue. 

The  hay  harveft  is  here  very  much  incommoded 
by  daily  ftiowers,  which,  however,  feem  not  vio 
lent  enough  to  beat  down  the  corn. 

I  cannot  yet  fix  the  time  of  coming  home. 
Dr.  Taylor  and  I  fpend  little  time  together,  yet 
he  will  not  yet  be  perfuaded  to  hear  of  parting. 
I  am, 

Deareft  Lady, 

Your,  &c, 


LETTER      CXXVIII. 
To    MRS.      T   H    R    A   L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Afhbournc,  July  15,  1775. 

j[  O  U  are  fo  kind  every  poft,  that  I  now  regu 
larly  expeft  your  favours.  You  have  indeed  more 
materials  for  writing  than  I.  Here  are  only  I  and 

O  2  the 
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the  Do6lor,  and  of  him  I  fee  not  much.  You 
have  Mafter,  and  young  Mailer,  and  Miffes,  be- 
fides  geefe,  and  turkies,  and  ducks,  and  hens. 

The  Doftor  fays,  that  if  Mr.  Thrale  comes  fo. 
near  as  Derby  without  feeing  us,  it  will  be  a  forry 
trick*  I  wifh,  for  my  part,  that  he  may  return 
foon,  and  refoae  the  fair  captives  from  the  tyranny 

of  B i.  Poor  B i !  do  not  quarrel  with 

him ;  to  negle<St  him  a  little  will  be  mfricient.  He 
means  only  to  be  frank,  and  manly,  and  indepen 
dent,  and  perhaps,  as  you-fay,  a  little  wife.  To 
be  frank  he  thinks  is  to  be  cynical,  and  to  be  in 
dependent  is  to  be  rude.  Forgive  hint,  deareft 
Lady,  the  rather,  becaufe  of  his  miibehaviour,  I 
am  afraid  he  learned  part  of  me.  I  hope  to  fet  him 
hereafter  a  better  example. 

Your  concern  for  poor  Ralph,  and  your  refolu- 
tion  to  vilit  him  again,  is  too  parental  to  be  blam 
ed.  You  may  perhaps  do  good  ;  you  do  at  leaft 
your  duty,,  and  with  that  we  muft  be  contented  ; 
with  that  indeed,  if  we  attained  it,  we  ought  to 
i>e  happy :  but  who  ever  attained  it  ? 

You  have  perceived,  by  my  letters,  that  with 
out  knowing  more  than  that  the  efldte  was  unfet- 
tled,  I  wras  inclined  to  a  fettlement.  I  am  like* 
wife  for  an  entail.  But  we  will  confult  men  o£ 
experience^  for  that  which  is  to  hinder  my  dear 
Harry  from  mifchief  when  he  comes  to  age  may 
be  done  with  mature  deliberation. 

You  have  not  all  the  mifery  in  the  world  to 
yourielf ;  I  was  laft  night  almoft  convulfed  with 
flatulence,  after  having  gone  to  bed  I  thought  fa 
well — but  it  does  not  much  trouble  me  when  I  am 
out  of  bed.  To  your  anxiety  about  your  children 
I  wrote  lately  what  1  had  to  lay.  I  blame  it  fo 
little,  that  I  think  you  Ihould  add  a  fmall  particle 
of  anxiety  about  me  ;  for  I  am,  deareft  Madam, 

Your,  £c. 
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LETTER     CXXIX. 
To   MRS.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  July  17,  1775. 

1  H  E  poft  is  come  without  a  letter ;  how  could 
I  be  fo  fallen — but  he  mujl  be  humble  who  ivculd 
pkafe.  Perhaps  you  are  gone  to  Brighthelmftone, 
and  fo  could  not  write  ;  however  it  be,  this  I  feel, 
that  I  have  no  letter  ;  but  then  I  have  fometimes 
had  two,  and  if  I  have  as  many  letters  as  there 
come  pofts  nobody  will  pity  me  if  I  were  to  com 
plain. 

How  was  your  hay  made  ?  The  Do£or  has  had 
one  part  well  houfed,  another  wetted  and  dried 
till  it  is  hardly  worth  the  carriage ;  and  now  ma 
ny  acres  newly  mown,  that  have  hitherto  had  good 
weather.  This  may  be  conlidered  as  a  foreign  ar 
ticle;  the  domeftick  news  is,  that  our  bull-bitch 
has  puppies,  and  that  our  fix  calves  are  no  longer 
to  be  fed  by  hand,  but  to  live  on  grafs. 

Mr.  Langly  has  made  fome  improvements  in  his 
garden.  A  rich  man  might  do  more  ;  but  what 
he  has  done  is  well. 

You  have  never  in  all  your  letters  touched  but 
once  upon  my  matter's  Summer  projects.  Is  he 
towering  into  the  air,  and  tending  to  the  centre  ? 
Is  he  excavating  the  earth,  or  covering  its  furface 
with  edifices?  Something  he  certainly  is  doing, 
and  fomething  he  is  fpending.  A  genius  never  can 
be  quite  ftill.  I  do  not  murmur  at  his  expences  ; 
a  good  harveft  will  fupply  them. 

We  talk  here  of  Poliih  oats,  and  Siberian  bar 
ley,  of  which  both  are  faid  to  be  more  produdlive, 
to  ripen  in  lefs  time,  and  to  afford  better  grain 
than  the  Engliih.  I  intend  to  procure  fpecimens 

of 
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of  both,  which  we  will  try  in  fome  fpots  of  our 
own  ground. 

The  Dodlor  has  no  great  mind  to  let  me  go. 
Shall  I  teaze  him,  and  plague  him  till  he  is  weary 
of  me  ?  I  am,  I  hope,  pretty  well,  and  fit  to  eome 
home.  I  fhall  be  expected  by  all  my  ladies  to  re 
turn  through  Lichfield,  and  to  flay  there  a  while ; 
but  if  I  thought  you  wanted  me,  I  hope  you  know 
what  would  be  done  by, 

Deareft,  dearefl  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    CXXX. 
To    MRS.      T   H    R    A    L   E. 


DEAR  MADAM,  Afhbourne,  July  20,  1775. 

JIT  QOR  Ralph!  he  is  gone;  and  nothing  re 
mains  but  that  you  comfort  yourfelf  with  having 
done  your  belt.  The  firft'wifh  was,  that  he  might 
live  long  to  be  happy  and,  ufeful ;  the  next,  that 
he  might  not  fuffer  long  pain.  Ihe  iecond  wifh 
has  been  granted.  Think  now  only  on  thofe 
which  are  left  you.  I  am  glad  that  you  went  to 
Brightheimflone,  for  your  journey  is  a  Handing 
proof  to  you  of  your  afTe&ion  and  diligence.  We 
can  hardly  be  confident  of  the  ftate  of  our  own 
minds,  but  as  it  Hands  atteiied  by  fome  external 
action;  we  are  feklom  fure  that  we  fincerely 
meant  what  we  omitted  to  do. 

Dr. 
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Dr.  Taylor  fays,  that  Mr.  Thrale  has  not  ufed 
us  well,  in  coming  fo  near  without  earning  nearer. 
I  know  not  what  he  can  fay  for  himfelf,  but  I  know 
that  he  can  take  fhelter  in  fallen  filence. 

There  is,  I  think,  ftili  the  fame  profpeft  of  a 
plentiful  harvelt.  We  have  in  this  part  of  the . 
kingdom  had  rain  to  fwell  the  grain,  and  funihine 
to  ripen  it.  I  was  yefterday  to  fee  the  Do&ofs 
Poland  oats.  They  grow,  for  a  great  part,  four 
feet  high,  with  a  ftalk  equal  in  bulk  and  ftrength 
to  wheaten  ftraw.  We  were  of  opinion  that  they 
muft  be  reaped,  as  the  lower  joints  would  be  too 
hard  for  fodder.  We  will  tiy  them. 

Sufy  was  always  my  little  girl.  See  what  fhe  is 
come  to ;  you  muft  keep  her  in  mind  of  me,  who 
was  always  pn  her  iide.  Of  Mrs.  Fanny  I  have 
no  knowledge. 

You  have  two  or  three  of  my  letters  to  anfwer, 
and  I  hope  you  will  be  copious  and  diftinft,  and 
tell  me  a  great  deal  of 'your  mind;  a  dear  little 
mind  it  is  ;  and  I  hope  always  to  love  it  better  as 
I  know  it  more,  i-;.Jr 

I  am,  &c. 


^E  T  T  E  R      CXXXL 
To    MRS.      THRALE. 
DEAR  LADY,  Aftibourne,  July  21,  1775. 

W  HEN  you  write  next  direft  to  Lichfield,  for 
I  think  to  move  that  way  on  Tuefday,  and  in  no 
long  time  to  move  homewards,  when  we  will  have 

a  ferious 
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a  feriotis  confutation,  and  try  to  do  every  thing 
for  the  beft.  . 

I  fhall  be  glad  of  a  letter  from  dear  Queeney, 
and  am  not  forry  that  fhe  wifhes  for  me.  When  I 
come  we  will  enter  into  an  alliance  defeniive  at 
leaft. 

Mr.  B i  very  elegantly  fent  his  pupil's  letter 

to  Mrs.  Williams  without  a  cover,  in  fuch  a  man 
ner  that  ftie  knows  not  whence  it  was  tranfmit- 
ted. 

I  do  not  mean  to  bleed  but  with  your  concur 
rence,  though  I  am  troubled  with  eruptions,  which 
I  cannot  fupprefs  by  frequent  phyfick. 

As  my  matter  ftaid  only  one  day,  we  muft  for 
give  him,  yet  he  knows  he  ftaid  only  one  day,  be- 
caufe  he  thought  it  not  worth  his  while  to  ftay 
two. 

You  and  B i  are  friends  again. .    My  dear 

miftrefs  has  the  quality  of  being  eaiily  reconciled, 
and  not  eaiily  offended.  Kindnefs  is  a  good  thing 
in  itfelf ;  and  there  are  few  things  that  are  worthy 
of  .anger,  and  ftill  fewer  that  can  juftify  malig 
nity. 

Nothing  remains  for  the  prefent,  but  that  you 
fit  down  placid  and  content,  difpofed  to  enjoy  the 
prefent,  and  planning  the  proper  ufe  of  the  future 
liberalities  of  Providence.  You  have  really  much 
to  enjoy,  and,  without  any  wild  indulgence  of 
imagination,  much  to  expeft.  In  the  mean  time, 
however,  life  is  gliding  away,  and  another  ftate 
is  haftening  forwards.  You  were  but  five-and- 
twenty  when  I  knew  you  firft.  What  I  fhall  be 
next  September  I  confefs  I  have  lachett  enough  to 
turn  afide  from  thinking. 

I  am  glad  you  read  Bofwell's  journal ;  you  are 
now  fufficiently  informed  of  the  whole  tranfa6lion, 
and  need  not  regret  that  you  did  not  make  the  tour 
of  the  Hebrides. 

You 
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You  have  done  me  honour  in  naming  me  your 
truftee,  and  have  very  judicioufly  choien  Gator. 
I  believe  our  fidelity  will  not  be  expofed  to  any 
ilrong  temptations. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      CXXXII. 
To     MRS.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  July  24,  1775^ 

JtS  E  pleafed  to  return  my  thanks  to  C>ueeney  for 
her  pretty  little  letter.  I  hope  the  peacock  will 
recover.  It  is  pity  we  cannot  catch  the  fellow ; 
we  would  make  him  drink  at  the  pump.  The 
vidtory  over  the  poor  wild  cat  delights  me  but  lit 
tle.  I  had  rather  he  had  taken  a  chicken  than  loft 
his  life. 

To-morrow  I  go  to  Lichfield.  My  company 
would  not  any  longer  make  the  Doctor  happy. 
He  wants  to  be  rambling  with  his  Afhbourne 
friends.  And  it  is  perhaps  time  for  me  to  think  of 
coming  home.  Which  way  I  fhall  take  I  do  not 
know, 

Mifs  fays,  that  you  have  recovered  your  fpirits, 
and  that  you  are  well.  Pray  do  not  grudge 
the  trouble  of  telling  me  fo  your  pwnfelf ;  for  I  do 
not  find  my  attention  to  you  and  your  fenfations 
at  all  leifened  by  this  time  of  abfence,  which  al 
ways  appears  to  my  imagination  much  longer  than 
when  I  count  it. 

Now  to-morrow  I  expcft  to  fee  Lucy  Porter 
and  Mrs.  Adey,  and  to  hear  how  they  have  gone 

on 
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on  at  Lichfield  ;  and  then  for  a  little  I  mall  wan 
der  about  as  the  birds  of  paffage  circle  and  flutter 
before  they  fet  out  on  the  main  flight. 

I  have  been  generally  without  any  violent  dif- 
order  of  either  mind  or  body,  but  every  now  and 
then  ailing,  but  fo  that  I  could  keep  it  to  my- 
felf. 

Are  we  to  go  to  Brighthelmftone  this  Autumn  ? 
I  do  not  enquire  with  any  great  folicitude.  You 
know  one  reafon,  and  it  will  not  be  eafy  to  find 
another,  except  that  which  brings  all  thither  that 
go,  unwillingnefs  to  ftay  at  home,  and  want  of  pow 
er  to  fupply  with  either  bufmefsor  amufement  the 
cravings  of  the  day.  From  this  diilrefs  all  that 
know  either  you  or  me,  will  fuppofe  that  we  might 
refcue  ourfelves,  if  we  would,  without  the  help  of 
a  bath  in  the  morning  and  an  aflembly  at  night. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER     CXXXIII. 
To   MRS.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  July  26,  '77$. 

Y  E  S  T  E  R  D  A  Y  I  came  hither.  After  dinner 
I  went  to  Stowhill;  there  I  was  pampered,  and 
had  an  uneafy  night.  Phyfick  to  day  put  me  out 
of  order ;  and  for  fome  time  I  forgot  that  this  is 
poft  night. 

Nothing   very  extraordinary  has  happened   at 
Lichfield  iince  I  went  away.     Lucy  Porter  is  bet 
ter, 
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ter,  and  has  got  her  lame  hand  out  of  the   bag. 
The  reft  of  your  friends  I  have  not  feen. 

Having  ftaid  long  enough  at  Aihbourne,  I  was 
not  forry  to  leave  it.  I  hindered  fome  of  Taylor's 
diversions,  and  he  fupplied  me  with  very  little. 
Having  feen  the  neighbouring  places,  I  had  no 
curiofity  to  gratify  ;  and  having  few  new  things, 
we  had  little  new  talk. 

When  I  came  I  found  Lucy  at  her  book.  She 
had  Hammond's  Commentary  on  the  Pfalms  before 
her.  He  is  very  learned,  ihe  fays,  but  there  is 
enough  that  any  body  may  underftand. 

Now  I  am  here  I  think  myfelf  a  great  deal  near 
er  London  than  before,  for  though  the  diftance  is 
not  very  different,  I  am  here  in  the  way  of  carria 
ges,  and  can  eafily  get  to  Birmingham,  and  fo  to 
Oxford;  but  I  know  not  which  way  I  fhall  take, 
but  fome  way  or  other  I  hope  to  find,  that  may 
bring  me  back  again  to  Streatham ;  and  then  I 
fhall  fee  what  have  been  my  matter's  goings  on, 
and  will  try  whether  I  fhall  know  the  old  pla 
ces. 

As  I  lift  up  my  head  from  the  paper,  I  can  look 
into  Lucy's  garden.  Her  walls  have  all  failed.  I 
believe  fhe  has  had  hardly  any  fruit  but  goofeber- 
ries  ;  but  fo  much  verdure  looks  pretty  in  a  town. 

When  you  read  my  letters  I  fuppofe  you  are  ve 
ry  proud  to  think  how  much  you  excel  in  the  cor- 
refpondence ;  but  you  muft  remember  that  your 
materials  are  better.  You  have  a  family,  and 
friends,  and  hopes,  and  fears,  and  wifhes,  and 
averiions,  and  all  the  ingredients  that  arc  necefiary 
to  the  compofition  of  a  letter.  Here  fit  poor  I, 
with  nothing  but  my  own  iblitary  individuality; 
doing  little,  and  fufferingno  more  than  I  have  of 
ten  fufiered ;  hearing  nothing  that  I  can  repeat ; 
feeing  nothing  that  I  can  relate;  talking,  when  I 

do 
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do  talk,  to  thofe  whom  you  cannot  regard ;  and 
at  this  moment  hearing  the  curfew,  which  you 
cannot  hear.  I  am, 

Deareft,  deareft  Lady, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER       CXXXIV. 
To     MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

MADAM,  Lichfield,  July, 

JL)  O  not  fay  that  I  never  write  to  yon,  and  do 
not  think  that  I  expeded  to  find  any  friends  here 
that  could  make  me  wifh.  to  prolong  my  flay. 
For  your  ftrawberries,  however,  I  have  no  care. 
Mrs.  Cobb  has  ftrawberries,  and  will  give  me  as 
long  as  they  laft;  and  fhe  has  chernes  too.  Of 
the  ftrawberries  at  Streatham  I  configii  my  part  to 
Mifs  and  Harry.  I  hope  Sufy  grows  and  Lucy 
begins  to  walk.  Though  this  rainy  weather  con 
fines  us  all  in  the  houfe,  I  have  neither  frolicked 
nor  fretted. 

In  the  tumult,  whatever  it  was,  at  your  houfe, 
I  hope  my  countrywomen  either  had  no  part,  or 
behaved  well.  I  told  Mr.  Heartwell  about  three 
days  ago,  how  well  Warren  was  liked  in  her 
place. 

I  have  paffed  one  day  at  Birmingham  with  my 
old  friend  Hcdor — there's  a  name- — and  his  fifter, 
an  old  love.  My  rniftrefs  is  grown  much  older 
than  my  friend. 

O,  quid 
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O,  quid  babes  illius,  illius 

Quse  fpirabat  amores, 

Quse  me  furpuerat  mihi. 

Time  will  impair  the  body,  and  ufes  us  well  if 
it  fpares  the  mind. 

I  am*  &c. 


LETTER      CXXXV. 
To    MRS.     T   H   R    A   L   E. 
MADAM,  July  29,  1775. 

JL  H  E  rain  caught  me  at  Stowhill,  and  kept  me 
till  it  is  very  late;  I  muft  however  write,  for  I  am 
enjoined  to  tell  you  how  much  Mrs.  Lucy  was 
pleafed  with  your  prefent,  and  to  entreat  you  to. 
excufe  her  from  writing,  becaufe  her  hand  is  not 
yet  recovered.  She  is  very  glad  of  your  notice, 
and  very  thankful.  .  t 

I  am  very  defirous  that  Mr.  *  *  *  fhould  be 
fent  for  a  few  weeks  to  Brighthelmftone.  Air, 
and  vacancy,  and  novelty,  and  the  confcioufnefs 
of  his  own  value,  and  the  pride  of  fuch  diftinc- 
tion  and  delight  in  Mr.  Thrale's  kindnefs,  would, 
as  Cheney  phrafes  it,  afford  all  the  relief  that  hu 
man  art  can  give,  or  human  nature  receive.  Do 
not  read  this  flightly,  you  may  prolong  a  veiy 
ufeful  life. 

Whether  the  pine-apples  be  ripe  or  rotten,  whe 
ther  the  Duke's  veniion  be  baked  or  roafted,  I 
begin  to  think  it  time  I  were  at  home.  I  have 
ftaid  till  perhaps  nobody  wilhes  me  to  ftay  longer, 

except 
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except  the  ladies  on  the  hill,  who  offer  me  a  lodg 
ing,  and  though  not  ill,  am  unfettled  enough  to 
wifh  for  change  of  place,  even  though  that  change 
were  not  to  bring  me  to  Streatham ;  but  thither  I 
hope  I  fhall  quickly  come,  and  find  you  all  well., 
and  gay,  and  happy,  and  catch  a  little  gaiety,  and 
health,  and  happinefs  among  you. 

lam,  Dea  reft  of  all  dear  Ladies, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER     CXXXVI. 
To    MRS.      T   H   R    A   L   E. 
DFAR  MADAM,  Auguft  i,  1775. 

WONDER  how  it  could  happen.  I  forgot 
that  the  poft  went  out  yefternight,  and  fo  omitted 
t.o  write;  I  therefore  put  this  by  the  by-poft,  and 
hope  it  will  come,  that  I  may  not  lofe  my  regular 
letter. 

This  was  to  have  been  my  laft  letter  from  this 
place,  but  Lucy  fays  I  muft  not  go  this  week. 
Fits  of  tendernefs  with  Mrs.  Lucy  are  not  com 
mon  ;  but  flie  feems  now  to  have  a  little  paroxifm, 
and  I  was  not  willing  to  counteract  it.  When  I 
am  to  go  I  fhall  take  care  to  inform  you.  The 
lady  at  Stowhill  fays,  how  comes  Lucy  to  be  fuch 
a  fovcreign,  all  the  town  befides  could  not  have 
kept  you. 

America  now  fills  every  mouth,  and  fome  heads, 
and  a  little  of  it  (hall  come  into  my  letter.  I  do 

not 
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not  much  like  the  news.  Our  troops  have  indeed 
the  fuperiority;  five-and-twenty  hundred  have 
driven  live  thoufand  from  their  iutrenchment;  but 
the  Americans  fought  Ikilfully;  had  coolnefs 
enough  in  the  battle  to  carry  off  their  men; 'and 
feem  to  have  retreated  orderly,  for  they  were  not 
purfued.  They  want  nothing  but  confidence  in 
their  leaders,  and  familiarity  with  danger.  Our. 
bufinefs  is  to  purfue  their  main  army,  and  difperfe 
it  by  a  decifive  battle ;  and  then  wafte  the  country- 
till  they  fue  for  peace.  If  we  make  war  by  par 
ties  and  detachments,  diflodge  them  from  one 
place,  and  exclude  them  from  another,  we  fhall 
by  a  local,  gradual,  and  ineffectual  war,  teach 
them  our  own  knowledge,  harden  their  obftinacy, 
and  ftrengthen  their  confidence,  and  at  laft  come 
to  fight  on  equal  terms  of  Ikill  and  bravery,  with 
out  equal  numbers. 

Mrs.  Williams  wrote  me  word,  that  you  had 
honoured  her  with  a  vifit,  and  behaved  lovely. 

Mr.  Thrale  left  off  digging  his  pool,  I  fuppofe, 
for  want  of  water.  The  firft  thing  to  be  done  is 
by  digging  in  three  or  four  places,  to  try  how 
near  the  fprings  will  rife  to  the  furface ;  for  though 
we  cannot  hope  to  be  always  full,  we  mult  be 
fure  never  to  be  dry. 

Poor  **.***!  I  am  forry  for  him.  It  is 
fad  to  give  a  family  of  children  no  pleafure  but 
by  dying.  It  was  faid  of  Otho :  Hoc  tantum  fecit 
nobile  quod  periit.  It  may  be  changed  to  *  *  *  *; 
Hoc  tantum  fecit  utile. 

If  I  could  do  Mr.  Carter  any  good  at  Oxford, 
I  could  eafily  ftop  there;  for  through  it,  if  I  go 
by  Birmingham,  I  am  likely  to  pafs ;  but  the  place 
is  now  a  fulleii  folitude.  Whatever  can  be  done 
I  am  ready  to  do ;  but  our  operations  inuft  for  the 
prefent  be  at  London. 

.  I  am,  &c. 
LET- 
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LETTER    CXXXVII. 
To     MRS.    T  H  R  A   L  E. 

MADAM,  Lichfield,  Auguft  2,  1775. 

1  DINED  to-day  at  Stowhill,  and  am  come 
away  to  write  my  letter.  Never  furely  was  I  fuch 
a  writer  before.  Do  you  keep  my  letters  ?  I  am  not 
of  your  opinion  that  I  fhall  not  like  to  read  them 
hereafter;  for  though  there  is  in  them  not  much 
hiftory  of  mind,  or  any  thing  elfe,  they  will,  I 
hope,  always  be  in  fome  degree  the  records  of  a 
pure  and  blamelefs  friendlhip,  and  in  fome  hours 
of  languour  and  fadnefs  may  revive  the  memory 
of  more  cheerful  times. 

Why  you  fhould  fuppofe  yourfelf  not  defirous 
hereafter  to  read  the  hiftory  of  your  own  mind,  I 
do  not  fee.  Twelve  years,  on  which  you  now 
look  as  on  a  vaft  expanfe  of  life,  will  probably  be 
paffed  over  uniformly  and  fmoothly  with  very  lit 
tle  perception  of  your  progrefs,  and  with  very 
few  remarks  upon  the  way.  That  accumulation 
of  knowledge  which  you  promife  to  yourfelf,  by 
which  the  future  is  to  look  back  upon  the  prefent, 
with  the  fu}  eriority  of  manhood  to  infancy,  will 
perhaps  never  be  attempted,  or  never  will  be 
made;  and  you  will  mid,  as  millions  have  found 
before  you,  that  forty-five  has  made  little  fenfible 
addition  to  thirty-three. 

As  the  body  after  a  certain  time  gains  no  in- 
creafe  of  height,  and  little  of  ftrength,  there  is 
likewife  a  period,  though  more  variable  by  ex 
ternal  caufes,  when  the  mind  commonly  attains 
its  ftationary  point  and  very  little  advances  its 
powers  of  reflexion,  judgment,  and  ratiocination. 
The  body  may  acquire  new  modes  of  motion,  or 

new 
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new  dexterities  of  mechanick  operations,  but  its 
original  ftrength  receives  not  improvement;  the 
mind  may  be  ftored  with  new  languages,  or  new 
fciences,  but  its  power  of  thinking  remains  near 
ly  the  fame,  and  nnlefs  it  attains  new  fubjecls  of 
meditation,  it  commonly  produces  thoughts  of 
the  fame  force  and  the  fame  extent,  at  very  diftant 
intervals  of  life,  as  the  tree,  unlefs  a  foreign  fruit 
be  ingrafted,  gives  year  after  year  productions  of 
the  fame  form  and  the  fame  flavour. 

By  intellectual  force  or  ftrength  of  thought  is 
t  meant  the  degree  of  power  which  the  mind  pof- 
fefles  of  furveying  the  fubjedl  of  meditation,  with 
its  circuit  of  concomitants,  and  its  train  of  de 
pendence. 

Of  this  power,  which  all  obferve  to  be  very 
different  in  minds,  part  feems  the  gift  of  nature, 
and  part  the  acquifition  of  experience.  When 
the  powers  of  nature  have  attained  their  intended 
energy,  they  can  be  no  more  advanced.  The 
fhmb  can  never  become  a  tree.  And  it  is  not  un- 
reafonable  to  fuppofe,  that  they  are  before  the 
middle  of  life  in  their  full  vigour. 

Nothing  then  remains  but  practice  and  experi 
ence  ;  and  perhaps  why  they  do  fo  little,  _may  be 
worth  enquiry. 

But  I  have  juft  now  looked,  and  find  it  fo  late, 
that  I  will  enquire  againft  the  next  poft  night. 

I  am,  &c. 


Voi.  I.  P  LET- 
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LETTER      CXXXVIII. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR.  MADAM,  Lichfield,  Auguft  £,  1775. 

AN STEAD  of  forty  reafons  for  my  return, 
one  is  fufficient, — that  you  wifh  for  my  company. 
I  purpofe  to  write  no  more  till  you  fee  me*  The 
ladies  at  Stowhill  and  Greenhill  are  unanimoufly 
of  opinion,  that  it  will  be  beft  to  take  a  poft- 
cbaife,  and  not  to  be  troubled  with  the  vexations 
of  a  common  carriage.  I  will  venture  to  fuppofe 
the  ladies  at  Streatham  to  be  of  the  fame  mind. 

You  will  now  expect  to  be  told  why  you  will 
not  be  fo  much  wifer  as  you  expe6l,  when  you 
have  lived  twelve  years  longer. 

It  is  faid,  and  faid  truly,  that  experience  is  the 
beft  teacher;  and  it  is  fuppofed,  that  as  life  is 
lengthened  experience  is  encreafed.  But  a  clofer 
infpe<5Uon  of  human  life  will  difcover  that  time 
often  paffes  without  any  incident  which  can  much 
enlarge  knowledge  or  ratify  judgment.  When 
we  are  young  we  learn  much,  becaufe  we  are 
univerfally  ignorant ;  we  obterve  every  thing, 
becaufe  every  thing  is  new.  But  after  fome  years, 
the  occurrences  of  daily  life  are  exhaufted;  one 
day  palfes  like  another,  in  the  fame  fcene  of  ap 
pearances,  in  the  fame  courle  of  tranfa&ions ; 
we  have  to  do  what  we  have  often  done,  and 
what  we  do  not  try,  becaufe  we  do  not  wifh  to 
do  much  better ;  we  are  told  what  we  already 
know,  and  therefore  what  repetition  cannot  make 
us  know  with  greater  certainty. 

He  that  has  early  learned  much,  perhaps  fel- 
tlom  makes,  with  regard  to  life  and  manners, 
much  addition  to  his  knowledge;  not  only  be 
caufe 
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caufe  as  more  is  known  there  is  lefs  to  learn,  but 
becaufe  a  mind  ftored  with  images  and  principles 
turns  inwards  for  its  own  entertainment,  and  is 
employed  in  fettling  thofe  ideas  which  run  into 
confufion,  and  in  recollecting  thofe  which  are 
Healing  away ;  practices  by  which  wifdom  may 
be  kept  but  not  gained.  The  merchant  who  was 
at  firfl  bufy  in  acquiring  money,  ceafes  to  grow 
richer,  from  the  time  when  he  makes  it  his  bufi- 
nefs  only  to  count  it. 

Thofe  who  have  families,  or  employments  are 
engaged  in  buiinefs  of  little  difficulty,  but  of 
great  importance,  requiring  rather  afliduity  of 
practice  than  fubtilty  of  fpeculation,  occupying 
the  attention  with  images  too  bulky  for  refinement, 
and  too  obvious  for  refearch.  The  right  is  alrea 
dy  known-,  what  remains  is  only  to  follow  it. 
Daily  bufmefs  adds  no  more  to  wifdom,  than 
daily  leflbn  to  the  learning  of  the  teacher.  But  of 
how  few  lives  does  not  ftated  duty  claim  the  great 
er  part. 

For  the  greater  part  of  human  minds  never  en 
deavour  their  own  improvement.  Opinions  once 
received  from  infl ruction,  or  fettled  by  whatever 
accident,  are  feldom  recalled  to  examination  j 
having  being  once  fuppofed  to  be  right,  they  are 
never  difcovered  to  be  erroneous,  for  no  appli 
cation  is  made  of  any  thing  that  time  may  pre- 
lent,  either  to  fhake  or  to  confirm  them.  From 
this  acquiefcence  in  preconceptions  none  are 
wholly  free;  between  fear  of  uncertainty,  and 
diflike  of  labour,  every  one  refts  while  he  might 
yet  go  forwards;  and  they  that  were  wife  at 
thirty-three,  are  very  little  wifer  at  forty-five. 

Of  this  fpeculation  you  are  perhaps  tired,  and 

would  rather  hear  of  Sophy.     I  hope  before  this 

comes,  that  her  head  will  be  eafier,  and  your 

head  lefs  filled  with  fears  and  troubles,  which  you 

P  2  know 
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know  are  to  be  indulged  only  to  prevent  evil,  not 
to  increafe  it. 

Your  uneafmefs  about  Sophy  is  probably  unne- 
ceflfary,  and  at  word  your  other  children  are 
healthful,  and  )-our  affairs  profperous.  Unmingled 
good  cannot  be  expedted ;  but  as  we  may  lawful 
ly  gather  all  the  good  within  our  reach,  we  may 
be  allowed  to  lament  after  that  which  we  lofe. 
I  hope  your  loffes  are  at  an  end,  and  that  as  far 
as  the  condition  of  our  prefent  exiftence  permits, 
your  remaining  life  will  be  happy. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER     CXXXIX. 
MRS.    THRALE,   to   DR.    JOHNSON. 

Auguft  9,  1775.  . 

YOU  afk,  dear  Sir,  if  I  keep  your  letters — to 
be  fure  I  do ;  lor  though  I  would  not  fervc  you 
as  you  faid  you  would  ferve  Lady  ,  wrere 

you  married  to  her, — live  a  hundred  miles  off, 
and  make  her  write  once  o'week  (was  not  it  r)  be- 
caufe  her  converfation  and  manners  were  coarfe, 
but  her  letters  elegant :  yet  I  have  always  found 
the  beft  fupplement  for  talk  was  writing,  and 
yours  particularly  fo.  My  only  reafon  to  fuppofe 
that  we  fhould  diflike  looking  over  the  correfpqn- 
dence  twelve  or  twenty  years  hence,  was  becaufe 
the  light  of  it  would  jtot  revive  the  memory  of 
cheerful  times  at  all.  God  forbid  that  1  mould 
be  lefs  happy  then  than  now,  when  I  am  perpe 
tually  bringing  or  loiing  babies,  both  very  dread 
ful 
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ful  operations  to  me,  and  which  tear  mind  and 
body  both  in  pieces  very  cruelly.  Sophy  is  at 
this  very  inftant  beginning  to  droop,  or  I  dream 
fo;  and  how  is  it  likely  one  fhould  ever  have 
comfort  in  reviling  the  annals  of  vexation  ? 

You  fay  too,  that  I  ihall  not  grow  wifer  in 
twelve  years,  which  is  a  bad  account  of  futurity ; 
but  if  I  grow  happier  I  fhall  grow  wifer,  for  being 
lefs  chained  down  to  furrounding  circumftances, 
what  power  of  thinking  my  mind  naturally  pof- 
fefles  will  have  fair  play  at  leaft.  The  mother  or 
miftrefs  of  a  large  family  is  in  the  cafe  of  a  te 
thered  nag,  always  treading  and  fubfifting  on  the 
fame  fpot ;  fhe  hears  and  repeats  the  fame  unre 
garded  precepts  j  frets  over  that  which  no  fretting 
can  diminifh ;  and  hopes  on,  in  very  fpite  of  ex 
perience,  for  what  death  does  not  ever  fuflfer  her 
to  enjoy.  With  regard  to  mental  improvement, 
Perkins  might  as  well  expect  to  grow  rich  by  re 
peating  the  Multiplication  Table,  as  I  to  grow 
wife  by  holding  Watt's  Art  of  Reading  before  my 
eyes.  A  finger-poft,  though  it  directs  others  on 
the  road,  cannot  advance  itfelf;  was  it  once 
cut  into  coach-wheels,  who  knows  how  far  it 
might  travel? 

When  Fergufon  made  himfelf  an  aftronomer, 
the  other  lads  of  the  village  were  loading  corn 
and  pitching  hay, — though  with  the  fame  degree 
of  leifure  they  might  perhaps  have  attained  the 
fame  degree  of  excellence ;  but  they  were  doing 
while  he  was  thinking  you  fee,  and  when  leifure 
is  obtained,  incidents,  however  trifling,  may  be 
ufed  to  advantage ;  befides,  that  'tis  better,  as 
Skakefpeaie  fays,  to  be  eaten  up  with  the  mil, 

Than  fcour'd  to  nothing  with  perpetual  motion. 

1C  ***  '••"/>,  .      . 

So 
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So  if  ever  I  get  quiet  I  fhall  get  happy ;  and  if  I 
get  happy  I  fhall  have  a  chance  to  get  wife.  Why, 
wifdoni  itfelf  ftands  ft  ill,  fays  Mr.  Johnfon,  and 
then  how  will  you  advance  ?  It  will  be  an  ad 
vancement  to  me  to  trace  that  very  argument, 
and  examine  whether  it  has  advanced  or  no.  Was 

not  it  your  friend  M 1  who  firft  faid,  that  next 

to  winning  at  cards,  the  greateft  happinefs  was 
lofmg  at  cards  ?  I  fhould  feel  the  fecond  degree  of 
delight  in  affuring  mytelf  that  there  was  no  wif- 
dom  to  be  obtained.  Baker's  Reflections  on 
Learning  was  always  a  favourite  book  with  me, 
and  he  lays,  you  have  all  been  trotting  in  a  circle 
thefe  two  or  three  thoufand  years — but  let  us  join 
the  team  at  leaft,  and  not  ftand  gaping  while 
others  trot.  The  tethered  horfe  we  talked  of  juft 
now,  would  beg  to  work  in  our  mill,  if  he  could 
fpeak  ;  and  an  old  captain  of  a  fhip  told  me,  that 
when  he  fet  the  marine  fociety  boys  to  run  round 
the  hoop  for  a  pudding  in  fine  weather,  to  divert 
the  officers,  thofe  who  were  hardeft  lafhed  fel- 
dom  lamented;  but  all  cried,  ready  to  break  their 
hearts,  who  were  left  out  of  the  game.  Here  is 
enough  of  this  I  believe. 

We  are  all  pleafed  that  'you  intend  to  come 
home  in  a  chaife.  W^ho  fhould  you  fave  fixteen 
fhillings  for  ?  and  how  much  richer  would  your 
heirs  be  for  thofe  fixteen  fhillings  ?  Calculation  is 
perpetually  oppofed  to  the  fpendthrirt ;  but  if 
mifers  would  learn  to  count,  they  would  be  mifers 
no  longer :  for  how  many  years  mult  a  man  live 
to  fave  out  of  a  fmall  income  one  hundred  pounds, 
even  if  he  adopted  every  poffible  method  ?  befides 
the  ill-will  of  the  world,  which  purfues  avarice 
more  clofely,  and  watches  it  more  narrowly  than 
any  other  vice. 

I  have  indeed  often  wondered  that  the  bulk  of 
mankind  fhould  look  on  a  pei  fon  who  gains  money 

unjuftly 
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unjuftly  with  lefs  deteftation  than  they  furvey  the 
petty  favings  of  him  who  lives  penurioufly  ; — -for 
the  firft  is  in  every  body's  way,  and  if  he  excit 
ed  every  body's  hatred,  who  need  wonder  ?  while 
a  hoarder  injures  no  one  but  himfelf — yet  even 
his  heirs  abhor  him. 

There  is,  however,  little  cajl  I  believe  to  make 
fermons  againft  covetoufnefs  for  the  ufe  of  deaf 
Mr.  Johnfon,  or  of  his 

Faithful  and  obedient  fervant, 
H.  L.   THRALE. 

Sophy  is  very  fick,  and  we  all  wifh  you  would 
come  home. 


LETTER      CXL. 
To    MRS.   THRALE. 
MADAM,  Auguft  29,   1775. 

ERE  is  a  rout  and  buftle ;  and  a  buftle  and 
a  rout;  as  if  nobody  had  ever  before  forgotten 
where  a  thing  was  laid.  At  laft  there  is  no  great 
harm  done ;  both  Colfon  and  Scot  have  copies  ; 
and  real  hafte  there  is  none.  You  will  find  it  fome 
day  this  week,  and  any  day  will  ferve,  or  per 
haps  we  can  recolledt  it  between  us. 

About  your  memory  we  will,  if  you  pleafe, 
have  fome  ferious  talk.  I  fret  at  your  forgetful- 
nefs,  as  I  do  at  my  own.  We  will  try  to  mend 
both ;  yours  at  leait  is,  I  Ihould  .hope,  remediable. 

But, 
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But,  however  it  happens,  we  are  of  late  never  to 
gether. 

Am  I  to  come  to-morrow  to  the  Borough,  or 
will  any  one  call  on  me  ?  This  forry  foot !  and 
this  forry  Dr.  Lawrence,  who  fays  it  is  the  gout ! 
but  then  he  thinks  every  thing  the  gout ;  and  ib  I 
will  try  not  to  believe  him.  Into  the  fea  I  fup- 
pofe  you  will' fend  it,  and  into  the  fea  I  defign  it 
fhall  go. — Can  you  remember,  dear  Madam,  that 
I  have  a  lame  foot  ?  I  am  fure  I  cannot  forget  it ; 
if  you  had  one  fo  painful,  you  would  fo  remem 
ber  it.  Pain  is  gopd  for  the  memory. 

I  am,  &c, 


LETTER    GXLI. 
To    MRS.   T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  March  25,  1776. 

JL  H I S  letter  will  not,  I  hope,  reach  you  many 
days  before  me  ;  in  a  diftrefs  which  can  be  fo  lit 
tle  relieved,  nothing  remains  for  a  friend  but  to 
come  and  partake  it. 

Poor  dear  fweet  little  boy !  When  I  read  the 
letter  this  day  to  Mrs.  Afton,  me  faid,  "  Such  a 
"  death  is  the  next  to  tranilation."  Yet  however 
I  may  convince  myfelf  of  this,  the  tears  are  in  my 
eyes,  and  yet  I  could  not  love  him  as  you  loved 
him,  nor  reckon  upon  him  for  a  future  comfort  as 
you  and  his  father  reckoned  upon  him. 

He  is  gone,  and  we  are  going  !  We  could  not 
have  enjoyed  him  long,  and  fhall  not  long'  be  fe- 

parated 
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parated  from  him.      He  has  probably   efcaped 
many  fuch  pangs  as  you  are  now  feeling. 

Nothing  remains,  but  that  with  humble  confi 
dence  we  relign  ourfelves  to  Almighty  Goodnefs, 
and  fall  down,  without  irreverent  murmurs,  be 
fore  the  Sovereign  Diftributer  of  good  and  evil, 
with  -hope  that  though  forrow  endureth  for  a 
night,  yet  joy  may  come  in  the  morning. 

I  have  known  you,  Madam,  too  long  to  think 
that  you  want  any  arguments  for  fubmiflion  to 
the  Supreme  Will;  nor  can  my  confolation  ha"ve 
any  eifedt  but  that  of  fhewing  that  I  wifh  to  com 
fort  you.  What  can  be  done  you  fnuft  do  for 
yourfelf.  Remember  firft,  that  your  child  is  hap 
py  ;  and  then,  that  he  is  fafe,  not  only  from  the 
ills  of  this  world,  but  from  thofe  more  formidable 
dangers  which  extend  their  mifchief  to  eternity. 
You  have  brought  into  the  world  a  rational  being ; 
have  feen  him  happy  during  the  little  life  that 
has  been  granted  him ;  and  can  have  no  doubt 
but  that  his  happinefs  is  now  permanent  and  im 
mutable. 

When  you  have  obtained  by  prayer  fuch  tran 
quillity  as  nature-  will  admit,  force  your  atten 
tion,  as  you  can,  upon  your  accuftomed  duties 
and  accuftomed  entertainments.  You  can  do  no 
more  for  our  dear  boy,  but  you  muft  not  there 
fore  think  lefs  on  thofe  whom  your  attention  may 
make  fitter  for  the  place  to  which  he  is  gone. 

I  am,  deareft,  deareft  Madam, 

Your  moft  affedionate  humble  fervant. 


LET- 
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LETTER      CXLII. 
To     MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM^.  March  30,   1776. 

OlNCE,  as  Mr.  Baretti  informs  us,  our  deaf 
Queeney  is  grown  better,  I  hope  you  \vill  by  de 
grees  recover  your  tranquillity.  Only  by  degrees, 
and  thofe  pernaps  fufficiently  flow,  can  the  pain 
of  an  affliction  like  yours  be  abated.  But  though 
effeds  are  not  wholly  in  our  power,  yet  Provi 
dence  always  gives  us  fomething  to  do.  Many  of 
the  operations  of  nature  may  by  human  diligence 
be  accelerated  or  retarded.  Do  not  indulge  your 
forrow;  try  to  drive  it  away  by  either  pleafure 
or  pain ;  for,  oppofed  to  what  you  are  feeling, 
many  pains  will  become  pleafures.  Remember 
the  great  precept,  Be  notfolitary;  be  not  idle. 

But  above  all,  refign  yourfelf  and  your  chil 
dren  to  the  Univerfal  Father,  the  Author  of  Ex- 
iftence,  and  Governor  of  the  Univerfe,  who  only 
knows  what  is  beft  for  all,  and  without  whofe  re 
gard  not  a  fparrow  falls  to  the  ground. 

That  I  feel  what  friendfhip  can  feel,  I  hope  I 
need  not  tell  you.  I  loved  him  as  I  never  ex 
pect  to  love  any  other  little  boy ;  but  I  could  not 
love  him  as  a  parent.  I  know  that  fuch  a  lofs  is 
a  laceration  of  the  mind.  I  know  that  a  whole 
fyftem  of  hopes,  and  defigns,  and  expectations,  is 
fwept  away  at  once,  and  nothing  left  but  bottom- 
L-fs  vacuity.  What  you  feel  I  have  felt,  and  hope 
that  your  difquiet  will  be  Ihorter  than  mine. 

Mr.  Thrale  lent  me  a  letter  from  Mr.  Bofwell, 
J  fuppofe  to  be  inclofed.  I  was  this  day  with 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Montague,  who,  with  every  body  elfe,  la 
ments  your  misfortune.     I  am,  deareil  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER      CXLIII. 
To  MRS.   T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAREST  MADAM,  April  i,  1776. 

\V  HEN  you  were  gone,  Mr.  Thrale  foon  fent 
me  away.  I  came  next  day,  and  was  made  to 
understand  that  when  I  was  wanted  I  mould  be 
fent  for  ;  and  therefore  I  have  not  gone  yefterday 
or  to-day,  but  I  will  foon  go  again  whether  in 
vited  or  not. 

You  begin  now  I  hope  to  be  able  to  confider, 
that  what  has  happened  might  have  had  great 
aggravations.  Had  you  been  followed  in  your 
intended  travels  by  an  account  of  this  affliflive 
deprivation,  where  could  have  been  the  end  of 
doubt,  and  furmife,  and  fufpicion,  and  felf-condem- 
n  at  ion  ?  You  could  not  ealily  have  been  reconciled 
to  thofe  whom  you  left  behind,  or  thofe  who  had 
perfuaded  you  to  go.  You  would  have  believed 
that  he  died  by  neglect,  and  that  your  prefence 
would  have  faved  him.  I  am  glad  of  your  letter 
from  Marlborough,  and  hope  you  will  try  to 
force  youifelf  to  write.  If  grief  either  caufed  or 
aggravated  poor  Queeney's  illnefs,  you  have  taken 
the  proper  method  for  relieving  it.  Young  minds 
eaiily  receive  new  impreffions. 

Poor 
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Poor  Peyton  expired  this  morning.  He  pro 
bably  during  many  years,  for  which  he  fat  ftarv- 
ing  by  the  bed  of  a  wife,  not  only  ufelefs  but  al- 
moft  motioiilefs,  condemned  by  poverty  to  per- 
fonal  attendance,  and  by  the  neceffity  of  fuch  at 
tendance  chained  down  to  poverty — he  probably 
thought  often  how  lightly  he  mould  tread  the 
path  of  life  without  his  burthen.  Of  this  thought 
the  acl  million  was  unavoidable,  and  the  indul 
gence  might  be  forgiven  to  frailty  and  dillrefs. 
His  wife  died  at  laft,  and  before  me  was  buried 
he  was  feized  with  a  fever,  and  is  now  going  to 
the  grave. 

Such  mifcarriages,  when  they  happen  to  thofe 
on  whom  many  eyes  are  fixed,  fill  hiftories  and 
tragedies ;  and  tears  have  been  fhed  for  the  firf- 
ferings,  and  wonder  excited  by  the  fortitude  of 
thofe  who  neither  did  nor  fuffered  more  than 
Peyton. 

I  was  on  Saturday  at  Mrs.  Montague's,  who 
exprefled  great  fenfibility  of  your  lois ;  and  have 
this  day  received  an  invitation  to  a  fupper  and  a 
ball ;  but  I  returned  my  acknowledgment  to  the 
ladies,  and  let  them  know  that  I  thought  I  fhould 
like  the  ball  better  another  week.  I  am,  dear 
Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER      CXLIV. 
To   MRS.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAREST  MADAM,  April  4,   1776. 

LAM  glad  to  hear  of  pretty  Queene/s  recove 
ry,  and  your  returning  tranquillity.  What  we 
have  fuffered  ought  to  make  us  remember  what 
we  have  efcaped.  You  might  at  as  fhort  a  warn 
ing  have  been  taken  from  your  children,  or  Mr. 
Thrale  might  have  been  taken  from  us  all. 

Mr.  Thrale,  when  he  difmifled  me,  promifed 
to  call  on  me ;  he  has  never  called,  and  I  have 
never  feen  him.  He  faid  that  he  would  go  to  the 
houfe,  and  I  hope  he  has  found  fomething  that 
laid  hold  on  his  attention. 

I  do  not  wifh  you  to  return,  while  the  novelty 
of  the  place  does  any  good  either  to  you  or 
CHieeney,  and  longer  I  know  you  will  not  ftay ; 
there  is  therefore  no  need  of  foliciting  your  re 
turn.  What  qualification  can  be  extracted  from 
fo  fad  an  event,  I  derive  from  obferving  that  Mr. 
Thrale's  behaviour  has  united  you  to  him  by  ad 
ditional  endearments.  Every  evil  will  be  more 
eafily  borne  while  you  fondly  love  one  another  ; 
and  every  good  will  be  enjoyed  with  encreafe  of 
delight  jte/  compute,  to  ufe  the  phrafe  of  Cumber 
land.  May  your  care  of  each  other  always  en- 
creafe !  I  am,  deareft  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


L  E  T- 
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LETTER     CXLV. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  April  9,  1-76. 

JVL  R.  Thrale's  alteration  of  purpofe  is  not  weak- 
nefs  of  refolution ;  it  is  a  wife  man's  compliance 
with  the  change  of  things,  and  with  the  new  du 
ties  which  the  change  produces.  Whoever  ex- 
peels  me  to  be  angry,  will  be  difappointed.  I 
do  not  even  grieve  at  the  effect,  I  grieve  only  at 
the  caufe. 

Your  bufinefs  for  the  prefent  is  to  feek  for  eaie, 
and  to  go  where  you  think  it  molt  likely  to  be 
found.  There  cannot  yet  be  any  place  in  your 
mind  for  mere  curiofity.  Whenever  I  can  con 
tribute  to  your  tranquillity,  I  ftiall  readily  attend, 
end  hope  never  to  add  to  the  evils  that  may  op- 
prefs  you.  I  will  go  with  you  to  Bath,  or  ftay 
with  you  at  home. 

I  am  very  little  difappointed.  I  was  glad  to 
go  to  places  of  fo  much  celebrity,  but  had  pro- 
mifed  to  myfelf  no  raptures,  nor  much  improve 
ment  ;  nor  is  there  any  thing  to  be  expected  worth 
fuch  a  facrifice  as  you  might  make. 

Keep  yourfelf  bufy,  and  you  will  in  time  grow 
cheerful.  New  profpe&s  may  open,  and  new  en 
joyments  may  come  within  your  reach.  I  furely 
cannot  but  wifh  all  evil  removed  from  a  houfe 
which  has  afforded  my  miferies  all  the  fuccour 
which  attention  and  benevolence  could  give.  I 
a  pi  forry  not  to  owe  fo  much,  but  to  repay  fo 
^ittle.  What  I  can  do,  you  may  with  great  rea- 
(on  expect  from,  deareft  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 

L  E  T- 
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LETTER     CXLVI. 
MRS.    THRALE   to   DR.    JOHNSON. 
MY  DEAR  SIR,  Bath,  May  3,  1776. 

J.  H I S  month,  which  finds  or  makes  every  bo 
dy  elfe  inclined  to  be  cheerful,  finds  me  with  hope 
deprefled,  forrow  renewed,  and  affli&ion  budding 
out  \vhere  pleafure  only  Ihould  vegetate.  This 
little  girl's  Itate  of  health  hinders  me  from  reco 
vering  the  lofs  I  fuftained  in  her  brother. — What 
can  ail  her  ?  I  would  have  perfuaded  Mr.  Thrale 
to  perfift  in  his  intentions  of  travelling,  had  I  not 
thought  it  dangerous  to  her ;  it  would  perhaps 
have  been  better  for  us ;  I  mean  for  our  health, 
not  for  our  improvement,  becaufe  going  abroad 
to  fee  objects  with  a  pie-occupied  mind  is  mere 
lofs  of  time ;— one  remembers  nothing  one  either 
fees  or  hears  when  in  a  ftate  of  affii&ion.  Poor 
people  have  always  bad  memories,  you  may  ob- 
ferve ; — how  fhould  they  have  good  ones  ?  their 
hearts  are  full,  poor  dears,  no  room  for  obferva- 
tioii  and  attention,  the  two  parents  of  memory ; 
and  indeed  the  happieft  people,  as  far  as  my  ac 
quaintance  has  gone,  have  had  the  retentive 
powers  of  mind  in  much  the  greateft  perfection . 
Baretti  faid,  you  would  be  very  angry  becaufe  this 
dreadful  event  made  us  put  off  our  Italian  journey, 
but  I  know  you  better.  Who  knows  even  now 
that  'tis  deferred  for  ever  ?  Mr.  Thrale  fays,  he 
lhall  not  die  in  peace  without  feeing  Rome,  and  I 
am  fure  he  will  go  no-where  that  he  can  help 
without  you. 

Let  us  try  to  heal  our  hearts  firft; — mine  is  al 
ways  cracking  again  though,  as  foon  as  it  begins 

to 
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to  flan  over ;  and  Dr.  Woodward  gave  me  a  very 
interefting  and  rational  account  of  the  effect  grief 
has  upon  the  heart  this  morning.  When  your 
mind  is  firmly  fixed  to  one  fubject,  faid  he,  you 
forbear  to  draw  your  breath  for  feveral  moments, 
and  then  repair  the  fufpenfion  by  a  long  and  deep 
figh ;  this  long  continued  checks  the  blood's  courfe 
through  the  pulmonary  artery,  and  gives  the  va 
riation  of  the  pulfe  which  attends  agitated  and  dif- 
treffed  minds  ;  a  cough  fucceeds,  in  confequence 
of  the  lungs  being  affected,  while  the  heart  gets 
concretions  or  collections  of  water  in  its  pericar 
dium — the  bag  which  fur  rounds  it,  as  I  under- 
ftand  ;  fo  that  our  vulgar  expreiHon  of  forrow 
breaking  one's  heart  is  founded  on  fact  and  na 
ture.  He  told  me  too,  that  numberlefs  patients 
die  ultimately  of  grief — their  exit  being  attributed 
to  the  immediate  caufe  only,  inftead  of  the  remote 
one.  He  has  ordered  my  poor  matter  and  me  to 
jump  every  morning  into  a  cold  bath  ;  we  have 
here  a  remarkably  fine  one.  Meanwhile  do  not 
fufpect  me  for  being  likely  to  provoke  Heaven's 
judgments  on  my  daughters,  by  fretting  unnecef- 
farily  for  the  lots  of  my  foil.  I  feel  ten  times 
fonder  of  them  than  ever  I  felt  before,  and  am 
dclirous  to  live  for  their  fake  and  their  father's. 

Pray  bring  or  fend  us  your  clufter  of  political 
writings,  for  I  love  them  dearly — >not  as  political 
writings,  but  as  vehicles  for  truth  and  fentiment 
on  twenty,  ay  fifty  iubjects  with  which  politicks 
have  nothing  to  do. 

Should  you  write  about  Streatham  and  Croy- 
don,  the  book  would  be  as  good  to  me  as  a  jour 
ney  to  Rome,  exactly  ;  for  'tis  Johnfon,  not  Falk 
land's  iflands,  that  interefts  us,  and  your  ftyle  is 
invariably  the  fame.  The  iight  of  Rome  might 
have  excited  more  reflections  indeed  than  the  fight 

of 
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of  the  Hebrides,  and  fo  the  book  might  be  bigger, 
but  it  would  not  be  better  a  jet. 

How  does  Dr.  Taylor  do  ?  He  was  very  kind  I 
remember  when  my  thunder-ftorm  came  firft  on, 
ib  was  Count  Manucci,  fo  was  Mrs.  Montague, 
fo  was  every  body.  The  world  is  not  guilty  of 
much  general  harfhnefs,  nor  inclined  I  believe  to 
increafe  pain  which  they  do  not  perceive  to  be 
deferved.  —  Baretti  alone  tried  to  irritate  a  wound 
fo  very  deeply  inflidled,  and  he  will  find  few  to 
approve  his  Cruelty.  Your  friendfhip  is  our  beft 
cordial  ;  continue  it  to  us,  dear  Sir,  arid  write 
very  foon  to 

Your  obliged  and  faithful  fervant. 


--  •  »  »>»> 

LETTER     CXLVII. 
To    MRS.     T  H    R   A    L  E. 

DEAREST  MADAM,  May  6,  1776. 

O  N  Friday  night,  as  you  know,  I  left  you 
about  eleven  o'clock.  The  moon  fhone,  but  I 
did  not  fee  much  of  the  way,  for  I  think  I  flept 
better  than  I  commonly  do  in  bed.  My  compa 
nions  were  civil  men,  and  we  difpatched  our 
journey  very  peaceably.  I  came  home  at  about 
feven  on  Saturday  very  little  fatigued. 

To-day  I  have  been  at  home.  To-morrow  I 
am  to  dine,  as  I  did  yefterday,  with  Dr.  Taylor. 
On  Wednefday  I  am  to  dine  with  Oglethorpe  ; 
and  on  Thurfday  with  Paoli.  He  that  fees  before 
him  to  his  third  dinner,  has  a  long  profpe6t. 

VOL.  I.  (^  My 
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My  political  tracts  are  printed,  and  I  bring 
Mr.  Thrale  a  copy  when  I  come.  They  make  but 
a  little  book. 

Count  Manucci  is  in  fuch  hafte  to  come,  that  I 
believe  he  will  not  flay  for  me ;  if  he  would,  I 
fhould  like  to  hear  his  remarks  on  the  road. 

Mr.  Baretti  has  a  cold  and  hoarfenefs,  and 
Mrs.  Williams  fays  that  I  have  caught  a  cold  this 
afternoon. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER      CXLVIII. 

To     MRS.     THRALE. 

DEAR  MADAM,  May  n,  1776. 

HAT  you  may  have  no  fuperfluous  tmeafinefs, 
|  went  this  afternoqn  to  vifit  the.  two  babies  at 
Kenfington,  and  found  them  indeed  a  little  fpotted 
with  their  diforder,  but  as  brifk  and  gay  as  health 
and  youth  can  make  them.  I  took  a  paper  of 
Iweet  meats,  and  fpread  them  on  the  table.  They 
took  great  delight  to  fhew  their  gavernefs  the  va 
rious  animals  that  were  made  of  fugar ;  and  when 
they  had  eaten  as  much  as  was  fit,  the  reft  were 
laid  up  for  to-morrow. 

Sufy  fends  her  duty  and  love  with  great  pro 
priety.  Sophy  fends  her  duty  to  you,  and  her 
love  to  Queeney  and  Papa.  Mr.  Evans  came 
in  after  me.  You  may  let  your  heart  quite  at 
reft,  no  babies  can  be  belter  than  they  appear  to 
be.  Dr.  Taylor  went  with  me,  and  we  flaid  a 
good. while.  He  likes  them  very  much.  Sufy 
laid  her  creed  in  French. 

Dr. 


DR.    SAMUEL    JOHNSON.        227 

Dr.  Taylor  fays,  I  muft  not  come  back  till  his 
bufinefs  is  adjufted  ;  and  indeed  it  would  not  be 
wife  to  come  away  without  doing  what  I  came 
hither  only  to  do.  However,  I  expect  to  be  dif- 
mifled  in  a  few  days,  and  fhall  bring  Manucci 
with  me. 

I  dined  yefterday  with  ******.  His  three 
children  are  very  lovely.  *  *  *  *  longs  to  teach 
him  a  little  economy.  I  know  not  how  his  mo 
ney  goes,  for  I  do  not  think  that  Mrs.  Williams 
and  I  had  our  due  fhare  of  the  nine  guineas. 

He  begins  to  reproach  himfelf  with  neglect  of 
*  *  #  *  #>s  education,  and  cenfures  that  idlenefs, 
or  that  deviation,  by  the  indulgence  of  which  he 
has  left  uncultivated  fuch  a  fertile  mind.  I  ad- 
vifed  him  to  let  the  child  alone  ;  and  told  him  that 
the  matter  was  not  great,  whether  he  could  read 
at  the  end  of  four  years  or  five,  and  that  I  thought 
it  not  proper  to  harafs  a  tender  mind  with  the 
violence  of  painful  attention.  I  may  perhaps  pro 
cure  both  lather  and  fon  a  year  of  quiet  ;  and 
furely  I  may  rate  myfelf  among  their  benefactors. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER     CXLIX. 
To    MRS.      T   H   R    A   L   E. 
DEAR  LADY,  May  14,  1776. 

Ol  NC  E  my  viiit  to  the  younglings,  nothing  has 

happened  but  a  little  difappointment  in  Dr.  Tay 

lor's  affairs,  which,  he  fays,  muft  keep  me  here  a 

C    2  while 
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while  longer.  Mr.  Wedderburn  has  given  his* 
opinion  to-day  dire&ly  againft  us.  He  thinks  of 
the  claim  much  as  I  think.  We  fent  this  after 
noon  for  a  folkitor,  another  Scrafe,  who  gave  the 
fame  fentence  with  Wedderburn,  and  with  lefs  de 
licacy.  The  Doctor  tried  to  talk  him  into  better 
notions,  but  to  little  purpofe,  for  a  man  is  not 
much  believed  in  his  -own  cauie.  At  laft,  finding 
the  Doctor  fomewhat  moody,  I  bid  him  not  be 
difturbed,  for  he  could  not  be  injured  till  the 
death  of  Mrs.  Rudd,  and  her  life  was  better  than 
his.  So  I  comforted  and  ad-vifed  him. 

I  know  not  how  you  intend  to  ferve  me,  but  I 
expect  a  ktter  to-morrow,  and  I  do  not  fee  why 
Queeney  fhould  forget  me. 

Manucci  muft,  I  believe,  come  down  without 
me.  I  am  alhamed  of  having  delayed  him  fo 
long,  without  being  able  to  fix  a  day  -r  but  you 
know,  and  muft  make  him  know,  that  the  fault  is* 
not  mine. 

*  *  *  goes  away  on  Thmfday,  very  well 
fatisfied  with  his  journey.  Some  great  men  have 
promifed  to  obtain  him  a  place,  and  then  a  fig 
for  my  father  and  his  newr  wife. 

I  have  not  yet  been  at  the  Borough,  nor  know 
when  I  (hall  go,  unlefs  you  fend  me.  There  is  in 
the  exhibition  of  Exeter  Exchange,  a  picture  of 
the  houie  2t  Streatham,  by  one  Laurence,  I  think, 
of  the  Borough.  This  is  fomething,  or  fomething 
like. 

Mr.  Welch  fets  out  for  France  to-morrow,  with 
his  younger  daughter.  He  has  leave  of  abfence 
for  a  year,  and  feems  very  much  delighted  with 
»lic  thought  of  travelling,  and  the  hope  of  health. 

I  am,  £c. 
L  E  T- 
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LETTER      CL, 
To   MRS.     T  H   R   A  L   E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  May  16,  1776. 

THIS  is  my  third  letter.  Well,  Cure  I  fhall 
have  fomething  tomorrow.  Our  bufmefs  ftands 
Hill.  The  Doctor  fays  I  muft  not  go  ;  and  yet  my 
ftay  does  him  no  good.  His  Jfalicitor  fays  he  is 
fick,  but  I  fufpeft  he  is  fallen.  The  Doclor,  in  the 
mean  tune,  has  his  head  as  full  as  yours  at  an 
^leclion.  Livings  and  preferments,  as  if  he  were 
in  want  with  twenty  children,  run  in  his  head. 
But  a  man  muft  have  his  head  on  fomething,  fmali 
or  great. 

For  my  part,  I  begin  to  fettle  and  keep  com 
pany  with  grave  aldermen.  I  dined  yefterday  in 
the  Poultry  with  Mr.  Alderman  Wilkes,  and  Mr. 
Alderman  Lee,  and  Counfellor  Lee,  his  brother. 
There  fat  you  the  while,  fo  fober,  with  your 

W s  and  your  H s,  and  my  atmt  and  her 

turnfpit ;  and  when  they  are  gone,  you  think  by 
chance  on  Johnfon,  what  is  he  doing  ?  What 
Ihould  he  be  doing  ?  He  is  breaking  jokes  with 
Jack  Wilkes  upon  the  Scots.  Such,  Madam,  are 
the  vicuTitudes  of  things.  And  there  was  Mrs. 
Knowles,  the  Quaker,  that  works  the  futile  pic 
tures,  who  is  a  great  admirer  of  your  converfation. 
She  law  you  at  Mr.  Shaw's,  at  the  election  time. 
She  is  a  Staffordfhire  woman,  and  I  am  to  go  and 
fee  her.  Staffordfhire  is  the  nurfery  of  art,  here 
they  grow  up  till  they  are  tranfplanted  to  London. 

Yet  it  is  ftrange  that  I  hear  nothing  from  you ; 
I  hope  you  are  not  angry,  or  fick.  Perhaps  you 
are  gone  without  me  for  fpite  to  fee  places.  That 

is 


23®        LETTERS   TO   AND   FROM 

is  natural  enough,  for  evil  is  very  natural,  but  I 
fhall  vex,  unlefs  it  does  you  good. 

Stevens  feems  to  be  conne&ed  with  Tyrwhitt 
in  publifhing  Chatterton's  poems  ;  he  came  very 
anxioufly  to  know  the  refult  of  our  enquiries,  and 
though  he  fays  he  always  thought  them  forged,  is 
not  well  pleafed  to  find  us  fo  fully  convinced. 

I  have  written  to  Manucci  to  find  his  own  way, 
for  the  law's  delay  makes  it  difficult  for  me  to  guefs 
when  I  fhall  be  able  to  be,  otherwife  than  by  my 
inclination,  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER      CLI. 

MRS.    THRALE    to   Dr.    JOHNSON. 
DEAR.    SIR,  Bath,  May  16,  1776. 

JL  HAD  no  notion  of  your  flaying  away  from  us 
fo  long,  or  you  fhould  not  furely  have  wanted  a 
letter;  you  might  reafonably  expeft,  and  claim 
indeed  my  beft  thanks  for  the  fweet  vifit  paid  five 
days  ago  to  my  babies  :  a  moft  friendly  aftion  in 
you,  and  a  moft  polite  one  in  dear  Dr.  Taylor, 
and  what  I  had  never  been  hoping  for.  All  un- 
expeded  pleafures  are  doubly  precious. 

Giata  fuperveniet  quae  non  fperabitur  hora. 

When  one  has  worn  out  one's  fancy  in  anticipa 
tion  of  any  event,  the  imprefiion  it  makes  muft 
neceffarily  be  weaker  I  fuppofe,  and  thofe  pains, 
however  piercing,  for  which  we  have  time  to 
prepare  ourfelves,  do  not  break  the  conflitutioii 

in 
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in  pieces  like  a  fudden  fhock  that  comes  upon  us 
unawares.  I  ought  above  all  people  to  undei ftand 
thefe  matters  from  harfh  experience  of  the  fevereft 
forrow.  My  mind,  by  the  death  of  fuch  a  mother 
and  of  fuch  a  fon,  refembles  a  nation  wafted  by 
famine  for  three  years  together,  and  then  fhattered 
to  final  confufion  by  an  earthquake. 

Of  paft  afflictions,  however,  we  will  now  talk 
no  longer.  Mr.  Thrale  is  recovering  from  his 
(hare  of  the  diftrefs,  and  it  is  my  duty  to  accele 
rate,  not  retard,  his  return  to  cheerfuluefs  and 
good-humour. 

Dr.  Taylor  (hall  carry  his  caufe.  I  will  haiv 
him  carry  it.  Tis  a  good  caufe  probably  ;  and 
if  it  is  not,  women  (you  tell  me)  never  flop  at 
integrity ; — and  as  I  underftaud  the  laws  of  friend- 
fhip  much  letter  than  I  do  the  laws  of  Great 
Britain,  will  decide  in  a  truly  female  manner, 
that  he  fhall  carry  his  caufe — for  this  truly  female 
reafon — it  was  fo  very  fweet  in  him  to  go  and  fee 
my  little  girls. 

Count  Manucci  would  wait  feven  years  to  come 
•with  you  ;  fo  do  not  difappoint  the  man,  but  bring 
him  along  with  you.  His  delight  in  your  com 
pany  is  like  Boniface's  exultation,  when  the  Tquire 
(peaks  Latin ;  for  underftand  you  he  certainly 
cannot.  No  flattery  perhaps  is  more  delicate 
however,  or  more  pleafmg  than  that  of  exciting 
admiration  where  one  is  hot  able  to  gratify  curio- 
fity;  and  all  this  nobleman  defires  is  to  count 
Johufon  among  his  Englifh  friends  when  he  re 
turns  to  Florence,  where  I  am  told  he  ftands  very 
high  for  literature  as  well  as  birth. 

We  have  a  flamy  friend  here  already,  who  is 
much  your  adorer ;  I  wonder  how  you  will  like 
him  ?  An  Irifhman  he  is ;  very  handfome,  very 
hot-headed,  loud  and  lively,  and  fure  to  be  a 
favourite  with  you,  he  tells  us,  for  he  can  live 

with 
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with  a  man  of  ever  fo  odd  a  temper.  My  mailer 
laughs,  but  likes  him,  and  it  diverts  me  to  think 
what  you  will  do  when  he  profeffes  that  he  could 
clean  fhoas  for  you;  that  he  could  Ihed  his 
blood  for  you  ;  with  twenty  more  extrava 
gant  flights And  you  fay,  /  flatter  !  Upon-  my. 

honour,  Sir,  and  indeed  now,    as   Dr.   G — : 1's 

phrafe  is,  /  am  but  a  tuitter  to  him. 

Well  !  you  hate  Bath ;  and  will  be  very  un 
comfortable  when  you  come  this  time  I  believe  ; 
for,  after  all,  I  muft  be  civil  to  my  aunt,  who  is 
exceedingly  kind  to  me  j  and  I  muft  drefs  and  go 
out,  and  do  like  other  people,  or  you  will  be  firft 
to  cenfure  and  condemn  me ;  more  than  that,  our 
dear  mafter,  who  cannot  be  quiet  without  you 
for  a  week,  will  be  alw-ays  infallibly  on  your  fide, 
and  encourage  long  lectures  about  the  fit  of  a  cap, 
wrhich  you  will  not  give  me  a  minute  to  put  on  as 
it  fhould  be — So  I  fee  my  fate  before  it  arrives. 
— Come  to  Bath  though,  and  ajt  leaft  convince 
yourfelf  that  we  are  not  rioting  in  felicities  fiom 
whence  you  are  cruelly  excluded.  -Surely,  lince 
we  have  known  each  other,  I  have  been  no  pro 
per  object  of  envy. 

' 

Se  a  ciafcun  1'interno  afianno 
'Se  leggeife  in  froittc  icritto, 
Quanti  mai  ch'invidia  fanno, 
Ci  farebbonq  pieta  ! 

And  Dr.  Young  fays  what  Metaftafio  lings  you 
know,  when  heobfervcs,  that  were  the  real  feelings 
of  every  man  expofed  to  the  examination  of  his 
neighbours,  one  vice  would  be  immediately  era 
dicated,  for  envy  then  could  be  no  longer  found 
among  the  human  race. 

Do  you  recollect  complaining  once  to  me  of 
flatulence,  when  I  could  really  with  difficulty  fit 
to  fcear  you  for  agony  both  of  body  and  foul. — - 

Fra 
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I'm  fure  I  recoiled  your  kind  recantation,  when 
you  confefled  that  it  was  like  lamenting  a  fcratch- 
ed  finger  in  his  chamber,  who,  the  day  before, 
had  broken  both  his  legs. 

Mr.  Thrale,  thank  God,  is  very  comfortably 
fet  up  again.  The  laft  hard  gale  blew  him  almoft 
down  though ;  and  I  hardly  hoped  Bath  would 
have  been  able  to  do  fo  much  ;  but  he  fcorns  the 
black  dog  now  :  he  will  fwing  him  round  and  round 
foon  as  Smollet's  heroes  do,  who  in  every  allite 
rated  novel,  Roderick  Random  or  Peregrine  Pic 
kle,  are  always  employed  by  their  author  to  kill 
a  dog,  when  he  means  that  they  ihould  ftrike  the 
reader's  fancy,  and  win  his  heart  with  their 
prowefs.  That  man  hated  dogs  I  imagine,  and 
certainly  underftood  little  about  them,  for  he 
talks  of  a  fpaniel,  Siueetlips,  which  is  not  a  fpa- 
nieFs  name  ever,  but  a  hound's  ;  fhe  is  fo  called 
from  the  mufic  of  her  tongue  in  the  chace ;  not 
Sweetlips  for  fondnefs,  and  becaufe  her  mafter  de 
lights  in  killing  her,  as  he  feems  to  think — I  ne 
ver  heard  fo  foolilh  a  notion  in  my  life. 

Here  is  a  long  letter  about  nothing — Juft  fuch  % 
one  as  you  wanted  I  hope.  Thofe  which  begin 
Great  Sir  have  not  been  wanting,  I'll  anfwer  for 
them.  Did  not  fome  notion  wander  about  the 
world  lately  of  taking  beggar's  letters  under  con- 
iideration  ?  We  ihould  produce  a  good  number 
between  your  houle  and  ours. 

A-£ropos,  poor  *****  does  not  to  be  fure 
excel  in  oratory,  but  in  gratitude  few  exceed  him. 
'Tis  fuch  a  dolorous  dog,  fays  my  mafter,  or  I 
would  buy  fome  of  his  trumpery  mylelf.  Poor,  poor 
creature  1  his  difappoiiited  hopes,  prefent  fears, 
and  earnefts  of  future  mifery,  are  too  melancholy 
to  be  dwelt  upon  ;  but  you  and  I  have  done  our 
bed  for  him,  and  there  feems  a  fate  on  all  he  un 
dertakes  :  yet  when  we  law  him  fit  down  in  his 

o\va 
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own  wretched  apartment,  poiTeifed  of  one  broken 
chair  with  arms  to  it, — and  try  to  look  magnifi 
cent — could  one  refrain  from  laughing  ?  though 
we  agreed  too,  that  in  the  light  of  fuperior  be 
ings  he  was  not  more  ridiculous  than  a  king  upon 
his  throne.  One  mite  is  like  another  mite  to  him 
that  looks  at  both  through  a  microfcope. 

Farewel,  dear  Sir,  and  expect  a  long  letter 
from  Queeney,  though  not  quite  as  long  as  this 
from 

Your  ever  faithful  fervant. 

I'll  make  Mr.  Thrale  frank  this  letter  himfelf  for 
a  fancy. 


LETTER     CLII. 
To     MRS.    THRALE. 
DEAR  MADAM,  May  18,  1776. 

-L  HEN  you  are  neither  fick  nor  angry.  Don't 
let  me  be  defrauded  of  Queeney's  letter.  Yefter- 
day  Seward  was  with  me,  and  told  me  what  he 
knew  of  you.  All  good.  To-day  I  went  to  look 
into  my  places  at  the  Borough.  I  called  on  Mr. 
Perkins  in  the  counting-houfe.  He  crows  and 
triumphs,  as  we  go  on  we  fhall  double  our  bufi- 
nefs-  The  beft  brown  malt  he  can  have  laid  in  at 
thirty  and  fixpence,  and  great  (lores  he  purpoies 
to  buy.  Dr.  Taylor's  bnfinefs  Magnates,  but  he 
refdlves  not  to  wait  ori  it  much  longer.  Surely  I 
mall  get  down  to  you  next  week. 
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B went  away  on  Thurfday  night,  with 

no  great  inclination  to  travel  northward  ;  but  who 
can  contend  with  deftiny  ?  He  fays,  he  has  had  a 
very  pleafant  journey.  He  paid  another  vifit,  I 
think,  to  *  *  *  *  *,  before  he  went  home.  He 
carries  with  him  two  or  three  good  refolutions  ;  I 
hope  they  will  not  mould  upon  the  road  ?  The 
letter  you  fent  me  was  from  Mr.  Twiife,  and  the 
book,  if  any  come,  is  Twifle's  travels  to  Ireland, 
which  you  will,  I  hope,  unty  and  read. 

I  enclofe  fome  of  the  powders,  left  you  ihould 
lofe  your  patient  by  delay. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER     CLIII. 
To    MRS.     T  H    R    ALE. 
DEAR.  MADAM,  May  22,  1776. 

ON  Friday  and  Saturday  I  dined  with  Dr.  Tay 
lor,  who  is  in  difcontent,  but  refolved  not  to  flay 
much  longer  to  hear  the  opinions  of  lawyers  who 
are  all  againit  him.  Who  can  blame  him  for  be 
ing  weary  of  them? 

On  Sunday  I  dined  at  Sir  Jofhua's  houfe  on 
the  hill,  with  the  Bifhop  of  St.  Afaph.  The  dinner 
was  good,  and  the  Bilhop  is  knowing  and  conver- 
fible.  Yefterday  at  the  Doctor's  again — very  lit 
tle  better — in  the  evening  came  in  Dr.  Crane, 
who  enquired  after  you. 

All  this  while  *****  is  hurt  only  in  his  va 
nity.  He  thought  he  had  fupplanted  Mrs.  W , 

and  Mrs.  W has  found  the  means  of  defeat 
ing  him.  He  really  wanted  nothing  more  than  to 

have 
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have  the  power  of  bequeathing  a  reverfion  to  Mr. 

G *s   fon,  who  is  very  nearly  related  to 

W .  This  purity  of  intention  however  he  can 
not  prove ;  and  the  tranfaftion  in  itfelf  teems padum 
iniquum.  I  do  not  think  that  he  can,  or  indeed 
that  he  ought  to  prevail. 

Woodward,  I  hear,  is  gone  to  Briftol,  in  deep 
dudgeon  at  Barret's  declaration  againtt  Chatter- 
ton's  productions.  You  have  now  only  H , 

whom  you  can  only  make  a  filent  admirer.  I  hope 
my  friend  buzzes  a  little  about  you  to  keep  me 
in  your  head,  though  I  think  I  do  my  part  pretty 
well  myfelf ;  there  are  very  few  writers  of  more 
punctuality. 

I  wifh  Queeney  joy  of  her  new  watch ;  and  next 
time  I  write,  intend  myfelf  the  honour  of  directing 
my  letter  to  her.  Her  hand  is  now  very  exa&, 
and  when  ufe  has  made  it  free,  may  be  very  beau 
tiful. 

I  am  glad  of  Mr.  Thrale's  refolution  to  take  up 
his  rejies  *  in  perfon.  He  is  wife  in  keeping  the 
trade  in  his  own  hands,  and  appearing  on  proper 
occasions  as  the  principal  agent.  Every  man  has 
thofe  about  him  who  wifh  to  footh  him  into  inac 
tivity  and  delitefcence,  nor  is  there  any  femblance 
of  kindnefs  more  vigoroufly  to  be  repelled  than 
that  which  voluntarily  offers  a  vicarious  perform 
ance  of  the  talks  of  life,  and  confpires  with  the  na 
tural  love  of  eafe  againft  diligence  and  perfeve- 
rance. 

While 


*  When  the  matter  brewer  goes  round  to  his  victuallers 
once  a  year,  in  order  to  examine  the  ftate  of  the  trade,  and 
the  ftock  left  on  the  hands  of  the  alehoufe-keeper,  the  ex- 
pveflion  ufed  in  the  proleflion  is,  that  he  takes  uf>  hit  refits  ; 
a  word  borrowed  from  the  Preach,  and  means  the  renviin- 
iler — lei  rejlei. 
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While  I  was  holding  my  pen  over  the  laft  peri 
od,  I  was  called  down  to  Father  Wilks  the  Be- 
nedidine,  and  Father  Brewer  a  Do&or  of  the  Sor- 
bon,  who  are  come  to  England,  and  are  now  wan 
dering  over  London.  I  have  invited  them  to  dine 
with  me  to-morrow.  Father  Cowley  is  well ;  and 
Mrs.  Strickland  is  at  Paris.  More  than  this  I  have 
not  yet  learned.  They  flay,  I  think,  here  but  a 
little  time. 

I  have  fent  your  laft  parcel  of  powders,  and  hope 
foon  to  come  myfelf. 

lam,  &c. 


LETTER      CLIV. 
To   MR.     T   H    R   A  L   E. 
DEAR    SIR,  June  3,  1776. 

YOU  are  all,  I  fuppofe,  now  either  at  one 
home  or  the  other,  and  all  I  hope  well.  My  mif- 
trefs  writes  as  if  fhe  was  afraid  I  fhould  make  too 
much  hafte  to  fee  her.  Pray  tell  her  that  there  is 
no  danger.  The  lamenefs,  of  which  I  made  men 
tion  in  one  of  my  notes,  has  improved  to  a  very 
ferious  and  froublefome  fit  of  the  gout.  I  creep 
about  and  hang  by  both  hands.  Johnny  Wilcocks 
might  be  my  running  footman.  I  enjoy  all  the 
dignity  of  lamenefs.  I  receive  ladies  and  difmifs 
them  fitting.  Painful  pre-eminence. 

Baretti   is  at  lail  mentioned  in  one  of  the  Re 
views,  but  in  a   manner  that  will  not  give  him 

much 
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much  delight.  They  are  neither  angry  nor  ci 
vil. 

Catcot  has  been  convinced  by  Barret,  and  has 
written  his  recantation  to  Tyrwhitt,  who  ftill  per- 
fifts  in  his  edition  of  the  poems,  and  perhaps  is  not 
much  pleafed  to  find  himfelf  miftaken. 

You  are  now,  I  fuppofe,  bufy  about  your  rejles ; 
I  heartly  wifh  you,  dear  Sir,  a  happy  perambula 
tion,  and  a  good  account  of  the  trade  ;  and  hope 
that  you.  and  my  miftrefs,  as  you  come  by,  will 
call  upon,  Sir, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER      CLV. 
To     MRS.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  June  4,  at  night. 

J_  H  E  world  is  indeed  full  of  troubles,  and  we 
muft  not  chufe  for  ourfelves.  But  I  am  not  lin- 
cerely  forry  that  in  your  preient  flate  of  mind  you 
are  going  to  be  immediately  a  mother.  Compofe 
your  thoughts,  diverfify  your  attention,  and  attend 
your  health. 

If  I  can  be  of  any  ufe,  fend  for  me  ;  I  think  I 
can  creep  to  the  end  of  the  court,  and  climb  into  a 
coach,  though  perhaps  not  very  eafily  ;  but  if  you 
call  me,  very  willingly.  If  you  do  not  fend  for  me, 
let  me,  pray  let  me  know  as  oft  as  you  can  how 
you  do. 

I  am 
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I  am  glad  that  my  matter  is  at  his  reftes,  they 
will  help  to  fill  up  his  mind. 

Pray  let  me  know  often  how  you  do. 
I  am,  deareft  Lady, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    CLVI. 

pat.  b  i'-jflul  ovsji        .'if'       ,vm  L  Ihiqab  ->IjjiI  K 

To   MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAREST  LADY,  June  5,   1776* 

YOU  will  have  a  note  which  I  wrote  laft  night. 
I  was  thinking,  as  I  lay  awake,  that  you  might  be 
woife  ;  but  I  hope  you  will  be  every  moment  bet 
ter  and  better.  I  have  never  had  any  overpowering 
pain,  nor  been  kept  more  awake  than  is  ufual  to 
me  ;  but  I  am  a  very  poor  creeper  upon  the  earth, 
catching  at  any  thing  with  my  hands  to  fpare  my 
feet.  In  a  day  or  two  I  hope  to  be  as  fit  for 
Streatham  as  for  any  other  place.  Mr.  Thrale  it 
feems  called  laft  night  when  I  was  in  bed,  and  yet 
I  was  not  in  bed  till  near  twelve,  for  I  fit  up  left  I 
fhould  not  fleep.  He  muft  keep  well,  for  he  is 
the  pillar  of  the  houfe  ;  and  you  muft  get  well,  or 
the  houfe  will  hardly  be  worth  propping. 


Your,  &c. 
LET- 
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LETTER     CLVIL 

To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

MY  DEAR  LADY,  June  6. 


O  W  could  you  fo  miflakc  me  ?  I  am  very 
defirous  that  the  whole  bulinefs  fhould  be  as  you 
would  have  it,  only  cheerfulnefs  at  that  time  is 
reckoned  a  good  thing. 

My  feet  grow  better,  and  I  hope,  if  you  fend  a 
carriage,  to  mount  it  on  Monday.  This  gout  has 
a  little  depreffed  me,  not  that  I  have  Raftered  any 
great  pain;  I  have  been  teized  rather  than  tor 
mented  ;  but  the  tedioufnefs  and  the  imbecillity 
have  been  unpleafant.  However  I  now  recover 
ftrength,  and  do  not  yet  defpair  of  kicking  the 
moon. 

Could  not  you  fend  me  fomething  out  of  your 
garden  ?  Things  have  been  growing,  arid  you  have 
not  been  confuming  them.  I  'wilh  I  had  a  great 
bunch  of  afparagus  for  Sunday. 

Take  great  care  of  our  Queeney,  and  of  your- 
felf,  and  encourage  yourfelf  in  buftle,  and  variety, 
and  cheerfulnefs.  I  will  be  ready  to  come  as  foon 
as  I  can,  but  the  pain  is  now  twinging  me.  Let 
me  know,  my  fweeteft  lady,  very  often  how  you 
do.  I  thought  it  late  before  I  heard  to-day. 

I  am,    dear  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER      CLVIII. 

To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  June  8. 

JVL  Y  feet  difappointed  me  laft  night ;  I  thought 
they  would  have  given  me  no  difturbance,  but  go 
ing  up  ftairs  I  fancy  fretted  them,  and  they  would 
not  let  me  be  eafy.  On  Monday  I  am  afraid  I 
fhall  be  a  poor  walker,  but  well  enough  to  talk, 
and  to  hear  you  talk.  And  then,  you  know,  what 
care  we  ? 

Mr.  Norton  called  on  me  yefterday.  He  is  at 
Sayer's  print-fhop  in  Fleet-ftreet ;  and  would  take 
an  invitation  to  dinner  very  kindly. 

Poor  Mr.  Levet  has  fallen  down,  and  hurt  him- 
felf  dangeroufly. 

Of  the  monks  I  can  give  no  account.  I  had 
trifcm  to  dinner,  and  gave  each  of  them  the  Political 
Trrttfj,  and  furnifhed  Wilkes  with  letters,  which 
will,  I  believe,  procure  him  a  proper  reception  at 
Oxford. 

I  am,  deareft  Lady, 

Your,  &c. 


Vol.  1.  •  R  LET- 
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LET  T  E  R    CLIX. 
To     MRS.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
V/cdncfday,  Jan.  15,  one  in  the  morning,  1777. 

Q  M  N I U  M  rerum  vicijfitudo.  The  night  after 
laft  Thurfday  was  fo  bad,  that  I  took  ipecacuanha 
the  next  day.  The  next  night  was  no  better.  On 
Saturday  I  dined  with  Sir  Jofhua.  The  night 
was  fuch  as  I  was  forced  to  rife  and  pafs  fome 
hours  in-. a  chair,  with  great  labour  of  refpiration. 
I  found  it  now  time  to  do  fomething,  and  went  to 
Dr.  Lawrence,  and  told  him  I  would  do  what  he 
ihould  order,  without  reading  the  prescription. 
He  fent  for  a.chirurgeon  and  took  about  twelve 
ounces  of  blood,  and.  in  the  afternoon  I  got  fleep 
in  a  chair. 

At  night,  when  I  came  to  lie  down  after  trial 
of  an  hour  or  two,  I  found  fleep  impr a&icable,  aftd 
therefore  did  what  the  Doctor  permitted  in  a  cafe 
of  diftrefs ;  I  rofe,  and  opening  the  orifice,  let 
out  about  ten  ounces  more.  Frank  and  I  were 
but  aukward ;  but,  with  Mr.  Levet's  help,  we 
flopped  the  ftream,  and  i  lay  down  again,  though 
to  little  purpofe ;  the  difficulty  of  breathing  allow 
ed  no  reft.  I  flept  again  in  the  day-time,  in  an 
erecl  pofture.  The  Doftor  has  ordered  me  a  fe- 
cond  bleeding,  which  I  hope  will  fet  my  breath 
at  liberty.  Laft  night  I  could  lie  but  a  little  at  a. 
time. 

Yet  I  do  not  make  it  a  matter  of  much  form. 
I  was  to-day  at  Mrs.  Gardiner's.  When  I 
have  bled  to-morrow,  I  will  not  give  up  Lang- 
ton,  nor  Paradife.  But  I  beg  that  you  will 
fetch  me  away  on  Friday.  I  do-  not  know 

but 
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but  clearer  air  may  do  me  good  ;  but  whe 
ther  the  air  be  clear  or  dark,  let  me  come 
to  you,  vii 

I  am,  &c. 

To  fleep,    or  not  to  fleep  - 


LETTER      CLX. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  £. 

MADAM«  March  19, 


B 


E  pleafect  to  procure  the  bearer  credit  for  a 
linen  gown,  and  let  b«r  bring  the  bill  to 
me. 

Did  you  flay  all  night  at  Sir  JoQiua's  ?  and  keep 
Mifs  up  again  ?  Mifs  Owen  had  a  light — all  the 
Burkes — the  Harris's — Mifs  Reynolds — what  has 
Ihe  to  fee  more  ?  and  Mrs.  Horneck,  and 
Mifs. 

You  are  all  young,  and  gay,  and  eafy ;  but  I 
have  miferable  nights,  and  know  not  how  to 
make  them  better;  but  I  fhift  pretty  well  a- 
days,  and  fo  have  at  you  all  at  Dr.  Burney's  to 
morrow. 

I  never  thought  of  meeting  you  at  Sir  Jofti- 
ua's,  nor  knew  that  it  was  a  great  day.  But 
things,  as  fages  have  obferved,  happen  unexpeft- 
edly ;  and  you  thought  little  of  feeing  me  this 
fortnight  except  to-morrow.  But  go  where  you 

R  2  will 
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will,  and  fee  if  I  do  not  catch  you.  When  I 
am  away,  every  body  runs  away  with  you,  and 
carries  you  among  the  grifettes,  or  whither  they 
will.  I  hope  you  will  find  the  want  of  me 
twenty  times  before  you  fee  me. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER     CLXI. 
To    MR.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR    SIR,  April  9,  1777, 

JL  HIS  is  a  letter  of  pure  congratulation.    I  con 
gratulate  you. 

1.  That  you  ard  alive. 

2.  That  you  have  got  my  miftrefs  fixed  again 
after  her  excentricitics. 

3.  That  my  miftrefs  has  added  to  her  conquefts 
the  Prince  of  Cattiglione. 

4.  That  you  will  not  be  troubled  with  me  till 
to-morrow,  when  I  fhall  come  with  *  *  *  *. 

5.  That   *  *  *  **  *    will    go    away   in    the 
evening. 

I  am,  &c. 


LET- 
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• 

LETTER      CLXII. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
MADAM,  May  19,  1777. 

1  HAVE  written  to  Dr.  Taylor,  you  may  be 
fure,  but  the  bufmefs  is  pretty  much  out  of  the 
Doctor's  way.  His  acquaintance  with  the  Lord 
Cavendilhes,  he  barely  knows  the  young  Duke 
and  Dutchefs.  He  will  be  proud  to  ftiew  that  he 
can  do  it;  but  he  will  hardly  try,  if  hefufpedls 
any  danger  of  refufal. 

You  will  become  fuch  a  gadder,  that  you  will 
not  care  a  penny  for  me.  However,  you  are  wife 
in  wiihing  to  know  what  life  is  made  of;  to  try 
what  are  the  plcafures  -which  are  fo  eagerly  /ought, 
and  fo  deirly  purchafed.  We  muftknow  pleafure 
before  we  can  rationally  acf^^  ;^  And  jt  js  not 
defirable  that  when  you  are,  witb  ..  ^^1  au. 
thority,  talking  down  juvenile  hopes  and  mam^ 
paffions,  your  hearers  fhould  tell  you,  like  Mlfs 
p .,  "  You  never  faw  a /#<?." 

That  you  may  fee  this  fhow  I  have  written,  be- 
caufe  I  am,  Madam, 

Your  moft  humble  fervant, 


LET. 
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BETTER      CLXIII. 
To    MR.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  SIR,  July  31,  1777. 


GAM.E  hither  on  Monday,  and  find  every 
thing  much  as  I  expe&ed.  I  mall  not  ftay  long, 
but  if  you  fend  any  letters  to  me  on  Saturday,  to 
TJnivernty  College,  I  mall  receive  them.  Pleafe 
to  make  my  compliments  to  my  miftrefs  and 
Queeney.  I  have  picked  up  fome  little  informa 
tion  for  my  Lives  at  the  library.  I  know  not 
whether  I  fhall  go  forward  without  fome  regret. 
I  cannot  break  my  promife  to  Bofwell  and  the 
reft  ;  but  I  have  a  good  miud  to  cumc  back  again. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER     CLXIV. 
To   MRS.      T  H    R    A   L   E. 


I  D-n?  D0t  me?n  to  exPrefs  ™lch  ^content  nor 
any  ill-humour  in  my  letter.  When  I  went  away 
mew  that  I  went  partly  becaufe  I  had  talked  of 
going  and  becaufe  I  was  a  little  reliefs.  I  have 
been  fearchmg  the  library  for  materials  for  my 
Lives,  and  a  little  I  have  got. 

Things 
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Things  have  not  gone  quite  well  with  poor 
Gwynne.  His  work  was  finifhed  fo  ill  that  he 
has  been  condemned  to  pay  three  hundred  pounds 
for  damages,  and  the  lentence  is  confidered  as 
very  mild.  He  has  however  not  loft  his  friends, 
and  is  ftill  in  the  beft  houfes,  and  at  the  bed 
tables. 

I  (hall  enquire  about  the  harveft  when  I  come 
into  a  region  where  any  thing  neceflary  to  life  is 
underftood.  I  do  not  believe  that  there  is  yet 
any  great  harm,  if  the  weather  fhould  now  mend. 
Reaping  time  will  only  be  a  little  later  than  is 
ufual. 

Dr.  Wetherell  is  abroad,  I  think  at  London; 
Mr.  Coulfon  is  here,  and  well.  Every  body  that 
knows  you,  enquires  after  you. 

Bofwell's  projedl  is  difconcerted,  By  a  vifit  from 
a  relation  of  Yorkfhire,  whom  he  mentions  as 
the  head  of  his  clan.  Bofzy,  you  know,  makes 
a  huge  buftle  about  all  his  own  motions,  and 
all  mine.  I  have  inclofed  a  letter  to  pacify  him, 
and  reconcile  him  to  the  uncertainties  of  human 
life. 

I  believe  it  was  after  I  left  your  houfe,  that  I 
received  a  pot  of  orange  marmalade  from  Mrs. 
Bofwell.  We  have  now,  I  hope,  made  it  up. 
I  have  not  opened  my  pot. 

I  have  determined  to  leave  Oxford  to-morrow, 
and  on  Tuefday  hope  to  fee  Lichfield,  where  I 
mean  to  reft  till  Dr.  Taylor  fetches  me  to  Afh- 
bourne,  and  there  I  am  likely  enough  to  ftay  till 
you  bid  me  come  back  to  London. 

lam,  £c 


L  E  T- 
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LETTER      CLXV. 
To    MRS.     T  H  R    A    L  E. 
&EAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  Augnft  7,  1777. 

ON  Tuefday  1  left  Oxford,  and  came  to  Bir 
mingham.  Mr.  Heeler  is  well;  Mrs.  Carelefs 
•was  not  at  home.  Yefterday  I  came  hither. 
Mrs.  Porter  is  well.  Mrs.  Afton,  to  whom  I 
walked  before  I  fat  down,  is  very  ill,  but  better. 
Whether  fhe  will  recover  I  know  not.  If  fhe 
dies  I  have  a  great  lofs.  Mr.  Green  is  well,  and 
Mrs.  Adey ;  more  I  have  not  yet  feen.  At  Bir 
mingham  I  heard  of  the  death  of  an  old  friend, 
and  at  Lichfield  of  the  death  of  another.  Anni 
pr&dantur  euntes.  One  was  a  little  older,  the 
other  a  little  younger  than  myfelf. 

But  amidft  thefe  privations  the  prefent  mull 
ftill  be  thought  on,  we  muft  aft  as  if  we  were  to 
live.  My  barber,  a  man  not  unintelligent,  fpeaks 
magnificently  of  the  harveft;  and  Frank,  whom 
I  ordered  to  make  his  oblervations,  noted  fields 
of  very  fine  fhew  as  we  palTed  along. 

Lucy  thinks  nothing  of  my  prologue  for  Kelly, 
and  fays  fhe  has  always  diibwncd  it.  I  have  not 
let  her  know  my  tranfaclions  with  Dr.  Dodd. 

She  fays,  fhe  takes  IVTifs's  conefpondence  verv 
i  •  11  *  * 

kmdlv. 

• 

lam,  £c. 


LET- 
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LETTER     CLXVI. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  I,  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  Auguft  9,  1777. 


O  great  matter  has  happened  fince  I  wrote, 
but  this  place  grows  more  and  more  barren  of 
entertainment.  Two  whom  I  hoped  to  have  feen 
are  dead.  I  think  that  I  am  much  more  un 
wieldy  and  inert  than  when  I  was  here  laft  ;  my 
nights  are  very  tedious.  But  a  light  heart,  &c. 

Lucy  laid,  "  When  I  read  Dr.  Dodd's  fermon 
"  to  the  prifdners  I  faid,  Dr.  Johnfon  could  not 
"  make  a  better." 

One  of  Lucy's  maids  is  dreadfully  tormented  by 
the  taenia,  or  long-worm.  She  has  taken  many 
medicines  without  effect,  and  it  is  much  wifhed 
that  fhe  could  have  the  Knightfbridge  powder. 
I  will  pay  for  it,  if  you,  dear  Madam,  will  be 
fo  kind  as  to  procure  it,  and  fend  it  with  di- 
reclions.  Can  it  be  franked?  If  it  cannot,  the 
beft  way  will  be  to  unite  it  with  fomething  of 
greater  bulk.  I  have  promifed  Lucy  to  give  her 
Cook's  lait  voyage,  for  fhe  loves  prints;  but  the 
lait  voyage  cannot  be  well  underftood  without 
fome  knowledge  of  the  former.  If  you  will  lencj 
us  Hawkefworth's  books,  they  mall  be  carefully 
returned.  If  you  will  do  this  for  us,  the  powders 
may  be  eafily  put  up  with  the  books. 

Pleafe  to  make  my  compliments  to  Mafter,  and 
to  Queeney. 

I  am,  &c. 


LET- 
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LETTER    CLXVII. 
To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  Auguft  13,  1777. 

OUCH  tattle  as  filled  your  laft  fweet  letter  pre 
vents  one  great  inconvenience  of  abfence,  that  of 
returning  home  a  ftranger  and  an  enquirer.  The 
variations  of  life  confift  of  little  things.  Impor 
tant  innovations  are  foon  heard,  and  eafily  under- 
ftood.  Men  that  meet  to  talk  of  phyfics  or  me- 
taphyfics,  or  law  or  hittory,  may  be  immediately 
acquainted.  We  look  at  each  other  in  iilence, 
only  for  want  of  petty  talk  upon  flight  occur 
rences.  Continue  therefore  to  write  all  that  you 
\vould  fay. 

You  have  Lord  Weftcote  and  every  body  when 
I  am  away,  and  you  go  to  Mr.  Gator's,  and  you 
are  fo  happy. 

Mifs  Turton  and  Harry  Jackfon  are  dead.  Mrs. 
Afton  is,  I  am  afraid,  in  great  danger.  Mr. 
Green,  Mr.  Garrick,  and  Mr.  Newton  are  all 
well.  I  have  been  very  faint  and  breathlefs  lince 
I  came  hither,  but  fancy  myfelf  better  this  day. 
I  hope  Matter's  walk  will  be  finilhed  when  I  come 
back,  and  I  (hall  perambulate  it  very  often. 

There  feenis  to  be  in  this  country  fcarcely  any 
fruit,  there  never  indeed  was  much;  but  great 
things  have  been  fa  id  of  the  harveft,  and  the  only 
fear  is  of  the  weather.  It  rains  here  almoft  every 
day. 

I  dined  yeflerday  with  the  corporation,  and 
talked  againft  a  vvorkhoufe  which  they  have  in 

contemplation there's  the  word  now.     I  do  not 

know  that  they  minded  me,  for  they  faid  nothing 
to  me. 

I  have 
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I  have  had  fo  little  inclination  to  motion  that  I 
have  always  gone  the  fhorteft  way  to  Stowhill, 
and  hardly  any  where  elfe,  fo  that  I  can  tell  you 
nothing  new  of  Green's  mufeum,  but  I  delign  to 
vilit  him,  and  all  friends. 

I  hope  for  a  letter  to-morrow,  for  you  muft 
not  forget  that  I  am,  Madam, 

Your  moft  humble  fervant. 
P.  S.     Why  cannot  Queeney  write  ? 


LETTER      CLXVIII. 

::'J.S*7     .'10  '  I")(lLfi'*?    1:  •'l|k'ii    ' 

To    MRS.     T  H   R   A    L   E. 

QZA*  MADAM,  Lichfield,  Auguft  23,  1/77. 

A  T  Lichfield  ?  Yes  ;  but  npt  well.  I  have  been 
trying  a  great  experiment  with  ipecacuanha, 
which  Akeufyde  had  inclined  me  to  conlider  as  a 
remedy  for  all  conftri&ions  of  the  bread.  Law 
rence  indeed  told  me  that  he  did  not  credit  him, 
and  no  credit  can  I  find  him  to  deferve.  One 
night  I  thought  myfelf  the  better  for  it,  but  there 
is  no  certainty.  On  Wednefday  night  I  took 
ten  grains;  the  night  again  was  reftlefs.  On  Fri 
day  night  I  took  twenty  grains,  which  Akcnfyde 
mentions  as  the  utmoft  that  on  thefe  occalions  he 
has  ventured  to  give  ;  the  night  was  perhaps  rather 
worfe.  I  (hall  therefore  take,  truce  with  ipeca 
cuanha.  Tell  me,  if  you  can,  what  I  (hall  do  next. 

Mr. 
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Mr.  Thrale's  heart  may  be  at  reft.  It  is  not 
fine  Mrs.  Anne  that  has  been  caught  by  the  taenia, 
but  Mrs.  Anne  tumbled  down  flairs  laft  night, 
and  bruifed  her  face.  Both  maid  and  miftrefs 
are  very  grateful  to  you  for  the  kindnefs  with 
which  you  procured  the  powders,  and  directed 
their  ufe.  They  have  not  yet  been  tried.  It  has 
been  wafhing  week ;  and  I  fuppofe  .  every  body 
fhriiiks  a  little  from  fuch  rough  remedies,  of 
which  at  laft  the  fuccefs  is  doubtful.  However 
it  will,  I  think,  be  tried  in  all  its  formalities. 

My  mafter  may  plant  and  dig  till  his  pond  is 
an  ocean,  if  he  can  find  water,  and  his  parterre  a 
down.  I  have  no  doubt  of  a  moft  abundant  har- 
veft ;  and  it  is  faid  that  the  produce  of  barley  is 
particularly  great.  We  are  not  far  from  the  great 
year  of  a  hundred  thoufand  barrels,  which,  if 
three  {hillings  be  gained  upon  each  barrel,  will 
bring  us  fifteen  thouiand  pounds  a-year.  ***** 
never  pretended  to  more  than  thirty  pounds  a-day, 
which  is  not  el  even  thoufand  a-year.  But  fuppofe 
we  (hall  get  but  two  {hillings  a  barrel,  that  is  ten 
thoufand  a-year.  I  hope  we  ftill  have  the  advan 
tage.  Would  you  for  the  other  thouiand  have 
my  mafter  fuch  a  man  as  *****  ? 

I  fhewed  dear  Queeney's  letter  to  Mrs.  Afton 
and  Mrs.  Porter,  they  both  took  her  remembrance 
of  them  very  kindly. 

It  was  well  done  by  Mr.  Brooke  to  fend  for  you. 
His  houfe  is  one  of  my  favourite  places.  His  water 
is  very  commodious,  and  the  whole  place  has  the . 
true  old  appearance  of  a  little  country  town.     I 
hope  Mifs  goes,  for  fhe  takes  notice. 

The  races  are  next  week.  People  feem  to  be 
weary  of  them,  for  many  go  out  of  town  I  fup 
pofe  to  efcape  the  coft  of  entertaining  company. 

Dr. 
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Dr.  Taylor  will  probably  come,  and  probably 
take  me  away ;  and  I  fhall  leave  Mrs.  Afton. 

Do  not  you  lofe,  nor  let  Mafter  lofe,  the  kind- 
nefs  that  you  have  for  me.  Nobody  will  ever  love 
you  both  better  than,  dear  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


"'1  E  T  T  E  R     CLXIX. 

To    MRS.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

r?jio4  r.  •'.  ?  ,if»kp*vH  )'.»u  '.•'->  -^EOic 

DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  Anguft  47, 

JV.''!  td  \\\'tf  ?{'J!    Ylf!  tXTOil  I  Jl.'CJ    ^'t>t?3l  '/ITT ')'|O) 

R  correfpondence  is  not  fo  vigorous  as  it 
ufed  to  be ;  but  now  you  know  the  people  at 
Lichfield,  it  is  vain  to  describe  them,  and  as  no 
revolutions  have  happened,  there  is  nothing  to  be 
faid  about  them.  We  have  a  new  Dean,  whofe 
name  is  Proby;  he  has  the  manners  of  a  gentle 
man,  and  fonie  fpirit  of  difcipline,  which  brings 
the  cathedral  into  better  method.  He  has  a  lady 
that  talks  about  Mrs.  Montague  and  Mrs.  Carter. 

On  next  Saturday  I  go  to  Afhbourne,  and  thi 
ther  muft  my  letters  be  fent,  if  you  are  pleafed 
ever  to  write  to  me. 

When  I  came  hither  I  could  hardly  walk,  but 
I  have  got  better  breath,  and  more  agility.  I 
intend  to  perambulate  Mailer's  dominions  every 
day  at  lead  once.  But  I  have  miferable,  dil- 
trefsful,  tedious  nights ;  do  you  think  they  will 
mend  at  Brighthelmftone  ? 

When  I  come  to  Alhbourne  I  will  fend  my 
dear  Queeney  an  account  how  I  find  things, 

for 
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for  I  hope  fhe  takes  an  intereft  in  Dr.  Taylor's 
profperity. 

This  is  race  week;  but  Mrs.  Afton,  Mrs.  Porter, 
and  myfelf  have  no  part  in  the  courfe,  or  at  the 
ball.  We  all  lit  at  home,  and  perhaps  pretend 
to  wonder  that  others  go,  though  I  cannot  charge 
any  of  us  with  much  of  that  folly.  Mrs.  Gaftrel, 
who  wraps  her  head  in  a  towel,  is  very  angry  at 
the  prefent  mode  of  drefs  and  feathers. 

But  amidft  all  thefe  little  things,  there  is  one 
great  thing.  The  harveft  is  abundant,  and  the 
weather  %  la  mervei/le.  No  feafon  ever  was  finer. 
Barley,  malt,  beer,  and  money.  There  is  the 
feries  of  ideas.  The  deep  logicians  call  it  a.  fo 
rties.  I  hope  my  matter  will  no  longer  endure 
the  reproach  of  not  keeping  me  a  horfe. 

The  puppies  played  us  a  vile  trick  when  they 
tore  my  letter,  but  I  hope  my  lofs  will  be  repair-* 
ed  to-morrow.  You  are  in  the  way  of  bulinefs 
and  intelligence,  and  have  fomething  to  write. 
I  am  here  in  una&ive  obfcurity,  and  have  little 
other  pleafure  than  to  perceive  that  the  poor  lan- 
guifhing  lady  is  glad  to  fee  me.  I  hope,  deareft 
Lady,  you  will  be  glad  to  fee  me  too ;  and  that  it 
will  be  long  before  difeafe  lays  hold  upon  you. 

I  am,  dear  Madam, 

Your,  £c. 


LET- 
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LETTER     CLXX. 
To    MRS.      T   H    R    A  L    E. 
DEAREST  LADY,  Sept.  6,   1777. 

JL  T  is  true  that  I  have  loitered,  and  what  is 
worfe,  loitered  with  very  little  pleafure.  The 
time  has  run  away,  as  moii  time  runs,  without 
account,  without  ule,  and  without  memorial.  But 
to  fay  this  of  a  few  weeks,  though  not  pleafing, 
might  be  borne,  but  what  ought  to  be  the  regret 
of  him  who,  in  a  few  days,  will  have  fo  nearly 
the  fame  to  fay  of  fixty-eight  years  ?  But  com 
plaint  is  vain. 

If  you  have  nothing  to  fay  from  the  neighbour 
hood  of  the  metropolis,  what  can  occur  to  me  in 
little  cities  and  petty  towns ;  in  places  which  we 
have  both  feen,  and  of  which  no  defcription  is 
wanted  ?  I  have  left  part  of  the  company  w  ith 
which  you  dined  here,  to  come  and  write  this 
letter  ;  in  which  I  have  nothing  to  tell,  but  that 
my  nights  are  very  tedious.  I  cannot  perfuade 
myfelf  to  forbear  trying  fomething. 

As  you  have  now  little  to  do,  I  fuppofe  you 
are  pretty  diligent  at  the  Thraliana,  and  a  very 
curious  collection  pofterity  will  rind  it.  Do  not 
remit  the  practice  of  writing  down  occurrences  as 
they  arife,  of  whatever  kind,  and  be  very  punc 
tual  in  annexing  the  dates.  Chronology  you  know 
( is  the  eye  of  hiftory ;  and  every  man's  lite  is  of 
importance  to  himfelf.  Do  not  omit  painful  cafu- 
alties,  or  unpleaiing  paflages,  they  make  the  va 
riegation  of  exiftence  ;  and  there  are  many  tranf- 

actions, 
,33:1:0- Jhx:  -jrij  oJ  buid  i3~ Jo  cj£  ' 
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actions,  of  which  I  will  not  promife  with  ./Eneas, 
et  h<zG  olim  meminijje  juvabit.  Yet  that  remembrance 
which  is  not  pleafant  may  be  ufeful.  There  is 
however  an  intemperate  attention  to  flight  cir- 
cumftances  which  is  to  be  avoided,  left  a  greac 
part  of  life  be  fpent  in  writing  the  hiftory  of  the 
reft.  Every  day  perhaps  has  fomething  to  be 
noted,  but  in  a  fettled  and  uniform  courfe  few 
days  can  have  much. 

Why  do  I  write  all  this,  which  I  had  no  thought 
of  when  I  begun  ?  The  Thraliana  drove  it  all  into 
my  head.  It  deferves  however  an  hour's  reflec 
tion,  to  confider  how,  with  the  leaft  lofs  of  time, 
the  lofs  of  what  we  wifK  to  retain  may  be  pre 
vented. 

Do  not  neglect  to  write  to  me,  for  when  a  poft 
comes  empty,  I  am  really  difappointed. 

Bofwell,  I  believe,  will  meet  me  here. 

I  am  deareft  Lady, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER     CLXXl. 


To     MRS.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

•  • 


DEAR   MADAM,  Aftbourne,  Sept.  8, 


the  fame  vexatious  interruption  of 
our  correfpondence  happens  now  that  happened 
once  when  I  was  at  Oxford.  I  write  often,  yet 
you  feem  not  to  have  my  letters.  I  charged  Frank 
with  trufting  fofne  other  jband  to  the  poft-office, 

this 
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this  he  denies ;  and  indeed  I  have  anfwers  to  other 
letters. 

I  came  hither  on  Saturday,  Auguft  3oth.  Th* 
books  were  not  then  come  ;  but  I  fuppofe,  accord 
ing  to  Davies's  letter,  they  came  that  evening. 
Of  the  receipt  of  the  powders  I  wrote  word,  and 
told  that  the  girl  delayed  a  little  while  to  take 
them.  From  this  place  I  wrote  to  Mifs  laft  Thurf- 
day,  and  to  you  laft  Saturday.  Nothing  has  been 
mentioned  by  you  of  which  I  have  not  taken  pro 
per  notice,  except  that  I  have  faid  nothing  of 
******.  Many  inflances  there  are  of  the  va 
nity  of  human  folicitude,  and  it  is  not  ftrange  to 
find  another.  We  were  all  planning  out  for  him 
fome  mode  of  life,  and  difeafe  was  hovering  over 
him.  If  he  dies,  his  mother  will  lofe  what  has 
engaged  her  care,  and  incited  her  vanity.  The 
fon  and  his  eftate  go  away  together.  But  life  oc 
cupies  us  all  too  much  to  leave  us  room  for  any 
care  of  others  beyond  what  duty  enjoins ;  and  no 
duty  enjoins  forrow  or  anxiety  that  is  at  once 
troublefome  and  ufelefs.  I  would  readily  help 
the  poor  lady,  but  if  I  cannot  do  her  good  by 
affifting  her,  I  ftiall  not  difturb  myfelf  by  lament 
ing  her :  yet  I  fuppofe  his  death  will  be  as  hard  a 
blow  as  is  commonly  felt.  Let  me  know  if  you 
hear  how  he  goes  on.  I  go  on  but  uneafily. 

I  am  in  hopes  of  feeing  Mr.  Bofwell,  and  then 
he  may  perhaps  tell  me  fomethiug  to  write,  for 
this  is  but  a  barren  place.  Not  a  moufe  ftirring. 

I  am,  &c. 


VOL.  I.  S  LET- 
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LETTER      CLXXII. 

* 

To    MRS.      T    H    R    A    L   E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Afhbourne,  Sept.  13,   1777. 

_L\  O  W  I  write  again,  having  juft  received  your 
letter  dated  the  loth. 

You  muft  not  let  foolifh  fancies  take  hold  on 
your  imagination.  If  Queeney  grows  tall,  me  is 
lufficiently  bulky,  and  as  much  out  of  danger  of 
a  confumption  as  nature  allows  a  young  maiden 
to  be.  Of  real  evils  the  number  is  great,  of  pof- 
lible  evils  there  is  no  end.  ******  is  really 
to  be  pitied.  Her  fon  in  danger ;  the  eftate  like 
ly  to  pafs  not  only  from  her,  but  to  thofe  on 
whom,  I  fuppofe,  me  would  leail  wifti  it  beftow- 
ed,  and  her  fyftem  of  life  broken,  are  very  heavy 
blows.  But  me  will  at  laft  be  rich,  and  will 
have  much  gratification  in  her  power,  both  rati 
onal  and  fenfual. 

Boiwell,  I  believe,  is  coming.  He  talks  of  be 
ing  here  to-day.  I  mail  be  glad  to  fee  him.  But 
he  fhrinks  from  the  Baltic  expedition,  which  I 
think  is  the  belt  fcheme  in  our  power.  What  we 
ihall  fubftitute,  I  know  not.  He  wants  to  fee 
Wales,  but  except  the  woods  of  Bachycraigh 
what  is  there  in  Wales  ?  What  that  can  fill  the 
hunger  of  ignorance,  or  quench  the  -thirft  of  cu- 
riofity  ?  We  may  perhaps  form  fome  fcheme  or 
other,  but,  in  the  phrafe  of  Hockley  in  the  Hole, 
it  is  pity  he  has  not  a  better  bottom. 

Tell  my  young  miftrefs  that  this  day's  letter  is 
too  fliort,  and  it  brings  me  no  news  either  foreign 
or  domeftick. 


DR.   SAMUEL    JOHNSON. 

.  I  am  going  to  dine  with  Mr.  Dyot,  and  Frank 
tells  fternly,  that  it  is  paft  two  o'clock. 

I  am,  deareft  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER      CLXXIII. 
To    MRS.    t  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Sept.  15,  1777.' 

L)  O  you  call  this  punctual  correfpondence  ? 
There  was  poor  I  writing,  and  writing,  and  writ 
ing,  on  the  8th,  on  the  nth,  on  the  13  th;  and 
on  the  1  5th  I  looked  for  a  letter,  but  I  may  look 
and  look  Inftead  of  writing  to  me  you  are  writ 
ing  the  Thraliana.  But  —  he  muft  be  humble  who 
would  pleafe. 

Laft  night  came  Bofwell.  I  am  glad  that  he  is 
come.  He  feems  to  be  very  brifk  and  lively,  and 
laughs  a  little  at  ******.  I  told  him  fome- 
thing  of  the  fcene  at  Richmond.  You  find,  now 
you  have  feen  the  progenies  Langtoni&na^  that  I  did 
not  praife  them  without  reafon  ;  yet  the  fecond 
girl  is  my  favourite. 

You  talk  of  pine-apples  and  venifon.  Pine 
apples  it  is  lure  we  have  none  ;  but  venifon,  no 
forefter  that  lived  under  the  green-wood-tree  ever 
had  more  frequently  upon  his  table.  We  fry,  and 
roaft,  and  bake,  and  devour  in  every  form. 

We  have  at  laft   fair  weather  in  Derbyihire, 

and  every  where  the  crops  are  fpoken  of  as  un- 

S  2,  commonly 
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commonly  exuberant.  Let  us  now  get  money 
and  fave  it.  All  that  is  paid  is  faved,  and  all 
that  is  laid  out  in  land  or  malt.  But  I  long  to 
fee  twenty  thoufand  pounds  in  the  bank,  and  to 
fee  my  matter  vifiting  this  eftate  and  that,  as  pur- 
chafes  are  advertifed.  But  perhaps  all  this  may 
be  when  Colin's  forgotten  and  gone.  Do  not  let 
me  be  forgotten  before  I  am  gone,  for  you  will 
never  have  fuch  another,  as, 

.    Deareft  dear  Madam, 

Your  moft  humble  fervant. 


LETTER      CLXX1V. 
To    MRS.     T   H   R    A    L   E. 
I)EAR  MADAM,  Aflibourne,  Sept.  18,  1777. 

XJL  E  R  E  is  another  birth-day.  They  come  very 
iaft.  I  am  now  fixty-eight.  To  lament  the  part 
is  vain  ;  what  remains  is  to  look  for  hope  in  fu 
turity.  Queeney  has  now  pafled  another  year. 
I  hope  every  year  will  bring  her  happinefs. 

Bofwell  is  with  us  in  good-humour ;  and  play* 
his  part  with  his  ufual  vivacity.  We  are  to  go  in 
the  Doctor's  vehicle  and  dine  at  Derby  to-mor 
row. 

Do  you  know  any  thing  of  Bolt-court  ?  Invite 
Mr.  Levet  to  dinner,  and  make  enquiry  what  fa 
mily  he  has,  and  how  they  proceed.  I  had  a  let 
ter  lately  from  Mrs,  Williams.  Dr.  Lewis  vifits 
her,  and  has  added  ipecacuanha  to  her  bark  :  but 

I  do 
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I  do  not  hear  much  of  her  amendment.  Age  is 
a  very  ftubborn  difeafe.  Yet  Levet  deeps  found 
every  night.  I  am  forry  for  poor  Seward's  pain ; 
but  he  may  live  to  be  better. 

Mr.  *  *  *  *  *'s  ere&ion  of  an  urn  looks  like 
an  intention  to  bury  me  alive ;  I  would  as  will 
ingly  fee  my  friend,  however  benevolent  and  hof- 
pitable,  quietly  inurned.  Let  him  think  for  the 
prefent  of  fome  more  acceptable  memorial. 

Does  nobody  tell  *****  that  a  warmer  cli 
mate  and  a  clearer  air  is  likely  to  help  her  fon, 
and  that  it  may  be  conveniept  to  run  away  from 
an  Englifh  winter,  before  he  becomes  too  weak 
for  travel  ?  It  appears  to  me  npt  improbable  that 
change  of  air,  and  the  amufement  and  exercife  of 
eafy  journeys,  might  enable  one  fo  young  to 
overcome  his  difeafe. 

Dr.  Taylor  has  another  buck.  You  muft  not 
talk  to  us  of  venifon.  Fruit  indeed  we  have  lit 
tle,  and  that  little  not  very  good ;  but  what  there 
is  has  been  very  liberally  beftowed. 

Mr.  L and  the  Do&or  ftill  live  on  different 

fides  of  the  ftreet. 

We  have  had,  for  fome  time  paft,  fuch  harveft 
weather  as  a  Derbyfhire  farmer  dares  fcarcely 
hope.  The  harveft  has  this  year  been  every 
where  a  month  backward,  but  fo  far  as  I  can  hear, 
has  recompenfed  the  delay  by  uncommon  plenty. 
Next  year,  will,  I  hope,  complete  Mr,  Thrale's 
wiih  of  an  hundred  thoufand  barrels.  Ambition 
is  then  to  have  an  end,  and  he  muft  remember, 
that  non  minor  eft  iirttis  quam  quaver 'f,  farta  tueri. 
When  he  has  climbed  fo  high,  his  care  muft  be  to 
keep  himfelf  from  falling. 

I  am,  dear  Madam, 

•-'  r,    i  t       f».    "  •    f         »  •        •  [>> 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER     CLXXV. 
MRS.   THRALE   to   DR.   JOHNSON. 

DEAR  SIR,  Sept.  18. 

JL  H  AV  E  got  forne  news  that  will  plcafe  you 
now.  Here  is  an  agreeable  friend  come  from  Pa 
ris,  whom  you  were  very  fond  of  when  we  were 
there — the  Prior  of  our  Englifh  Benedictine  Con 
vent,  Mr.  Cowley.  I  did  not  know  him  again ; 
fo  much  was  he  altered  by  the  change  of  drefs. 
How  capricious  and  abfurd  one  is  always  !  I  feel 
longing  to  call  him  Father  Prior  now;  and  upon 
the  continent  my  fcruple  hindered  me  from  ufing 
an  appellation  clearly  and  abfolutely  prohibited  by 
our  Saviour's  own  words  in  the  gofpel.  The  fame 
obje&ion  however  would  again  return  if  I  was  out 
of  England  again  ;  but  here,  where  one  knows 
fuch  words  carry  no  meaning  of  more  ferious  im 
port,  I  long  to  call  him  Father  Prior  for  fondnefs. 
He  enquires  much  for  you ;  and  fays,  Wilkes  is 
very  well,  N°  45,  as  they  call  him  in  the  Convent. 
A  cell  is  always  kept  ready  for  your  ufe,  he  tells 
me ;  fo  when  your  cruel  miftrefs  turns  you  out,  no 
harm  will  come  of  it ;  and  when  Mr.  Thrale  dif- 
mirfes  me,  I  am  to  take  refuge  among  the  Auftiu 
Nuns,  and  ftudy  Virgil  with  dear  Mifs  Canning. 

Mr.  Cowley  is  as  pleafant  company  as  ever- 
We  afked  Lord  Mulgrave  to  meet  him,  and  he 
faid  a  thing  fo  like  a  thing  of  your  faying,  that  I 
will  repeat  it  direclly.  We  talked  of  England 
and  France — The  beds  are  fofter  there  than  here, 
quoth  my  mailer.  Softer,  if  you  will,  but  not  fo 

clean,  Sir,  replied   the   Prior. No,  no,   dirty 

enough  to  be  fure,  confefled  Mr.  Thrale,  but  ex 
ceeding 
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(•ceding  foft.  Why  then,  interrupta  Lord  Mul- 
grave,  one  may  infer,  that  a  hog  in  England  lives 

juft  like  a  gentleman  in  France  I  find fo  there 

let  the  parallel  reft.  Now  was  not  that  fpeech 
quite  in  the  fpirit  of  our  dear  Mr.  Johnfon  ? — I  think 
it  will  be  carried,  about  the  town  for  yours  forne- 
time- 

My  huiband  bids  me  tell  you  that  he  examined 
the  regifter,  and  that  Level  is  only  feventy-two 
years  old. 

I  hope  your  illnefs  was  but  flight ;  I  heard  of 
it  by  mere  accident,  and  believed  but  little ;  you 
have  much  of  my  incredulity  to  anfwer  for,  by 
perpetually  detecting  eveiy  body  in  falfehood  fo. 
Let  this  report,  however,  though  not  true,  intro 
duce  a  lecture  on  general  caution ;  and  a  requeft 
that  you  will  not  ftrive  to  torture  that  iron  confti- 
tution  of  youp  quite  to  ruin,  becaufe  you  have  no 
thing  elfe  to  do.  It  were  better  bind  books  again, 
as  you  did  one  year  in  our  thatched  fummer- 
houfe,  than  weigh  out  dofes  of  mercury  and  opium 
which  are  not  wanted,  and  then  complain  that 
you  are  hermetically  fealed.  Very  comical  you  are 
fure  enough  ;  but  'tis  better  play  droll  tricks  with 
any  thing  elfe  than  with  one's  health.  Were  we 
not  all  juftly  enraged  at  that  wretched  fellow  for 
trying  experiments  on  our  bufinels  ?  and  now  you 
will  have  a  ftroke  at  the  next  valuable  poffeffion 
we  have. 

Something  always  happens  when  you  go  to 
Lichfield ;  and  our  fitting  down  thirteen  to  table 
yefterday  made  my  fool's  nerves  flutter  for 
Queeney.  Her  father  and  I  were  of  no  confequence 
one  would  think,  or  I  might  have  thought  of 
ourfelves,  but  Mr.  Murphy  faid,  me  had  a  he&ic 
colour,  and  her  firit  coufin  *****  is  now  ab- 
folutely  dying  of  a  confumption,  and  I  can't  quiet 
my  fears  fomehow,  though  I  know  them  to  be 

ground' 
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groundlefs. Can  you  tell  how  to  confront  thinking 

fancies  ?  Ah !    dear  Sir,  do  pray  try  to  govern 
your  own,  and  do  not  take  phyiick  for  fun. 

Well !  we  will  have  no  more  fuperftition  jtsft 
now  if  you  pleafe,  becaufe  if  one  efcapes  this 
birth-day  time,  the  reft  of  the  year  is  lefs  dange 
rous  ;  we  are  on  the  watch  always  about  this 
week  of  September — you 'for  yourfelf,  and  I  for 
Hefter.  Superftitibn  is  that  Which  fuperjlet,  is  not 
it  ?  and  then  I  do  think  we  have  all  due  claim 
to  the  honour  of  being  very  fuperftitious,  for  we 
make  much  more  ado  than  is  neceflary  fure. 

Come,  here  is  news  of  Town-mailing' — the 
quiet  old-fafhioned  place  in  Kent,  that  you  liked 
fo  becaufe  it  "was  agreeable  to  your  own  notions 
of  a  rural  life  ;  I  believe  we  were  the  firft  people, 
except  the  mafler  of  it,  who  had  for  many  years 
taken  delight  in  the  old  coach  without  fprings,  the 
two  roafted  ducks  in  one  dim,  the  fortified  flower 
garden,  and  fir  trees  cut  in  figures. — A  fpirit  of 
innovation  has  however  reached  even  thefe  at  laft. 
- — -The  roads  are  mended  ;  no  '  more  narrow 
fhaded  lanes,  but  clear  open  turnpike  trotting.  A 
yew  hedge,  or  an  eugh  hedge  if  you  will,  newly 
cut  down  too  by  his  nephew's  deiire.  Ah  thole 
nephews !  And  a  wall  pulled  away,  which  bore  in- 
comparable  fruit — to  call  in  the  country — is  the  phrafe. 
Mr.  Thraleis  wicked  enough  to  urge  on  thefe  rough 
reformers ;  how  it  will  end  I  know  not.  For  your 
comfort,  the  fquare  canals  ftill  drop  into  one  another; 
and  the  chocolate  is  ftill  made  in  the  room  by  a 
maid,  who  curtfies  as  me  prefents  every  cup.  Dear 
old  Daddy  Brooke  looks  well  and  handfome  at 
eighty-one  years  old ;  while  I  faw  his  fifter,  who  is 
ninety-four  years  old,  and  calls  him  Frankey,  eat 
more  venifon  at  a  fitting  than  Mr.  Thrale.  Thefe 
are  the  proper  contemplations  of  this  feafon.  May 
my  daughter  and  my  friend  but  enjoy  life  as  long, . 

and 
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and  ufe  it  as  innocently  as  thefe  fweet  people  have 
done.  The  fight  of  fuch  a  family  confoles  one's 
heart. 

I  am  glad  the  Richmond  fcene  diverted  you; 
my  mafter  laughed  when  I  read  it  over  to  him ; 
but  here  is  nothing  to  tell  but  what  has  been  often 
repeated.  Our  Paris  friends  are  melancholy  I 
hear,  and  Madame  de  Bocages  laments  her  flate 
of  low  fpirits;  is  there  any  foundation  for  the  idea 
prevalent  among  us,  that  we  are  the  only  nation 
where  hypocondriac  difeafes  are  frequent,  and  ihat 
the  French  are  almoft  wholly  free  ?  You  are  not 
willing  to  believe  with  the  herd  in  that  particular 
I  dare  fay ;  yet  when  a  man  is  lick,  you  are  al 
ways  fending  him  to  the  continent, — I  never  can 

think  for  what ; he  had  better  die  at  home  ; 

and  the  foreigners  only  get  a  notion  of  England's 
being  unwholefbme  by  feeing  fuch  confumptive 
looking  creatures  come  out  of  it  as  flock  to  Nice, 
Moutpelier,  &c.  I  dare  lay  they  think  we  are  all 
fo-;  and  you  may  remember  the  French  ladies  won 
dering  at  my  healthy  looks which  I  fhall  ne 
ver  get  again. 

So  adieu,  dear  Sir,  and  be  content  with  this 
long  volume  of  a  letter  from 

Your  truly  faithful  fervant, 

H.   L.   THRALE. 

HOW  could  I  write  fo  much  ?  and  from  S  treat- 
ham  ?  I  admire  at  my  own  (kill  in  fpinning  out  fo. 

Mr.  Thrale  is  cured  of  his  paflion  for  Lady  R 

already. 


LET- 
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LETTER     CLXXVI. 

To    MRS.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Afhbourne,  Sept.  ac,   1777. 

JL  DO  not  remember  what  has  happened  that 
you  write  on  mourning  paper,  and  ufe  black 
wax. 

B  liked  S better  as  he  knew  him 

more,  and  feems  well  pleafed  to  be  remembered 
by  him  and  my  matter. 

Pretty  dear  ijueeney !  I  wifh  her  many  and  ma 
ny  happy  birth-days.  I  hope  you  will  never  lofe 
her,  though  I  fhould  go  to  Lichfield,  and  though 
ihc  mould  lit  the  thirteenth  in  many  a  company. 

You  have  nothing  to  fay  becaufe  you  live  at 
Streatham,  and  expedl  me  to  fay  much  when  I 
return  from  Lichfield  a.nd  Afhbourne,  places  to  be 
confidered  as  abounding  in  novelty,  and  fupply- 
mg  every  hour  materials  for  hiftory.  It  is  as  much 
as  I  can  do  to  furnifh  every  poft  with  a  letter  ;  I 
keep  nothing  behind  for  oral  communication. 

I  took  Bbfwell  yefterday  to  fee  Keddleftone, 
and  the  filk  mills,  and  the  china  work  at  Derby  ; 
he  was  pleafed  with  all.  The  Derby  china  is  very 
pretty,  but  I  think  the  gilding  is  all  fuperficial ; 
and  the  finer1  pieces  are  fo  dear,  that  perhaps  fil- 
ver  veffels  of  the  fa,me  capacity  may  be  fometimes 
bought  at  the  fame  price  ;  and  I  am  not  yet  fo  in- 
fefted  with  the  china-fancy,  as  to  like  any  thing 
at  that  rate  which  can  fo-  eafily  be  broken. 

Mailer  is  very  inconftant  to  Lady  R .    Did 

he  not  hold  out  againft  forty  fuch  repellents  from 

Mrs.  P ?  He  grows  nice  I  find ;  let  him  try 

whether  nicety  will  make  him  happy. 

Bofwell 
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Bofwell  has  fpent  more  money  than  he  expe&- 
ed,  and  I  muft  fupply  him  with  part  of  his  ex- 
pences  home.  I  have  not  much  With  me,  and  beg 
Mailer  to  lend  mo  by  the  next  poil  a  note  of  ten 
pounds,  which  I  will  pundluafly  return,  not  in 
opportunities  of  bene,ftpence,  thought  the  nqbleft 
payment  in  the  world,  but  in  money,  or  bank- 
paper.  Do  not;  let  him  forget  me. 

Do  npt  fuppofe  that  I  wrote  this  Utter  op  pur- 
pofe  to  borrow.  Myjoul  (tifdains  it,'  I  did  not 
think  on  it  when  J  began  tp  write.  When  I  mifs 
a  poft,  I  cpnfider  myfejf  as  deviating  from  the 
true  rule  of  action.  Seeing  things  in  this  light,  I 
conlider  every  letter  as  lornethmg  .  in  the  line  of 
duty ;  upon  this  fort  I  make  my  arrangement,  and 
wider  whatever  circumftances  of  (Difficulty,  endea 
vour  to  carry  them  into  execution  ;  for  having  in 
fome  degree  pledged,  my/elf  for  tr^e  performance,  JT 
thinjc  the  refolution  both  of  my  Ijepcl  aijd  my  heart 
engaged,  and  reprobate  eveiy  thought  of  defining 
from  the  undertaking. 

Howel  tells  of  a  few  words  in  Spanifh,  the  true 
utterance  of  which  will  denominate  the  fpeaker 
buttiQ  Romanciadory  the  laft  fentence  will  un  bueno 
politico.  He  that  can  rattle  thofe  wowis  well  to 
gether  may  fay  all  that  political  controverfy  ge 
nerally  produces. 

;•!  ''lam,  $0. 

f.  $.  Nay,  but  do  enquire  after  Bolt-court. 
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LETTER      CLXXVII. 
To   MBS.     T  H   R   A   L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Afhbourne,  Sept.  22,  1777. 


O  W  to  fit .  down  to  tell  me  a  long  news 
paper  ftory  about  Lord  Harcourt  and  his  dog. — I 
hoped  when  you  had  feen  Levet  ytfu  would  have 
learned  fomething  that  concerned  me. 

I  hope  Mafter  has  been  fo  kind  as  to  fend  me 
the  ten  pounds,  elfe  I  fhall  be  forced  to  borrow  at 
AfKbourne  or  Lichfield. 

Bofwell  has  been  this  morning  with  me  to  fee 
Ham  Garden.  He  talks  of  going  away  this  week, 
and  I  ftiall  not  think  of  flaying  here  much  longer, 
though  the  wind  whittles  very  prettily.  My  nights 
are  ftill  fuch  as  I  do  not  like ;  but  complaint  will 
not  mend  them. 

If  *****  holds  life  to  one-and-twenty,  he 
will  probably  live  on;  for  his  conftitution,  if  it 
does  not  grow  weaker,  will  become  firmer. 

The  harveft  in  StaSbrdlhire  has  been  fuch  for 
plenty,  and  fo  well  gathered,  as  to  be  mentioned 
with  admiration.  Make  your  moft  of  thefe  golden 
years,  and  buy  liberally  what  will  now  be  libe 
rally  allowed.  I  hope  to  partake  a  little  of  the 
general  abundance — But  I  arn  now  fixty-eight. 
Make  good  ufe,  my  dear  Lady,  of  your  days  of 
health  and  fprightlinefs.  Sixty-eight  is  coming 
faft  upon  you ; — let  it  not  find  you  wondering  what 
has  become  of  all  the  paft. 

If  Aunt  comes  now,  fhe  can  do  but  little  harm, 
for  fhe  will  hardly  go  with  you  to  Brighthelm- 
ftone,  and  fhe  cannot  long  trouble  you  at  Streat- 
bam. 

I  hope 
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I  hope  foon  to  come  to  Lichfield,  and  from 
Lichfield  to  London. 

Taylor  and  Bof.  fend  their  compliments  with 
thofe  of,  Madam, 

Your  moft  humble  fervant. 


LETTER    CLXXVIII. 

To  MRS.     T  H   R   A   L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Aihbourne,  Sept.  25,  17/7. 

JDOSWELL  is  gone ;  and  is,  I  hope,  pleafed 
that  he  has  been  here ;  though  to  look  on  ajiy 
thing  with  pleafure  is  not  very  common.  He  has 
been  gay  and  good-humoured  hi  his  ufual  way,  but 
we  have  not  agreed  upon  any  other  expedition. 
He  had  fpent  more  money  than  he  intended,  and 
I  fupplied  him;  and  my  deficiencies  are  again 
made  up  by  Mr.  Thrale's  bill,  for  which  I  thank 
him. 

I  will  fend  directions  to  the  taylor  to  make  me 
fome  deaths  according  to  Mr.  Thrale's  direction, 
though  I  cannot  go  with  you  to  Brighthelmftone, 
having  loitered  away  the  time  I  know  not  how ; 
but  if  you  would  have  me,  I  will  endeavour  to 
follow  you,  which  upon  the  whole  may  perhaps 
be  as  well.  I  am  here  now  on  the  25th,  and  am 
obliged  by  promife  to  take  Lichfield  in  my  way, 
fo  that  the  3oth  will  come  upon  me  too  foon. 

The  Levet  that  has  been  found  in  the  regifter 
mult  be  fome  other  Levet ;  I  dare  fay  our  friend 
does  not  in  his  heart  believe  that  it  is  he. 

I  am 
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I  am  glad  that  the  Benedidines  found  you  at 
laft.  Father  Wilkes,  when  he  was  amongft  us, 
took  Oxford  in  his  way.  I  recommended  him  to 
Dr.  Adams,  on  whom  he  impreffed  a  high 
opinion  of  his  learning.  I  am  glad  that  my 
cell  is  referved.  I  may  perhaps  fome  time  or 
other  vifit  it,  though  I  cannot  eafily  tell  why  one 
Ihould  go  to  Paris  twice.  Our  own  beds  are  foft 
enough.  Yet  my  mailer  will  tell  you,  that  one 
wants  to  be  doing  fomething.  I  have  fomething  like 
a  longing  to  fee  my  matter's  performances  ;  a  plea- 
fure  which  I  fhall  hardly  have  till  he  returns  from 
Brighthelmftone.  I  beg  that  before  you  go,  you 
will  fend  the  Bib/zograpbia  3ritannica  to  my  habi 
tation. 

I  am,  &c. 

s 
P.  S.  Let  your  next  be  fent  to  Lichfield. 


LETTER     CLXXIX. 

• 
• 

To   MRS.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR.  MADAM,  Afhbourne,  Sept.  27,  1777. 

I  THINK  I  have  already  told  you  that  Bof. 
is  gone.  The  day  before  he  went,  we  met  the 
Duke  and  Dutchefs  of  Argyle  in  the  ftreet,  and 
went  to  fpeak  to  them  while  they  changed  hor- 
fes  ;  a<nd  in  the  afternoon  Mrs.  Langton  and  Juli 
et  flopped  in  their  way  to  London,  and  fent  for 
me;  I  went  to  them,  and  fent  for  Bofwell,  whom 
Mrs.  Langton  had  never  feen. 

And 
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And  fo,  here  is  this  poft  without  a  letter.  I  am 
old,  I  am  old,  fays  Sir  John  Falftaff.  "  Take 
"  heed,  my  dear,  youth  flies  apace."  You  will 
be  wanting  a  letter  fometime.  I  wifh  I  were  with 
you,  but  I  cannot  come  yet. 

Nives  et  frigora  Rheni 

Me  fine  fola  vides :  Ah,  ne  te  frigora  laedant ! 
Ah,  tibi  ne  teneras  glacies  fecet  afpera  plantas ! 

X. 


I  wifli  you  well;  B and  all;  and  ftiatt 

be  glad  to  know  your  adventures.  Do  not  how 
ever  think  wholly  to  efcape  me ;  you  will,  I  hope, 
fee  me  at  Brighthelmftone.  Dare  you  anfwer  me, 
as  Brutus  anfwered  his  evil  genius  ? 

I  know  not  when  I  fhali  write  again,  now  you 
are  going  to  the  world's  end.  Extra  annifohfque 
via*,  where  the  poft  will  be  a  long  time  in  reach 
ing  you.  I  ftiall,  notwithftanding  all  diftance, 
continue  to  think  on  you,  and  to  pleafe  myself 
with  the  hope  of  being  once  again, 

MADAM, 

Your  moft  humble  fervant. 


LET- 
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LETTER      CLXXX. 
To     MRS.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,          Afhbourae,  Michaelmaf>-day,  1777. 

A  N  D  fo  becaufe  you  hear  that  Mrs.  Defmou- 
lines  has  written,  you  hold  it  not  neceflary  to 
write ;  as  if  fhe  could  write  like  you,  or  I  were 
equally  content  with  hearing  from  her. — Call  you 
this,  backing  your  friends?  She  did  write,  and  I 
remember  nothing  in  her  letter,  but  that  fhe  was 
difcontented  that  I  wrote  only  Madam  to  her, 
and  Dear  Madam  to  Mrs.  Williams.  Without 
any  great  dearnefs  in  the  comparifon,  Williams 
is,  I  think,  the  dearer  of  the  two.  I  am  glad  that 
fhe  mends,  but  I  am  afraid  fhe  cannot  get  the  ftart 
of  the  feafon,  and  Winter  will  come  before  fhe  is 
prepared  for  it. 

But  at  Streatham  there. are  dears  and  dears, 
who  before  this  letter  reaches  them  will  be  at 
Brighthelmftone.  WTherever  they  be,  may  they 
have  no  uneafmefs  but  for  want  of  me. 
.  Now  you  are  gone,  I  wonder  how  long  you 
defign  to  flay ;  pray  let  me  know  when  you  write 
to  Lichfield,  for  I  have  not  loft  hope  of  coming 
to  you,  yet  that  purpofe  may  chance  to  fail.  But 
my  comfort  is,  that  you  cannot  charge  me  with 
forgetting  you  when  I  am  away.  You  perhaps 
do  not  think  how  eagerly  I  expedl  the  poft. 

Mrs.  *****  grows  old,  and  has  loft  much  of 
faer  undulation  and  mobility.  Her  voice  likewife 
is  fpoiled ;  fhe  can  come  upon  the  ftage  now  only 
for  her  own  benefit.  But  Juliet  is  airy  and  cheer 
ful,  and  has  I  hope  done  lamenting  the  incon- 
ilancy  o~f  man.  My  miftrefs  is  reprefented  as  un 
able  to  bear  them  company.  There  was  not  time 

for 
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for  many  queftions,  and  no  opportunity  of  wind 
ing  and  winding  them,  as  Mr.  Richardfon  has  it, 
fo  as  to  get  truth  out  without  queftions.  I  do  not 
indeed  know  that  I  am  any  great  winder.  I  fuf- 
pe&  a  winder  to  be  always  a  man  vacant,  and 
commonly  little-minded.  I  think  my  dear  little 
miftrefs  no  great  proficient  at  winding,  though  Ihe 
could  wind  if  fhe  would,  contemnit  potius  quam 
nejcrt. 

Dr.  Taylor  defires  always  to  have  his  compli 
ments  fent.  He  is,  in  his  ufual  way»  very  bufy  ; 
getting  a  bull  to  his  cows,  and  a  dog  to  his 
bitches.  His  waterfall  runs  very  welt.  Old 
Shakcfpeare  is  dead,  and  he  wants  to  buy  another 
horfe  for  his  mares.  He  is  one  of  thole  who  find 
every  hour  Jotnetbing  new  to  wifl)  or  fo  enjoy. 

BofweU  while  he  was  here  law  Keddleftone  and 
the  iilk  mills,  and  took  Chatfworth  in  his  way 
home.  He  lay?,  his  wife  does  not  love  me  quite 
well  yet,  though  we  have  made  a  formal  peace. 
He  kept  his  journal  very  diligently ;  but  then 
what  was  there  to  journalize?  I  fiiould  be  glad 
to  fee  what  lie  fays  of  *********.  j  tnink  I 
told  you  that  I  took  him  to  Ham. 

Why  ftvould  you  fufpecl  me  of  forgetting  lilly 
lolly  t  Now  you  will  fee  the  Shellys,  and  perhaps 
hear  fcwiiethijag  about  the  Cottons ;  and  you  will 
bathe,  and  walk,  and  drefs,  and  dance,  and  who 
knows  how  little  you  will  think  on,  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 

"tr  /     Ajfrjb."/!  -y!>.  •>./  -.Sin  wod  Li.-  . 
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LETTER      CLXXXI. 

i 

MRS.   THRALE  to  DR.  JOHNSON. 

... 

DEAR  SIR,  Oftober  i,   1777. 

JL  T  was  becaufe  you  teized  me  fo  about  Bolt- 
court  intelligence,  that  I  fancied  Mrs.  Defmou- 
lines'  letter  would  be  as  good,  or  better  than 
mine;  fhe  was  certainly  more  qualified  than  I 
could  be?  to  write  upon  the  fubje$.  Her  difeon- 
tent  is  no  new  thing ;  if  it  proceeds  from  no  new 
caufe,  fhe  muft  bear  without  complaining,  that 
y/hich  probably  does  not  mend  while  |ihe  fays 
nothing  of  the  matter ;  but  people  will  not  en 
dure  to  be  teized  for  ever  with  fruitless  lamenta 
tions  for  evils  they  cannot  remove. 

In  fome  letter  lately  you  wonder  at  my  ufing 
black  wax— for  the  paper  was  only  not  gilt — as 
if  you  had  forgotten  my  numberlefs  reafons  for 
mcurnmg,  becaufe  you  are  not  perpetually  hear 
ing  me  recall  them  to  your  memory.  Amiclion 
however  is  very  good  for  us  all  I  doubt  not,  or 
it  would  hardly  be  beftowed  fo  liberally,  The 
flower  of  an  aloe  tree  is,  I  am  told,  fo  peculiarly 
fweet,  that  bees,  beft  judges  in  fuch  a  cafe,  feek 
it  from  an  immenfc  diftance ;  we  know  how  bitter 
the  ftem  is,  and  how  rarely  we  are  indulged  with 
the  bloffom.  If  a  good  parallel  may  be  drawn 
from  this  reflection  to  human  life,  let  us  add  ano 
ther  :  a  turnip  is  fv/eet  to  the  tafte,  but  gives  a 
rancid  and  unpleafant  flavour  to  every  animal 
that  feeds  upon  it.  A  life  of  peace  and  pleafure 
would  probably  have  as  bad  an  effeft  upon  the 

mind 
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mind  of  man.  And  now  I  think  you  will  run  to 
Mrs.  Defmoulines,  or  any  other  Miftrels,  as  a  re 
fuge  from  your  true  Miflreis's  pedantry.  Does 
that  word  remind  me  of  Lord  *.*  *  *?  I  hope  not : 
he  has  feen  much,  read  much,  and  travelled 
much ;  he  talks  a  great  deal,  and  from  a  very 
fafhionably  furniihed  mind. — When  we  law  him 
laft,  he  bid  me  afk  you  whether  there  are  three 
volumes,  or  only  two,  of  Parker's  Hiflory,  or 
Parker's  Memoirs,  or  fome  fuch  thing.  It  was  in 
Latin,  and  very  fine  Latin  too  he  faid.  I  knew 
not  from  beginning  to  end  what  he  meant ;  and 
my  ignorance  reminded  me  of  the  maid  fervant 
Mr.  Pepys  tells  of,  who  let  her  mafter  know  one 
morning  that  a  gentleman  had  called  when  he  was 
out  the  evening  before,  and  begged  he  would  lend 
him  three  6xen  and  a  hog/head.  You  won't  under- 
Hand  me,  child,  added  he,  but  your  mafter  will ; 
it  was  Theocritus  and  Horace's  works  that  were 
wanted ;  and  I  am  much  in  the  girl's  cafe,  for  I 
comprehend  not  a  fyllable  of  *  *  *  *'s  requeft — 
and  perhaps  have  tranfmitted  it  as  wildly. 

We  have  feen  nothing  but  Mrs.  *  *  *  *  here. 
She  fays  all  *  *  *  *  *'s  faults  fhould  be  charged 
upon  his  mother,  but  then  (he  is  nobody's  mother 
herfelf.  How  dreadful,  inftead  of  delightful, 
would  it  be,  to  contemplate  one's  houfe  full  of 
children,  if  all  the  future  errors  of  each  were  to 
go  to  the  mother's  account !  Yet  would  not  my  lot 
be  heavy  even  then,  for  better  babies  breathe  not — 
could  I  but  keep  them !  than  mine.  Queeney  mall 
fend  you  a  proof-Jbeet  of  her  excellence  to-morrow. 

Poor  S— - — y  B— — w  is  dying,  they  tell  me ; 
you  liked  her  vaftly  that  fummer  we  were  fo  much 
together  with  her  at  this  place;— — how  happy 
Mr.  Beauclerc  is  got  better  1— — he  is  a  prodigi 
ous  favourite  I  know ;  but  when  you  were  forry 
T  %  for. 
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for  -poor  old  Dr.  F — zp k  it  was  mere  virtue,  as 

I  think  I  never  faw  a  ftronger  antipathy.  Shall 
we  write  an  epitaph  upon  him,  and  lay,  he  fat 

well  at  a  table  ? for  that  was  the  higheft  praife 

we  could  ever  get  you  to  allow  him,  even  with 
Murphy's  help.  Saint  Pavin's  infcription  would 
not  be  amifs  for  Fitzpatrick;  and  there  is  a  ftroke 
in  their  lives  too  not  very  diflimilar. 

Fitzpatrick's  dead — wer't  thou  his  friend  ? 

With  tears  lament  thy  lot : 
Did  fortune  no  fuch  favour  lend  ? 

Lament  that  thou  wert  not. 

Sous  ce  tombeau  git  Saint  Pavin, 
Donne  des  larmes  ctfafn; 
Tu  fus  de  fes  amis  peut-etre  ? 
P/etfre  ton  forty  pleure  kfitn ; 
Ttt  ri  mfus pas?  pleure  k  tien, 
PaJJanty  a"  avoir  manque  d"1  en  etre. 

I  cannot  guefs  how  long  we  are  to  flay  here ; 
Mr.  Thrale  does  not  tell  me,  and  I  am,  as  you 
fa"y,  no  good  winder.  Cardinal  Alberoni  was 
laid  to  be  fo  ingenious,  that  no  concealed  inten 
tions  of  another  could  efcape  him;  but  Jean 
Rouflet,  who  writes  his  life,  defcribes  him  as  a 
rattling  ;man  too,  that  talked  at  all  rates.  Flafrr,-, 
light,  and  loud  convei-fation  is  often  a  dloke 
for  "cunning,  I  believe ;  as  fhowy  life,  and  gay 
outiide  fpreads  now  and  then  a  thin  covering 
over  avarice  or  poverty.  The  companion  who 
rattles  refembles  a  juggler,  who,  while  your  at 
tention  is  -frxed  upon  his  talk,  changes  your  -gold 
irito  counters.  This,  however,  I  have  no  higher 
authority  for,  than  Alberoni^s  'character — Rich- 
ardlbn's  way  of  winding  was  more  cold  and  fly. 

I  have 
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I  have  picked  up  feme  agreeable  young  folks, 
juft  come  from  fchool  fomewhere  on  the  continent, 

who  are  going  to  London  for  the  firft  time 

with  clear  complexions,  and  hearts  apparently  as 
dear.  We  were  faying  how  foon  they  would  be 
altered.  A  capital  city  will,  by  even  a  ftiort  re 
ft"  derrce  in  it,  change  the  whole  mafs.  How  florid, 
bright,  and  transparent  is  the  arterial  blood,  be 
fore  it  has  paffed  through  the  heart metropolis 

of  our  human  frame for  example ;  and  how- 
muddy,  grofs  and  heavy  in  comparison  is  that 
which  we  draw  from  the  veins  in  its  return.  But 
I  muft  fay  no  more — you  would  rather  be  fick  in 
London,  I  remember,  then  well  in  the  country. 

When  are  we  likely  to  meeet  ? If  the  Doc* 

tor's  waterfall  roars  happily,  I  think  there  is  little 
chance,  for  a  month,  of  your  quitting  Afhbourne, 
except  to  fhow  its  environs  to  Mr.  Bofwell.  Der- 
byfhire  is  a  glorious  county,  and  affords  much 
matter  for  fpeculation ;  befides  that,  he  will  write 
down  all  you  fay,  and  all  he  fays  to  you  about 
every  thing.  Luckily  for  us  his  adorers,  our  dear 
Dr.  Johnfon  wants  <very  little  winding ;  we  may 
all  4cnew  your  opinions  by  asking  them  -the 
ftraighteft  -way;  and  mines  are  always  >beft  in  a. 
mountain  where  adits  *can  mod  commodioufly -be 
made  for  bringing  out  the  ore,  you -know. 

'Farewe'l,  dear  Sir,  and  love  my  hufband,  and 

l&e -myletters ;  and  pray  bejealous  of  the  S- 's 

a-nd  C '    •    *s,  Ihey  are  fo  very  likely  to  fupply 

your  lofs  to 

7<f  .;  '  \:  JiT/'oqmi  '^ILT.   'J   MIL.-/    ?.:  ;    Li  i  ;  .'LrJ 

rood  faithful  humble  fervant, 


H.    L.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

P.  S.  I 
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P.  S.  I  am  afraid  you  will  be  fhocked  at  this 
ftory  of  Foote ;  and  what  will  Mr.  Murphy  fay  ? 
— I  think  he  will  feel  very  forry.  You  muft  go  to 
work  hard  about  the  Lives,  and  not  let  your 
fancy  dwell  upon  it.  Thefe  are  juft  the  things 
which  bufmefs  prevents  from  imprefling  one ;  it 
has  no  power  at  all,  though  fo  gravely  recom-» 
mended,  over  ferious  grief  or  real  lois. 


LETTER      CLXXXII. 
To   MRS!      T   H   R    A   L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  O&ober  3,  1777. 

JL  HIS  is  the  laft  time  that  I  fhall  write,  in  this 
excurfioh,  from  this  place.  To-morrow  I  fhall 
be,  I  hope  at  Birmingham ;  from  which  place  I 
fhall  do  my  beft  to  find  the  nearer!  way  home.  I 
come  home,  I  think,  worfe  than  I  went ;  and  do 
not  like  the  ftate  of  my  health.  But,  <uive  hodiey 
make  the  moft  of  life.  I  hope  to  get  better,  and 

fweep  the  cobwebs,    But  I  have  fad  nights. 

Mrs.  Afton  has  fent  me  to  Mr.  Green  to  be  cured. 

Did  you  fee  Foote  at  Brighthelmftone  ? Did 

you  think  he  would  fo  foon  be  gone  ?»— Life,  fays 
Falftaff  is  a  Ihuttle.  He  was  a  fine  fellow  in  his 
way;  and  the  world  is  really  impoverifhed  by 
his  linking  glories.  Murphy  ought  to  write  his 
life,  at  leaft  to  give  the  world  a  Footeana.  Now, 
will  any  of  his  contemporaries  bewail  him  ?  Will 
Genius  change  his/ex  to  weep?  I  would  really 
have  his  life  written  with  diligence. 

It 
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It  will  be  proper  for  me  to  work  pretty  diligent 
ly  now  for  fome  time.  I  hope  to  get  through, 
though  fo  many  weeks  have  palled.  Little  lives 
and  little  criticifms  may  ferve. 

Having  been  in  the  country  fo  long,  with  very 
little  to  detain  me,  I  am  rather  glad  to  look  home 
wards, 

I  am,    &c. 
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LETTER    CLXXXIIL 

To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Afhbourne,  Oftober  6,  1777* 

OU  are  glad  that  I  am  abfent ;  and  I  am 
glad  that  you  are  fick.  When  you  went  away, 
what  did  you  do  with  your  aunt  ?  1  am  glad  me 
liked  my  Sufy ;  I  was  always  a  Sufy,  when  no 
body  elfe  was  a  Sufy*  How  have  you  managed  at 
your  new  place  ?  Could  you  all  get  lodgings  in 
one  houfe,  and  meat  at  one  table  ?  Let  me  hear 
the  whole  feries  of  mifery  j  for,  as  Dr.  Young 
lays,  /  love  borrow. 

VOL.  II.  B  Methinks 


2          LETTERS   TO  AND  FROM 

'  Methinks  you  are  now  a  great  way  off ;  and  if 
I  come,  I  have  a  great  way  to  come  to  you  ;  and 
then  the  fea  is  fo  cold,  and  the  rooms  are  fo  dull; 
yet  I  do  love  to  hear  the  fea  roar  and  my  rniftrefs 
talk — For  when  me  talks,  ye  gods !  how  me  will 
talk.  I  wifh  I  were  with  you,  but  we  are  now 
near  half  the  length  of  England  afunder.  It  is 
frightful  to  think  how  much  time  mud  pafs  be 
tween  writing  this  letter  and  receiving  an  anfwer, 
if  any  anfwer  were  neceffary. 

Taylor  is  now  going  to  have  a  ram  ;  and  then, 
after  Aries  and  Taurus,  we  (hall  have  Gemini. 
His  oats  are  now  in  the  wet ;  here  is  a  deal  of 
rain.  Mr.  Langdon  bought,  at  Nottingham  fair, 
fifteen  tun  of  cheefe ;  which,  at  an  ounce  a-piece, 
will  fuffice  after  dinner  for  four  hundred  and 
eighty  thoufand  men.  This  is  all  the  news  that 
the  place  affords.  I  purpofe  foon  to  be  at  Lich- 
field,  but  know  not  juft  when,  having  been  de 
feated  of  my  firfl  defign.  When  I  come  to  town, 
I  am  to  be  very  bufy  about  my  Lives. — Could  not 
you  do  fome  of  them  for  me  ? 

I  am  glad  Mafter  unfpelled  you,  and  run  you 
all  on  rocks,  and  drove  you  about,  and  made 
you  ftir.  Never  be  crofs  about  it.  Quiet  and 
cahnnefs  you  have  enough  of — a  little  hurry  flirs 
life — and, 

13rufhing  o'er,  adds  motion  to  the  poo!. 

DRYDEN. 

Now  pool  brings  my  matter's  excavations  into  my 
head.  I  wonder  how  I  (hall  like  them  ;  1  mould 
like  not  to  fee  them,  till  we  all  fee  them  toge 
ther.  He  will  have  no  waterfall  to  roar  like  the 
Doctor's.  1  fat  by  it  yefterday,  and  read  Eraf- 
mus's  Militis  Chriftiani  Enchiridion.  Have  you 
got  that  book  ? 

Make 


DR.    SAMUEL    JOHNSON.  3 

Make  my  compliments  to  dear  Queeney.  I 
fuppofe  (he  will  dance  at  the  Rooms ;  and  your 
heart  will  go  one  knows  not  how. 

I  am,  deareft,  and  deareft  Lady, 
Your  mod  humble  fervant, 

SAM.  JOHNSON. 


LETTER    CLXXXIV. 


To      Mrs.      T    H    R    A    L    E. 
DEAR   MADAM,  Oftober  10,  1777. 


fo,  fuppofmg  that  I  might  come  to  town 
and  neglect  to  give  you  notice,  or  thinking  fome 
other  ftrange  thought,  but  certainly  thinking 
wrong,  you  fall  to  writing  about  me  to  Tom  Da- 
vies,  as  if  he  could  tell  you  any  thing  that  I  would 
not  have  you  know.  As  foon  as  I  came  hither,  I 
let  you  know  of  my  arrival  ;  and  the  confequence 
is,  that  I  am  fummoned  to  Brighthelmftone 
through  ftorms,  and  cold,  and  dirt,  and  all  the 
hardfhips  of  wintry  journies.  You  know  my  na 
tural  dread  of  all  thofe  evils  ;  yet  to  (hew  my 
mafter  an  example  of  compliance,  and  to  let  you 
know  how  much  I  long  to  fee  you,  and  to  boaft 
how  little  I  give  way  ro  difeafe,  my  purpofe  is  to 
be  with  you  on  Friday. 

B  2  I  am 
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I  am  forry  for  poor  Nezzy,  and  hope  fhe  will 
in  time  be  better ;  1  hope  the  fame  for  myfelf. 
The  rejuvenefcency  of  Mr  Scrafe  gives  us  both 
reafon  to  hope,  and  therefore  both  of  us  rejoice 
in  his  recovery.  I  wifh  him  well  befides,  as  a 
friend  to  tny  matter. 

I  am  juft  come  home  from  not  feeing  my 
Lord  Mayor's  (hew,  but  I  might  have  feen  at  leaft 
part  of  it.  But  1  faw  Mifs  Wefley  and  her  bro 
thers  ;  fhe  fends  her  compliments.  Mrs.  Williams 
is  come  home,  I  think  a  very  little  better. 

Every  body  was  an  enemy  to  that  wig. — We 
will  burn  it,  and  get  drunk  ;  for  what  is  joy  with 
out  drink  ?  Wagers  are  laid  in  the  city  about 
our  fuccefs,  which  is  yet,  as  the  French  call  it, 
problematical.  Well,  but  ferioufly  I  think  I  mail 
be  glad  to  fee  you  in  your  own  hair ;  but  do  not 
take  too  much  time  in  combing,  and  twifting,  and 
papering,  and  unpapering,  and  curling,  and  friz 
zing,  and  powdering,  and  getting  out  the  powder, 
with  all  the  operations  required  in  the  cultivation 
of  a  head  of  hair ;  yet  let  it  be  combed  at  leaft 
once  in  three  months,  on  the  quarter-day — I  could 
wifh  it  might  be  combed  once  at  leafl  in  fix 
weeks;  if  I  were  to  indulge  my  wifhes,  but  what 
are  wilhes  without  hopes,  I  mould  fancy  the  ope 
ration  performed — one  knows  not  when  one  has 
enough— perhaps  every  morning. 

I  am?  (fcareft  Lady, 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CLXXXV. 
To    Mrs.    T  H  R  ALE. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Oflober  13,  1777. 

Y  ET  I  do  love  to  hear  from  you.  Such  pretty 
kind  letters  as  you  fend.  But  it  gives  me  great 
delight  to  find  that  my  mafter  milfes  me.  I  begin 
to  wifh  myfelf  with  you  more  than  I  mould  do,  if 
I  were  wanted  lefs.  It  is  a  good  thing  to  flay  . 
away  till  one's  company  is  defired,  but  not  fo 
good  to  ftay  after  it  is  defired. 

You  know  I  have  fome  work  to  do.  I  did  not 
fet  to  it  very  foon  ;  and  if  1  mould  go  up  to  Lon 
don  with  nothing  done,  what  would  be  faid,  but 

that  I  was who  can  tell  what  ?  I  therefore  ftay 

till  I  can  bring  up  fomething  to  flop  their  mouths, 
and  then 

Though  I  am  ftill  at  Afhbourne,  I  receive  your 
dear  letters  that  come  to  Lichfield,  and  you  con 
tinue  that  direction,  for  1  think  to  get  thither  as 
foon  as  I  can. 

One  of  the  does  died  yefterday,  and  I  am  afraid 
her  fawn  will  be  ftarved  ;  I  wifh  Mifs  Thrale  had 
it  to  nurfe ;  but  the  dodor  is  now  all  for  cattle, 
and  minds  very  little  either  does  or  hens. 

How  did  you  and  your  aunt  part  ?  Did  you 
turn  her  out  of  doors  to  begin  your  journey  f  or 
did  (he  leave  you  by  her  ufual  fhortnefs  of  vifits  ? 
I  love  to  know  how  you  go  on. 

I  cannot  but  think  on  your  kindnefs  and  my 
matter's.  Life  has,  upon  the  whole,  fallen  fhort, 
very  fhort,  of  my  early  expectation ;  but  the  ac- 

quifition 
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quifition  of  fuch  a  friendfhip,  at  an  age  when  new 
friendfhips  are  feldom  acquired,  is  fomething  bet 
ter  than  the  general  courfe  of  things  gives  man  a 
fight  to  exped.  I  think  on  it  with  great  delight, 
I  am  not  very  apt  to  be  delighted. 

I  am,  &c* 


I 


LETTER    CLXXXVI. 

To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAREST  LADY.  Aflibourne,  OcTr.  16,  1777. 


AM  juft  going  out,  and  can  write  but  little. 
How  you  fliould  be  long  without  a  letter  I  know 
not,  for  I  feldom  mifs  a  port.  I  purpofe  now  to 
come  to  London  as  foon  as  I  can,  for  I  have  a 
deal  to  look  after,  but  hope  I  mail  get  through  the 
whole  bufinefs. 

I  wifh  you  had  told  me  your  adventure,  or 
told  me  nothing.  Be  civil  to  Lord  *  *  *  *,  he 
feems  to  be  a  good  kind  of  man.  Mifs  may 
change  her  mind ;  and  will  change  it,  when  me 
finds  hcrfelf  get  more  credit  by  dancing  than  by 
whift ;  and  though  me  mould  continue  to  like,  as 
me  likes  now,  the  harm  is  none. 

Do  not  yet  begin,  dear  Madam,  to  think  about 
the  loft.  You  may  well  dance  thefe  dozen  years, 
if  you  keep  your  looks  as  you  have  kept  them  ; 
and  I  am  glad  that  Hetty  has  no  defign  to  dance 
you  down. 

The 
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The  poor  P .  I  am  forry  for  the  girl ;  fhe 

feems  to  be  doomed,  before  her  time,  to  weak- 
nefs  and  folicitude.  What  is  that  Bedrider  the 
fupervifor  ?  He  will  be  up  again.  But  life  feems 
to  be  clofmg  upon  them. 

I  hope  you  (till  continue  to  be  fick,  and  my 
dear  mafter  to  be  well. 

I  am  no  fender  of  compliments,  but  take  them 
once  for  all,  and  deliver  them  to  be  kept  as  rari 
ties  by  Mifs  Owen,  Mrs.  Nefbit,  Mifs  Hetty,  and 
Dr.  Burney. 

Still  direcl:  to  Lichfield,  for  thither  I  am  haften- 
ing ;  and  from  Lichfield  to  London,  and  from 
London  I  hope  to  Brighthelmftone,  and  from 
Brighthelmftone  qua  terra  patet, 

I  am,  deareft  of  all  dear  Ladies, 
Your, 


LETTER    CLXXXVII. 

To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR    MADAM,  Lichfield,  Odlober  22,  1777. 

1  AM  come,  at  laft,  to  Lichfield,  and  am  really 
glad  that  I  am  got  away  from  a  place  where 
there  was  indeed  no  evil,  but  very  little  good. 
You  may,  I  believe,  write  once  to  Lichfield  after 
you  receive  this,  but  after  that  it  will  be  bed  to 
diredt  to  London. 

Your 
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Your  throat  is,  I  fuppofe,  well  by  this  time, 
Poor  Mrs.  *  *  *  *  it  is  impoffible  to  think  on 
without  great  compaflion.  —  Againft  a  blow  fo  fud- 
den,  and  fo  unexpected,  I  wonder  that  flie  fup-, 
ports  herfelf.  The  confolations  of  *  *  *  *  *'a 
girls  muft  indeed  be  painful.  She  had  intended 
to  enjoy  the  triumph  of  her  daughter's  fupe^ 
riority.  They  were  prepared  to  wiih  them  both 
ill,  and  their  wifhes  are  gratified.  There  is  in 
this  event  a  kind  of  fyflem  of  calamity,  or  con 
flagration  of  the  foul.  Every  avenue  of  pain  ifc 
invaded  at  once.  —  Pride  is  mortified,  tendernels 
is  wounded,  hope  is  difappointed,-  Whither  will 
the  poor  Lady  run  from  herfeli  ? 

My  vifit  to  Stowhill  has  been  paid.  I  have  Teen 
there  a  collection  of  mifery,  Mrs.  Alton  para- 
lytick,  Mrs.  Waimfley  lame,  Mrs.  Ilervey  blind, 
and  I  think  another  lady  deaf.  Even  fuch  is 
life. 

I  hope  dear  Mrs.  Alton  is  a  little  better  ;  it  is. 
however  very  little.  She  was,  I  believe,  glad 
to  fee  me  ;  and  to  have  any  body  glad  to  fee  me 
is  a  great  pleafure. 

I  will  tell,  while  I  think  on  it,  that  I  really 
faw  with  my  own  eyes  Mr.  Chaplin  of  Lincoln- 
Ihire's  letter  for  Taylor's  cow,  accompanied  with 
a  draught  on  Hoare  for  .one  hundred  and  twenty- 
fix  pounds  to  pay  for  her.  Frank  fays,  the  young 
bull  is  not  quite  fo  big  as  the  old  one  ;  Taylor,  I 
think,  fays  he  is  bigger. 

I  have  feen  but  one  new  place  this  journey,  and 
that  is  Leek  in  the  Mprlands.  —  An  old  church, 
but  a  poor  town. 

The  days  grow  fhoft,  and  we  have  froits  ;  but 
(  am  in  all  weathers,  Madam, 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CLXXXVIII. 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM.  Lichfield,  Oaobcr  25,  1777. 

HOL  MONO  ELY'S  ftory  fhocks  me,  if  it  be 
true,  which  I  can  hardly  think,  for  I  am  utterly 
unconfcious  of  it ;  I  am  very  forry,  and  very 
much  amamed. 

I  am  here  for  about  a  week  longer,  and  then 
I  purpofe  to  haften  to  London.  How  long  do  you 
(lay  at  Brighthelmftone  ?  Now  the  company  is 
gone,  why  mould  you  be  the  lag  ?  The  feafon  of 
brewing  will  foon  be  here,  if  it  is  not  already 
come.  We  have  here  cold  weather,  and  loud 
winds. 

Mifs  Porter  is  better  than  is  ufual,  and  Mrs. 
Afton  is,  I  hope,  not  worfe,  but  me  is  very  bad; 
and  being,  I  fancy,  about  fixty-eight,  is  it  likely 
that  me  will  ever  be  better  ? 

It  is  really  now  a  long  time  that  we  have  been 
writing  and  writing,  and  yet  how  fmall  a  part  of 
our  minds  have  we  written  ?  We  fhall  meet,  I 
hope,  foon,  and  talk  it  out. 

You  are  not  yet  fixty-eight,  but  it  will  come, 
and  perhaps  you  may  then  fometimes  rertiember 
me. 

In  the  mean  time,  do  not  think  to  be  young 
beyond  the  time  ;  do  not  play  Agnes ;  and  »io 
not  grow  old  before  your  time,  nor  fuffer  yourfelf 
to  be  too  foon  driven  from  the  ftage.  You  can 
yet  give  pleafure  by  your  appearance  ;  mow  your- 
lelf  therefore,  and  be  plealed  by  pleafing.  It  is 
not  now  too  foon  to  be  wife  j  nor  is  it  yet  too 
Jate  to  be  gay. 

Streatham 
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Streatham  is  now,  I  fuppofe,  the  eighth  wonder 
of  the  world  :  I  long  to  fee  it,  but  do  not  intend 
to  go  till,  as  I  once  faid  before,  my  mafter,  and 
you,  and  I,  and  nobody  elfe  mall  be  with  us  — 
perambulate  it  together. 

Cicely,  I  warrant  you,  will  do  well  enough. 
I  am  glad  you  are  fo  fick,  and  nobody  to  pity. 
Now  for  another  pretty  little  girl.  —  But  we  know 
not  what  is  bell. 


I  am,  deareft  Lady, 


P.  S.  Pay  my  refpe&s  to  Mifs  Owen. 


LETTER    CLXXXIX. 

To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  Goober  27,  1777. 

JL  OU  talk  of  writing  and  writing,  as  if  you 
had  all  the  writing  to  yourfelf.  If  our  corref- 
pondence  were  printed,  I  am  fure  pofterity,  for 
pofterity  is  always  the  author's  favourite,  would 
fay  that  I  am  a  good  writer  too.  —  Anctfio  fono  pit- 
tore.  To  fit  down  fo  often  with  nothing  to  fay  ; 
to  fay  fomething  fo  often,  almoft  without  confci- 
oufnefs  of  faying,  and  without  any  remembrance 
of  having  faid,  is  a  power  of  which  I  will  not 
violate  my  modefty  by  boafting,  but  I  do  not  be- 
licve  that  every  body  has  it. 

Some, 
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Some,  when  they  write  to  their  friends,  are  all 
affection  ;  fome  are  wife  and  fententious  ;  fome 
drain  their  powers  for  efforts  of  gaiety  ;  fome 
write  news,  and  fome  write  fecrets  ;  but  to  make 
a  letter  without  affection,  without  wifdom,  with 
out  gaiety,  without  news,  and  without  a  fecret, 
is,  doubtlefs,  the  great  epiftolick  art. 

In  a  man's  letters,  you  know,  Madam,  his 
foul  lies  naked,  his  letters  are  only  the  mirrour 
of  his  bread  ;  whatever  paffes  within  him  is 
mown  undifguifed  in  its  natural  procefs  ;  nothing 
is  inverted,  nothing  didorted  ;  you  fee  fydems  in 
their  elements  ;  you  difcover  aftions  in  their  mo 
tives. 

Of  this  great  truth,  founded  by  the  knowing 
to  the  ignorant,  and  fo  echoed  by  the  ignorant  to 
the  knowing,  what  evidence  have  you  now  before 
you.  Is  not  my  foul  laid  open  in  thefe  veracious 
pages  ?  Do  not  you  fee  me  reduced  to  my  firft 
principles  ?  This  is  the  pleafure  of  correfponding 
with  a  friend,  where  doubt  and  didrud  have  no 
place,  and  every  thing  is  faid  as  it  is  thought. 
The  original  idea  is  laid  down  in  its  fimple  pu 
rity,  and  all  the  fupervenient  conceptions  are 
fpread  over  itjlratum  fuperjlratum,  as  they  hap 
pen  to  be  formed.  Thefe  are  the  letters  by  which 
fouls  are  united,  and  by  which  minds  naturally 
in  unifon  move  each  other*  as  they  are  moved 
themfelves.  I  know,  deared  Lady,  that  in  the 
perufal  of  this,  fuch  is  the  confanguinity  of  our 
intellects,  you  will  be  touched  as  I  am  touched. 
I  have  indeed  concealed  nothing  from  you,  nor 
do  I  expert  ever  to  repent  of  having  thus  opened 
m  heart. 


I  am, 

LETTER 


12       LETTERS   TO   AND   FROM 

LETTER    CXC. 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM.  Lichfield,  O<3ober  29,   1777. 

THOUGH  after  my  laft  letter  I  might  juftly 
claim  an  interval  of  reft,  yet  I  write  again  to  tell 
you,  that  for  this  turn  you  will  hear  but  once 
more  from  Lichfield.  This  day  is  Wednefday, 
on  Saturday  I  mall  write  again,  and  on  Mon 
day  I  mall  fet  out  to  feek  adventures ;  for  you 
know, 

None  but  the  brave  deferve  the  fair. 

On  Monday  we  hope  to  fee  Birmingham,  the 
feat  of  the  mechanick  arts  ;  and  know  not  whe 
ther  our  next  flage  will  be  Oxford,  the  manfion 
of  the  liberal  arts  ;  or  London,  the  refidence  of 
all  the  arts  together.  The  chymifts  call  the  world 
Academla  Paracelfi ;  my  ambition  is  to  be  his 
fellow-ftudent — to  fee  the  works  of  nature,  and 
hear  the  lectures  of  truth.  To  London  there 
fore — London  may  perhaps  fill  me  j  and  1  hope 
to  fill  my  part  of  London. 

In  the  mean  time,  let  me  continue  to  keep  the 
part  which  I  have  had  fo  long  in  your  kindnefs, 
and  my  matter's ;  for  if  that  mould  grow  lefs, 
I  know  not  where  to  find  that  which  may  fupply 
the  diminution.  But  I  hope  what  I  have  been 
fo  happy  as  to  gain  I  mall  have  the  happinefs  of 
keeping. 

'I  always  omitted  to  tell  you  that  Lucy's  maid 
took  the  worm-powder  with  ftricl:  regularity,  but 
with  no  great  effect.  Lucy'  has  had  feveral  letters 
from  you,  but  cannnot  prevail  on  herfelf  to  write; 
j>ut  Ihe  is  very  grateful, 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Walmfley  has  been  at  Stowhill,  and  has 
invited  me,  when  I  come  to  Bath,  to  be  at  her 
houfe.  Poor  Mrs.  Aflon  either  mends  not  at  all, 
or  not  perceptibly  ;  but  me  does  not  feem  to  grow 
worfe. 

I  fuppofe  *.*****  is  by  this  time  recovered, 
and  perhaps  grown  wifer,  than  to  make  his  con- 
ftitution  fq  violently  a  fecond  time. 

Poor  Mrs.  *  *  *  *  !  One  cannot  think  on  her 
but  with  great  compaffion.  But  it  is  impoflible 
for  her  husband's  daughters  not  to  triumph  ;  and 
the  hufband  will  feel,  as  Rochefoucault  fays, 
fomething  that  does  not  difpleafe  bim^  You  and  I, 
who  are  neutral,  whom  her  happinefs  could  not 
have  deprefled,  may  be  honeftly  forry. 


LETTER    CXCI. 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM.  April  30,  1778. 

oINCE  I  was  fetched  away  from  Streatham,  the 
journal  (lands  thus : 

Saturday. — Sir  J.  R. 

Sunday. — Mr.  Hoole. 

Monday. — Lord  Lucan. 

Tuefday.— Gen.  Papli, 

Wednefdav. 
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Wednefday. — Mr.  Ramfay. 

Thurfday.— Old  Bailey. 

Friday. — Club. 

Saturday.  —Sir  J.   R. 

Sunday. — Lady  Lucan. 

Monday. — Pray  let  h  be  Streatham,  and  very 
early  ;  do  now  let  it  be  very  early.  For  I  maybe 
carried  away — juft  like  Ganymede  of  Troy. 

I  hope  my  mafter  grows  well,  and  my  miftrefs 
continues  bad.  I  am  afraid  the  ladies  will  be 
gone,  and  I  (hall  fay, 

She's  gone,<and  never  knew  how  much  I  lov'd  her. 

Do  now  let  me  know  whether  you  will  fend  for 
me — early — on  Monday.  But  take  fome  care,  or 
your  letter  will  not  come  till  Tuefday. 

I  am,  dearefl  Lady, 
Your, 


LETTER    CXCII. 
To  Mrs.  T  H    RALE. 

DEAREST  MADAM,  OAober  15,   1778. 

1  Oil  that  are  among  all  the  wits,  delighting 
and  delighted,  have  little  need  of  entertainment 
from  me,  whom  you  left  at  home  unregarded  and 
unpitied,  to  fhift  in  a  world  to  which  you  have 

'Hiadc 
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made  me  fo  much  a  ftranger ;  yet  I  know  you  will 
pretend  to  be  angry  if  I  do  not  write  a  letter, 
which,  when  you  know  the  hand,  you  will  per 
haps  lay  afide  to  be  read  when  you  are  drcfling 
to-morrow;  and  which,  when  you  have  read  it, 
if  that  time  ever  comes,  you  will  throw  away  into 
the  drawer  and  fay — ftuff! 

As  to  Dr.  Collier's  epitaph,  Nollikens  has  had 
it  fo  long,  that  I  have  forgotten  how  long.  You 
never  had  it.  So  you  may  fet  the  S  s  at 

defiance. 

There  is  a  print  of  Mrs.  Montague,  and  I  mall 
think  myfelf  very  ill  rewarded  for  my  love  and 
admiration  if  (he  does  not  give  me  one ;  me  will 
give  it  nobody  in  whom  it  will  excite  more  ref- 
pe&ful  fentiments.  But  I  never  could  get  any 
thing  from  her  but  by  puming  a  face  j  and  fo,  if 
you  pleafe,  you  may  tell  her. 

I  hope  you  let  Mifs  S know  how  fafe 

you  keep  her  book.  It  was  too  fine  for  a  fcholar's 
talons.  I  hope  me  gets  books  that  (he  may  handle 
with  more  freedom,  and  underfland  with  lefs  dif 
ficulty.  Do  not  let  her  forget  me. 

When  I  called  the  other  day  at  Burney's,  I 
found  only  the  young  ones  at  home ;  at  laft  came 
the  Doftor  and  Madam,  from  a  dinner  in  the  coun 
try,  to  tell  how  they  had  been  robbed  as  they  re 
turned.  The  Doctor  faved  his  purfe,  but  gave 
them  three  guineas  and  fome  filver,  of  which  they 
returned  him  three-and-fixpence,  unalked,  to  pay 
the  turnpike. 

I  have  fat  twice  to  Sir  Jofhua,  and  he  feems  to 
like  his  own  performance.  He  has  projected  ano 
ther,  in  which  1  am  to  be  buly ;  but  we  can  think 
on  it  at  leifure. 

Mrs.  Williams  is  come  home  better,  and  the 
habitation  is  all  concord  and  harmony  ;  only  Mr. 
Levet  harbours  difcontent. 

With 
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With  Dr.  Lawrence's  confent,  I  have,  for  the 
two  lail  nights,  taken  mulk  ;  the  firil  night  was  a 
worfe  night  than  common,  the  fecond  a  better  but 
not  ib  much  better  as  that  I  dare  afcribe  any  virtue 
to  the  n:-d:cme.  I  took  a  fcrup  e  each  time. 

Now  Mi's  has  feen  the  camp,  I  think  £he  mould 
write  me  lome  account  of  it.  A  camp,  ho  v\  ever 
familiarly  we  may  fpeak  of  it,  is  one  of  the  great 
fcenes  of  human  life.  War  and  peace  divide  the 
bufinefs  of  the  world.  Camps  are  the  habitations 
of  thofe  who  conquer  kingdoms,  or  defend  them. 

But  what  are  wits,  and  pictures,  and  camps,  and 
phyfick  ?  There  is  Hill  a  nearer  concern  to  moft  of 
us.  Is  my  mafler  come  to  himfeif  ?  Does  he  talk, 
and  walk,  and  look  about  him,  as  if  there  were 
yet  fomething  in  the  world  for  which  it  is  worth 
whi'e  to  live  ?  Or  does  he  yet  fit  and  fay  nothing  ? 
He  was  mending  before  he  went,  and  furely  he  has 
not  relapfed.  To  grieve  for  evils  is  often  wrong ; 
but  it  is  much  more  wrong  to  grieve  without 
them.  All  forrow  that  lafts  longer  than  its  caufe 
is  morbid,  and  mould  be  fhaken  off  as  an  attack 
of  melancholy,  as  the  forerunner  of  a  greater 
evil  than  poverty  or  pain. 

I  never  faid  with  Dr.  Dodd  that  /  love  to  prattle 
upon  paper ^  but  1  have  prattled  now  till  the  paper 
will  not  hold  much  more  than  my  good  wifhes, 
which  I  fmcerely  feud  you. 

I  am,  £ffr. 


LETTER 


i 
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LETTER    CXCIII. 
To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAREST  LADY,  London,  Otfober  24,  1778. 


HAVE  written  Mifs  fuch  a  long  letter,  that  I 
cannot  tell  ho'w  foon  I  {hall  be  weary  of  writing 
another^  having  made  no  new  difcoveries  fmce 
my  laft,  either  in  art  or  nature,  which  may  not 
be  kept  till  we  fee  each  other  j  and  fure  that  time 
is  not  far  off.  The  Duchefs  is  a  good  Duchefs 
for  courting  you  while  fhe  flays,  arid  for  riot 
(laying  to  court  you,  till  my  courtmip  lofes  all  its 
value.  You  are  there  as  I  would  have  you,  ex 
cept  your  humours.  When  my  matter  grows 
well,  muft  you  take  your  turn  to  be  melancholy  ? 
You  appear  to  me  to  be  now  floating  on  the 
fpring-tide  of  profperity  ;  on  a  tide  not  governed 
by  the  moon,  but  as  the  moon  governs  your 
heads ;  on  a  tide  therefore  which  is  never  likely 
to  ebb  but  by  your  own  faults;  I  think  it  very 
probably  in  your  power  to  lay  up  eight  thoufand 
pounds  a-year  for  every  year  to  come,  increafmg 
all  the  time,  what  needs  not  be  encreafed,  the 
fplendour  of  all  external  appearance.  And  furely 
fuch  a  flate  is  not  to  be  put  into,  yearly  hazard 
for  the  pleafure  of  keeping  the  houfe  ful/9  or  the 
ambition  of  out  brewing  Whit  bread.  Stop  now 
and  you  are  fafe  — flop  a  few  years,  and  you  may 
go  fafely  on  hereafter,  if  to  go  on  fhall  feem 
worth  the  while. 

I  am  forry  for  Mrs.  *  *  *  *  ;  we  never  could 
make  any  thing  of  the  lawyer,  when  we  had  him 
among  us.  *  *  *  *  has  got  fome  vanity  in  her 

VOL.  II.  C  head. 
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head.  Vanity  always  overfets  a  lady's  judgment. 
I  have  not  told,  unlefs  it  be  Williams,  and  I  do 
not  know  that  I  have  told  her.  If  Streatfield  has 
a  little  kindnefs  for  me,  I  am  glad.  I  call  now 
and  then  on  the  Burney's,  where  you  are  at  the 
top  of  mortality. When  will  you  come  home  ? 

Two  days  ago  Dr.  Lawrence  ordered  a  new 
medicine,  which  I  think  to  try  to-night,  but  my 
hopes  are  not  high.  I  mean  to  try  however,  and 
not  languifli  without  refiflance. 

Young  Defmoulines  is  taken  in  an  under-fome- 
thing  of  Drury-lane  ;  he  knows  not,  I  believe, 
his  own  denomination. 

My  two  clerical  friends,  Darby  and  Worthing- 
ton,  have  both  died  this  month.  I  have  known 
Worthington  long,  and  to  die  is  dreadful.  I  be- 
Ueve  he  was  a  very  good  man. 


I  am,  &c. 


LETTER    CXCIV. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Oflober  31,  1778. 

JL  OUR  letter  feemed  very  long  a-coming,  and 
was  very  welcome  at  laft;  do  not  be  fo  long 
again. 

Long 


DR.  SAMUEL    JOHNSON. 

Long  live  Sir  John  Shelly,  that  lures  my  mafter 
to  hunt.  I  hope  he  will  foon  fhake  off  the  black 
dog,  and  come  home  as  light  as  a  feather.  And 
long  live  Mrs.  G  ,  that  downs  my  miflrefs. 
I  hope  (he  will  come  home  as  flexible  as  a  rufh. 
I  fee  my  wifh  is  rather  ambiguous,  it  is  to  my 
miflrefs  that  I  wilh  flexibility.  As  to  the  imita 
tion  imputed  to  Mrs.  G ,  if  me  makes  any 

thing  like  a  copy,  her  powers  of  imitation  are 
very  great,  for  I  do  not  remember  that  fhe  ever 
faw  me  but  once.  If  (he  copies  me  me  will  lofe 
more  credit  by  want  of  judgment  than  fhe  will 
gain  by  quicknefs  of  apprehenfion. 

Of  Mrs.  B I  have  no  remembrance  j  per 
haps  her  voice  is  low. 

Mifs  *  *  *  *  is  juft  gone  from  me.  I  told 
her  how  you  took  to  them  all ;  but  told  her  like- 
wife  how  you  took  to  Mifs  *  *  *  *.  All  poifons 
have  their  antidotes. 

Sir  Jofhua  has  finifhed  my  pi&urej  and  it  feems 
to  pleafe  every  body,  but  I  mall  wait  to  fee  how 
it  pleafes  you. 

Of  your  conditions  of  happinefs,  do  not  fet 
your  heart  upon  any  but  what  Providence  puts  in 
your  own :  power.  Your  debts  you  may  pay — 
much  you  may  lay  up.  The  reft  you  can  only 
pray  for.  Of  your  daughters,  three  are  out  of  the 
danger  of  children's  diftempers,  the  other  two 
have  hardly  yet  tried  whether  they  can  live  or  no. 
You  ought  not  yet  to  count  them  among  your  fet 
tled  pofTeflions. 

Is  it  true  that  Mrs.  D  •  is  enceinte  ?  It  will 
give  her  great  influence. 

To-day  Mrs.  Williams  and  Mrs.  Defmoulines 
had  a  fcold,  and  Williams  was  going  away,  but 
1  bid  her  not  turn  tail,  and  fhe  came  back,  and  ra 
ther  got  the  upper  hand. 

C  2  I  wHh 
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I  wifh  you  would  come  back  again  to  us  all  ; 
you  will  find  nobody  among  your  fine  ladies  that 
will  love  you  as  you  are  loved  by, 

Deareft  Lady, 
Your, 


LETTER    CXCV. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Nov.  9.  1778. 

A  HE  Lord  Mayor  has  had  a  difmal  day. — 
"Will  not  this  weather  drive  you  home  ?  Perhaps 
you  know  not  any  body  that  will  be  glad  to  fee 
you.  I  hope  our  well  will  yield  water  again,  and 
ibmething  fuller  you  will  find  the  pond  ;  but  then 
all  the  trees  are  naked,  and  the  ground  damp — 
but  the  year  muft  go  round. 

While  you  are  away  I  take  great  delight  in  your 
letters,  only  when  you  talk  fo  much  of  obligations 
to  me,  you  mould  confider  how  much  you  put 
me  in  the  condition  of  hone/I  Jofepb. 

Young  Defmoulines  thinks  he  has  got  fomething, 
he  knows  not  what,  at  Drury-lane ;  his  mother 
talks  little  of  it. — Sure  it  is  not  a  humrn?  Mr. 
Levet,  who  thinks  his  ancient  rights  invaded, 
Hands  at  bay ,  farce  as  1  en  furies*  Mrs.  Williams 
growls  and  fcolds,  but  Poll  does  not  much  flinch. 
Every  body  is  in  want.  I  mail  be  glad  to  fee 

Streatham 


DR.  SAMUEL   JOHNSON.  21 

Streatham  again,  but  I  can  find  no  reafon  for  go 
ing  to  Brighthelmftone,but  that  of  feeing  my  maf- 
ter  and  you  three  days  fooner. 

I  am, 


LETTER     CXCV. 
MM.  THRALE    to   Dr.    JOHNSON, 

Brighthelmftone,  Nov.  II,  1778. 

JL  OU  are  very  kind,  dear  Sir,  in  wilhing  us 
at  home,  and  we  are  very  much  obliged  to  you 
for  all  your  good  wiflies,  and  all  your  good  help 
towards  our  happinefs  ;  notwithftanding  the  wor 
thy  parallel  you  draw  between  yourfelf  and  honeft 
Jofeph.  That  letter  in  Clarifla  was  always  a  fa- 
yourite  of  mine — 'tis  nature,  'tis  truth,  and  what 
I  delight  in  ft  ill  more,  'tis  general  nature,  not 
particular  manners,  that  Richardfon  reprefents  : 
. — Honeft  Jofeph,  and  Pamela's  old  father  and 
mother,  are  tranflatable,  not  like  Fielding's  fat 
landladies,  who  all  fpeak  the  Wiltjfhire  dialed — 
arrow  man,  or  arrow  woman,  inftead  of  e'er  a 
man  and  e'er  a  woman.  Such  minute  attentions  to 
things  fcarce  worth  attending  to,  are  at  beft,  ex 
cellencies  of  a  meaner  kind,  and  moft  worthy  the 
partiality  of  him  who  collects  Dutch  paintings  in 
preference  to  the  Italian  fchool.  But  I  dare  not 
add  another  word  on  this  fubjeft,  though  you  are 
a  Richardfonian  yourfelf. 

With 
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With  regard  to  coming  home,  en  lo  que  toca  al 
rebufinar,  as  Sancho  fays  :  I  have  leave  to  be  ex 
plicit.     Burney  mall  bring  you  on  the  2 6th  ;  fp 
now  we  may  talk  about  Richardfon  and  Fielding 
if  we  will,  or  of  any  thing  elfe  but  coming  home  ; 
for  did  not  wife  UlyfTes  go  to  fleep  as  foon  as  he 
was  within  fight  of  his  own  country,  which  he 
had  hunted   no  lefs  than  ten  long  years  ?     And 
does  not  the  irimman,  when  at  half  the  earth's  di 
ameter  from  his   miftrefs,  cry  out,  Ah  !  my  dear 
Sheelah  (fSbalab9  were  I  once  within  forty  miles  of 
thofe  pretty  eyes,  I  would  never  deftre  to  be  nearer 
them  in  all  my  life?     So  why  mould  not  I,  after 
fretting  to  come  home  ever  fince  we  came  hither, 
though  I  never  faid  fo — why   Ihould  not  I,  now 
the  day  is  fixed — forget  and  think  no  more  on't  ? 
That,  fays  Mr.  Johnlon,  is  a  bad  place  of  which 
the  bed  good  thing  is    bad  weather — yet  that  is 
true  of  Brighthelmdone  this  Autumn  ;  and    laft 
week  we  had  fome  florins  that  were  very  fublime. 
To  fee  the  fhip  how  me  fought,  as  the  Clown  fays, 
and  the  fea  how  he  fiap-dragoned  it,  was  a  fine 
fight   to  us    fafely    polled  obfervers — Suave  mart 
magno,  &c. — And   what  are  Mrs.    Williams   and 
Mrs.  Defmoiilines  compared  to  the  winds  and  the 
waves  ?     There  arc   horn  lanthorhs  (you  remem 
ber)  and  paper  Innthorns,  but  what  are  they  when 
oppofed  to  the  fun  and  moon  ?     Winter  is  coming 
on    apace,  that's   certain ;    and  it  will   be    three 
months  at  leuft  that  we  fnall  live  without  the  fight 
of  either  leaf  or  bloffom  ;  we  will  try  good  fires 
Jmd  good  humour,  and   make   ourfelves  all  the 
amends  we  can.  /have  loft  more  than  Spring  and 
Summer — /  have  loft  what  made  my  happinefs  in 
all  ieafons   of  the  year ;  but  the  black  dog  fhall 
not  make  prey  of  both  my   mafcer  and  myfelf.— 
Miich  is  gone — 

What 

' 
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What  then  remains,  but  well  what's  left  to  ufe  ? 
And  keep  good  humour  {till,  whate'er  we  lole. 

The  fpeech  in  this  place  is,  how  we  efcape  the 
melancholy  months  that  mew  a  decaying  year,  be- 
caufe  there  are  no  leaves  to  fall  forfooth. — But 
don't   you  know  April  from  November  without 
trees  ?     Methinks,  wanting  woods  to  tell  the  fea- 
fons,  is  as  bad  as  wanting  a  weathercock  to  know 
which  way  the  wind  blows.     Here  is  Mr.  *  *  *, 
however  who  talks  all  about  tafle,  and  daffies,  and 
country  cuftoms,  and  rural  fports,  with  rapture, 
which  he  perhaps  fancies  unaffected — was  riding 
by  our  chaife  on  the  Downs  yefterday,  and  faid, 
becaufe  the   Fun  fhone,  that  one  could  not   per 
ceive  it  was  Autumn,  for,  fays-  he,  there  is  not 
one  tree  in  fight  to  mew  us  the  fall  of  the  leaf ; 
and  hark!  how  that  bird  fings,  continued  he,  iuft 
like  the  rirft  week  in  May.     No,  no,  replied  I, 
that's  nothing  but  a  poor  robin-redbreaft,  whofe 
chill  wintry  note   tells   the   feafon   too    plainly, 
without  amftance  from  the  vegetable  kingdom. 
Why,  you  amaze  me,  quoth  our  friend,  I  had  no 
notion  of  that.     Yet  Mrs.  *  *  f  *  fays,  this  man 
is  a  natural  converfer,  and  Mrs.   *  *  *  *   is  an 
honourable  lady. 

My  matter  is  a  good  man,  and  a  generous,  he 
has  made  me  fome  valuable  prefents  here ;  and 
he  fwims  now,  and  forgets  the  black  dog. 

Mr.  Murphy  is  a  man  whofe  efteem  every  one 
muft  be  proud  of;  I  wrote  to  him  about  Evelina 
two  days  ago. 

Mr.  Scrafe  is  the  comfort  of  our  lives  here. 
Driven  from  bufinefs  by  ill  health,  he  concentrates 
his  powers  now  to  ferve  private  friends.  For  true' 
vigour  of  mind,  for  invariable  attachment  to  thofe 
he  has  long  Idved,  for  penetration  to  find  the 
right  way,  and  fpirit  to  puffue  it,  t  have  feen 

none 
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none  exceed  him.  How  much  more  valuable  is 
fuch  a  character  than  that  of  a  polite  fcholar,  your 
belles  lettres  man,  who  would  never  have  known 
that  bees  made  honey,  had  not  Virgil  written  his 
Georgicks  ? 

Your  vifiting  ticket  has  been  left  very  complete 
ly  in  Wales.  Was  it  the  fafhion  to  leave  cards  in 
Prior's  time  ?  I  thought  not — Yet  he  feems  to 
allude  to  the  cuflom,  when  he  fays,  People 

Should  in  life's  yifit  leave  their  name  j 
And  in 'the  writing  take  great  care 
That  all  was  full,  and  round,  and  fair. 

The  Welch,  I  once  told  you,  would  never  be 
ungrateful — a-proj>os9  I  am  not  myfelf  half  grate 
ful  enough  to  Mr.  Fitzmaurice,  for  his  unfought 
and  undeferved  civilities  towards  me^  concerning 
my  old  houfe  and  pictures  in  Wales. — Though 
-you  defpife  them,  you  do  not,  I  am  fure,  defpife 
me  for  defiring  that  he  fhould  be  pleafed.  So 
now  do  pray  help  to  difcharge  fome  of  my  debts 
of  politenefs,  and  write  him  a  pretty  letter  on  his 
ion's  birth  — and  get  it  finimed,  figned,  fealed, 
and  delivered  at  farthefl—  before  the  boy  comes  of 
iige,  if  you  can. 

My  friend  *  *  *  *  is  dying,  fure  enough ;  but 
dear  Mrs.  *****  need  be  in  no  concern  for  his 
future  ftate,  on  the  fame  fcore  (he  trembled  for 
her  hufband's  :  do  you  remember  how  prettily  me 
congratulated  me  that  my  mother  would  go  to 

heaven,  while  poor -,  fays  me,  God  knows, 

what  will  become  of  him!  for  if  it  were  not  for  the 
hlayoril  he  would  never  have  known  Chriflmas 
from  Whitfuntide.  Ah !  dear  Sir,  and  don't  you 
think  I  prize  you  more,  now  I  have  loil  my  laft 
furviving  parent  ? — Such  a  parent ! — Yes,  yes — 
one  may  have  twenty  children,  but  amor  defcendit^ 
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ft  is  by  one's  father  and  mother  alone  that  one  is 
loved.  I,  poor  folitary  wretch!  have  no  regard 
now  from  any  one,  except  what  I  can  purchafe  by 
good  behaviour,  or  flattery,  or  inceflant  fatigue  of 
attention,  and  be  worked  at  befides,  flck  or  well, 
with  intolerable  diligence,  or  elfe  I  lofe  even  you, 
whom  I  daily  efteem  more,  as  I  fee  the  virtue  of 
fome  fo  diluted  by  folly,  and  the  underftanding 
of  others  fo  tainted  by  vice.  I  am  now  far  from 
happy,  yet  I  drefs,  and  dance,  and  do  my  bed  to 

mew  others  how  merry  I  am. It  is  the  Winter 

robin  that  twitters  though,  not  the  Summer  throf- 
tle  that  lings. 

I  long  to  come  home,  but  wherever  I  am  de 
pend  on  my  being  ever, 

DEAR  SIR, 
Your  moft  obedient  fervant, 

H.    L.    THRALE. 


Mr.  Scrafe  gives  us  fine  fruit  j  I  wifhed  you  my 
pear  yeilerday,  but  then  what  would  one  pear  have 
'done  for  you  ? 

v..   .  •  J 
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To      Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEADEST  MADAM,  Not.  J4,  ,77fc. 

JL  HEN  I  really  think  I-fhall  be  very  glad  to 
fee  you  all  fafe  at  home.  I  fhall  eafily  forgive  my 
mailer  his  -long  flay,  if  he  leaves  the  dog  behind 
him.  We  will  watch,  as  well  as  we  can,  that  the 
dog  mall  never  be  let  in  again,  for  when  he  comes 
the  firft  thing  he  does  is  to  worry  my  mafter. 
This  time  he  gnawed  him  to  the  bone.  Content, 
faid  Rider's  almanack^  makes  a  man  richer  than 
the  Indies.  But  furely  he  that  has  the  Indies  in 
his  pofleflion,  may  without  very  much  philofophy 
make  himfelf  content.  So  much  for  my  mafter 
and  his  dog,  a  vile  one  it  is,  but  I  hope  if  he  is 
not  hanged  he  is  drowned  ;  with  another  lufty 
(hake  he  will  pick  my  mafter's  heart  put. 

I  have  begun  to  take  valerian  j  the  two  laft 
nights  I  took  an  ounce  each  night  —  a  very  loath- 
fome  quantity.  Dr  Lawrence  talked  of  a  decoc 
tion,  but  1  fay,  all  or  nothing.  The  firft  night 
I  thought  myfelf  better,  but  the  next  it  did  me  no 
good. 

Young  Defmoulines  fays,  he  is  fettled  at  a  week 
ly  pay  of  twenty-five  millings,  about  forty  pounds 
a-year.  Mr.  Macbean  has  no  bufmefs.  We  have 
tolerable  concord  at  home,  but  no  love.  Wil 
liams  hates  every  body.  Levet  hates  Defmoulines, 
and  does  not  love  Williams.  Defmoulines  hates 
them  both.  Poll  loves  none  of  them. 

Dr.  Burney  had  the  luck  to  go  to  Oxford  the 
only  week  in  the  year  when  the  library  is  fhut  up. 

He 
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He  was  however  very  kindly  treated ;  as  one  man 
is  tranflating  Arabick,  and  another  Welfh,  for  his 
fervice.  Murphy  told  me  that  you  wrote  to  him 
about  Evelina.  Francis  wants  to  read  it. 

And  on  the  a6th  Burney  is  to  bring  me.  Pray 
why  fo  ?  Is  it  not  as  fit  that  I  mould  bring  Bur 
ney  ?  My  mafter  is  in  his  old  lunes,  and  fo  am 
J.  Well,  I  do  not  much  care  how  it  is,  and  yet— 
at  it  again. 

Pray  make  my  compliments  to  Mr.  Scrafe.  He 
has  many  things  which  I  wifh  to  have,  his  know 
ledge  of  bufmefs  and  of  the  law.  He  has  likewife 
a  great  chair.  Such  an  one  my  Maflier  talked  of 
getting ;  but  that  vile  black  dog 

Mrs.  Queeney  might  write  to  me,  and  do  her- 
felf  no  harm ;  me  will  neglect  me  till  I  (hall  take 
to  Sufy,  and  then  Queeney  may  break  her  heart, 
and  who  can  be  blamed  ?  I  am  fure  I  ftuck  to 
Queeney  as  long  as  I  could. 

Does  not  Mafter  talk  how  full  his  canal  will  be 
when  he  comes  home  ?  Now  or  never.  I  know 
not  how  the  foil  was  laid ;  if  it  Hopes  towards  the 
canal,  it  may  pour  in  a  great  deal  of  water,  but 
I  fufpedt  it  Hopes  the  wrong  way. 

This  is  but  the  fourteenth  day ;  there  are  twelve 
more  to  the  twenty -fixth.  Did  you  ever  hear  of 
notching  a  flick  ?  however  we  have  it  in  Horace — 
traditur  dies  die ;  as  twelve  days  have  gone,  twelve 
days  will  come. 

He&or  of  Birmingham  juft  looked  in  at  me, 
He  is  come  to  his  only  niece,  who  is  ill  of  a  can 
cer  ;  I  believe  with  very  little  hope,  for  it  is  knot 
ted  in  two  places. 

I  think  at  leaft  I  grow  no  worfe  ;  perhaps  vali- 
rian  may  make  me  better.  Let  me  have  your 
prayers. 

I  am,  deareft  Lady, 
Your,  8ff. 

LETTER 


2$        LETTERS   TO    AND   FROM 

LETTER    CXCVIII. 
To     Mrs.    7^  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Nov.  2 1,  1778. 

1  WILL  write  to  you  once  more  before  you 
come  away ;  but — nil  mihi  refcribas — I  hope  foon 
to  fee  you.  Burney  and  I  have  fettled  it ;  and  I 
will  not  take  a  poft-chaife,  merely  to  mew  my 
independence. 

Now  the  dog  is  drowned,  I  fliall  fee  both  you 
and  my  mafter  juft  as  you  ufed  to  be,  and  with 
your  being  as  y.ou  have  been,  your  friends  may 
very  reasonably  be  fatisfied. — Only,  be  better  if 
you  can. 

Return  my  thanks,  if  you  pleafe,  to  Queeney 
for  her  letter.  I  do  not  yet  defign  to  leave  her 
for  Sufy ;  but  how  near  is  the  time  when  me  will 
leave  me,  and  leave  me  to  Sufy,  or  any  body  elfe 
that  will  pick  me  up. 

Currit  enim  ferox 


./Etas,  et  illi,  -.tjuos  tibi  demferif, 
Apponet  annos. 

Queeney,  whom  you  watched  while  I  held  her, 
will  foon  think  our  care  of  her  very  fuperfluous. 

Mifs  Biron,  and,  .1  fuppofe,  Mrs.  Biron,  is 
gone.  You  are  by  this  time  left  alone  to  wander 
over  the  Stcine,  and  liften  to  the  waves. — This  is 
but  a  dull  life.  Come  away  and  be  bufy,  and 
( ount  your  poultry,  and  look  into  your  dairy, 
and  at  leifure  hours  learn  what  revolutions  have 
•'Kijrpened  at  Streatham. 

I  believe 
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I  believe  I  told  you  that  Jack  Defmoulines  i* 
rated  upon  the  book  at  Drury-lane  five-and-twenty 
(hillings  a-week. 

Baretti  has  told  his  mufical  fcheme  to  B , 

and  B will  neither  grant  the  queftion  nor  deny. 

He  is  of  opinion,  that  if  it  does  not  fail  it  will 
fucceed,  but  if  it  does  not  fucceed  he  conceives  it 
mud  fail. 

It  is  good  to  fpeak  dubioufly  about  futurity.  It 
is  likewife  not  amifs  to  hope. 

Did  I  ever  tell  you  that  *****  Was  married  ? 
It  fo  fell  out,  that  «*.***  fell  in  love  with  a 
girl  whofe  fortune  was  fo  fmall  that  he  perhaps 
could  not  mention  it  to  his  father ;  but  it  happen 
ed  likewife,  by  the  lottery  of  love,  that  the  father 
liked  her  fo  well,  as  himfelf  to  recommend  her  to 
*  *  *  *.  Such  coincidence  is  rare. 

Come  now,  do  come  home  as  faft  as  you  can : 

Come  with  a  whoop,  come  with  a  call, 
Come  with  a  good  will,  or  come  not  at  all. 

I  am, 


LETTER    CXCIX, 
To    Mrs.     f  H  R  A  L  E. 

March  10,  1779. 

.ND  fo,  dear  Madam,  it  is  a  mumm  to  fee 
who  will  fpeak  firft.     I  will  come  to  fee  you  on 

Saturday, 
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Saturday,  only  let  me  know  whether  I  muft  come 
to  the  Borough,  or  am  to  be  taken  up  here. 

Baretti's  golden  dream  is  now  but  filver.  He 
is  of  my  mind  j  he  fays,  there  is  no  money  for 
diverfions.  But  we  make  another  pnfet  on  Fri 
day,  and  this  is  to  be  the  laft  time  this  feafon. 

I  got  my  Lives,  not  yet  quite  printed,  put  neat 
ly  together,  and  lent  them  to  the  King ;  what  he 
fays  of  them  I  know  not.  If  the  King  is  a  Whig, 
he  will  not  like  them  ;  but  is  any  king  a  Whig  ? 

So  far  had  I  gone,  when  in  came  Mr.  Thrale, 
who  will  have  the  honour  of  bringing  it. 

I  am, 


LETTER    CC, 
To    Mrs.     THRALE. 

DEAR  MADAM,  March  1 8,  1779. 

1  HERE    is   fome  comfort    in   writing,  when 
fuch  praife  is  to  be  had.     Plato  is  a  multitude. 

On  Monday  I  came  late  to  Mrs.  Vefey.  Mrs. 
Montague  was  there ;  I  called  for  the  print,  and 
got  good  words.  The  evening  was  not  brilliant, 
but  I  had  thanks  for  my  company.  The  night  was 
troublefome.  On  Tuefday  I  fafted,  and  went 
to  the  Doctor :  he  ordered  bleeding.  On  Wed- 
nefday  I  had  the  teapot,  fafted  and  was  blooded. 
Wednefday  night  was  better.  To-day  I  have  dined 
at  Mr.  Strahan's  at  Iflington,  with  his  new  wife. 

To- 
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To-night  there  will  be  opium.  To-morrow  the 
teapot.  Then  heigh  for  Saturday.  I  wifh  the 
Dodor  would  bleed  me  again.  Yet  every  body 
that  I  meet  fays  that  I  look  better  than  when  I  was 
laft  met. 

I  am,  dear  eft  Lady, 
Your, 


BETTER    CCJ. 
To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  May  ?o,  1779. 

1  HE  viciflitudes  of  things,  and  the  eddies  of 
life,  are  now  carrying  you  fouthward,  and  me 
northwarcU  When  mall  we  meet  again  ? 

I  mutt  beg  of  you  to  fend  Mr.  Watfon's  papers 
to  my  houfe,  directed  for  him,  and  fealed  up.  I 
know  not  whether  he  does  not  think  himfelf  in 
danger  of  piracy. 

Take  care  that  Sufy  fees  all  that  Sophy  has  feen, 
that  me  may  tell  her  travels,  and  give  them  a  tafte 
of  the  world.  And  take  care,  and  write  to  me 
very  often,  till  we  weet  again  ;  and  keep  Mafter 
in  good  thoughts  of  me. Vale. 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCII. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

MADAM,  Litchfield,  May  29,  1779. 

1  HAVE  now  been  here  a  week,  and  will  try 
to  give  you  my  journal,  or  fuch  parts  of  it  as  are 
fit  in  my  mind  for  communication. 

On  Friday. — We  fet  out  about  twelve,  and  lay 
at  Daventry. 

On  Saturday. — We  dined!  with  Mr.  Rann  at 
Coventry.  He  intercepted  us  at  the  town's  end. 
I  faw  Tom  Johnfon,  who  had  hardly  life  to  know 
that  I  was  with  him.  I  hear  he  is  fmce  dead.  In 
the  evening  I  came  to  Lucy,  and  walked  to  Stow- 
hill ;  Mrs.  Afton  was  gone  or  going  to  bed  j  I 
did  not  fee  her. 

Sunday. — After  dinner  I  went  to  Stowhill,  and 
was  very  kindly  received.  At  night  I  faw  my  old 
friend  Brodhurft— you  know  him — the  play-fel 
low  of  my  infancy,  and  gave  him  a  guinea. 

Monday. — Dr.  Taylor  came,  and  we  went  with 
Mrs.  Cobb  to  Greenhill  Bower.  I  had  not  feert 
it  perhaps  for  fifty  years.  It  is  much  degenerated. 
Every  thing  grows  old.  Taylor  is  to  fetch  me 
next  Saturday. 

Mrs.  Green  came  to  fee  us,  and  I  ordered  fome 
phyfick. 

Tuefday. — Phyfick,  and  a  little  company.  I 
dined,  I  think,  with  Lucy  both  Monday  and  Tuef 
day. 

Wednesday.  7    I  had  a  few  vifits,  from  Peter 

Thurfday.  3  Garrick  among  the  reft,  and 
dined  at  Stowhill.  My  breath  very  fhort. 

Friday. 
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Friday. — I  dined  at  Stowhill.  I  have  taken 
phyfick  four  days  together. 

Saturday. — Mrs.  Alton  took  me  out  in  her 
chaife,  and  was  very  kind.  I  dined  with  Mrs. 
Cobb,  and  came  to  Lucy,  with  whom  I  found^ 
as  I  had  done  the  firft  day,  Lady  Smith  and  Mifs 
Vyfe. 

This  is  the  courfe  of  my  life.  You  do  not  think 
it  much  makes  me  forget  Streatham.  However 
it  is  good  to  wander  a  little,  left  one  mould  dream 
that  all  the  world  was  Streatham,  of  which  one 
may  venture  to  fay,  none  but  itfelf  can  be  its  pa 
rallel. 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER    CCII1. 

To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Afhbourne,  June  14,  1779. 

JL  OUR  account  of  Mr.  Thrale's  illnefs  is  very 
terrible ;  but  when  I  remember  that  he  feems  to 
have  it  peculiar  to  his  conftitution,  that  whatever 
diftemper  he  has,  he  always  has  his  head  affefted, 
I  am  lefs  frighted.  The  feizure  was,  I  think,  not 
apople&ical,  but  hyfterical,  and  therefore  not  dan 
gerous  to  life.  I  would  have  you  however  confult 
fuch  phyficians  as  you  think  you  can  beft  trufh 
VOL.  II.  D  Bromfield 
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Bromfield  feems  to  have  done  well,  and  by  his 
practice  appears  not  to  fufpect  an  apoplexy.  That 
is  a  folid  and  fundamental  comfort.  I  remember 
Dr.  Marfigli,  an  Italian  phyfician,  whofe  feizure 
was  more  violent  than  Mr.  Thrale's,  for  he  fell 
down  helplefs,  but  his  cafe  was  not  confidered  as 
of  much  danger,  and  he  went  fafe  home,  and  is 
now  a  profeflbr  at  Padua.  His  fit  was  confidered 
as  only  hyfterical. 

I  hope  Sir  Philip,  who  franked  your  letter, 
comforts  you  as  well  as  Mr.  Seward.  If  I  can 
comfort  you,  I  will  come  to  you,  but  I  hope  you 
are  now  no  longer  in  want  of  any  help  to  be 
happy. 

I  am,  &<j. 


The  Doctor  fends  his  compliments ;  he  is  one  of 
the  people  that  are  growing  old. 


LETTER    CCIV. 

To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Aflibourne,  June  14,  1779. 


.OW  near  we  all  are  to  extreme  danger. 
We  are  merry  or  fad,  or  bufy  or  idle,  and  forget 
that  death  is  hovering  over  us.  You  are  a  dear 
fady  for  writing  again.  The  cafe,  as  you  now 
Jefcribe  it,  is  worlc  than  I  conceived  it  when  I 

read 
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read  your  firft  letter.  It  is  (till  however  not  apo- 
pletick,  but  feems  to  have  fomething  worfe  than 
hyfterical,  a  tendency  to  a  palfy,  which  I  hope 
however  is  now  over.  I  am  glad  that  you  have 
Heberden,  and  hope  we  are  all  fafer.  I  am  the 
more  alarmed  by  this  violent  feizure,  as  I  can  im 
pute  it  to  no  wrong  practices,  or  intemperance  of 
any  kind,  and  therefore  know  not  how  any  de 
fence  or  prefervative  can  be  obtained.  Mr.  Thrale 
has  certainly  lefs  exercife  than  when  he  followed 
the  foxes,  but  he  is  very  far  from  unwieldinefs  or 
inactivity,  and  further  ftill  from  any  vicious  or 
dangerous  excefs.  I  fancy,  however,  he  will  do 
well  to  ride  more. 

Do,  dear  Madam,  let  me  know  every  poft  how 
he  goes  on.  Such  fudden  violence  is  very  dread 
ful  ;  we  know  not  by  what  it  is  let  loofe  upon  us, 
nor  by  what  its  effects  are  limited. 

If  my  coming  can  either  afllfl  or  divert,  or  be 
ufeful  to  any  purpofe,  let  me  but  know.  1  will 
foon  be  with  you. 

Mrs.  Kennedy,  Queeney's  Baucis,  ended  laft 
week  a  long  life  of  difeafe  and  poverty.  She  had 
been  married  about  fifty  years. 

Dr.  Taylor  is  not  much  amifs,  but  always  com 
plaining. 

I  am,  &c. 
P.  S.  Direa  the  next  to  Li 


D2  LETTER 
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LETTER    CCV. 

• 
To    Mrs.    T  H  A  L  E. 


i 


DEAR  MADAM,  AfKbourne,  June  17,  1779. 


T  is  certain  that  your  firft  letter  did  not  alarm 
me  in  proportion  to  the  danger,  for  indeed  it  did 
not  defcribe  the  danger  as  it  was.  I  am  glad  that 
you  have  Heberden,  and  hope  his  reftoratives  and 
his  prefervatives  will  both  be  effectual.  In  the 
prefervatives  dear  Mr.  Thrale  muft  concur ;  yet 
what  can  he  reform  ?  or  what  can  he  add  to  his 
regularity  and  temperance  ?  He  can  only  fleep 
lefs.  We  will  do,  however,  all  we  can.  I  go  to 
Lichfield  to-morrow,  with  intent  to  haften  to 
Streatham, 

Both  Mrs.  Afton  and  Dr.  Taylor  have  had 
(Irokes  of  the  palfy.  The  Lady  was  fixty-eight, 
and  at  that  age  has  gained  ground  upon  it  j  the 
Doctor  is,  you  know,  not  young,  and  he  is  quite 
well,  only  fufpicious  of  every  fenfation  in  the  pec 
cant  arm.  I  hope  my  dear  mafter's  cafe  is  yet 
flighter,  and  that  as  his  age  is  lefs,  his  recovery 
will  be  more  perfect.  Let  him  keep  his  thoughts 
diverted,  and  his  mind  eafy. 

I  am,  dearefl  and  deareft, 
Your, 


LETTER 
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• 

LETTER    CCVI. 
To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  June  19,   1779. 


HETHER  it  was  that  your  defcription  of 
dear  Mr.  Thrale's  diforder  was  indiftinft,  or  that 
I  am  not  ready  at  guefling  calamity,  I  certainly 
did  not  know  our  danger  —  our  danger,  for  fure  I 
have  a  part  in  it,  till  that  danger  was  abated. 

I  am  glad  that  Dr.  Heberden,  and  that  you 
perceive  fo  plainly  his  recovery.  He  certainly  will 
not  be  withput  any  warning  that  I  can  give  him  a- 
gainft  pernicious  practices.  His  proportion  of  fleep, 
if  he  flept  in  the  night,  was  doubtlefs  very  uncom 
mon  ;  but  I  do  not  think  that  he  flept  himfelf  into 
a  pally.  But  perhaps  a  lethargick  is  likewife  a 
paralytical  difpofition.  We  will  watch  him  as  well 
as  we  can.  I  have  known  a  man  who  had  a  ftroke 
like  this,  die  forty  years  afterward  without  ano 
ther.  I  hope  we  have  now  nothing  to  fear,  or  no 
more  than  is  unalterably  involved  in  the  life  of 
man. 

I  begin  now  to  let  loofe  my  mind  after  Queeney 
and  Burney.  I  hope  they  are  both  well.  Jt  will 
not  be  long  before  I  mail  be  among  you  ;  and  it 
is  a  very  great  degree  of  pleafure  to  hope  that  I 
(hall  be  welcome. 


LETTER 
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• 

LETTER    CCVII. 
To    Mr.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 


DE  A  R    SIR,  LichfieU),  June  23,  1  779. 

JL  O  (hew  you  how  well  I  think  of  your  health,  I 
have  fent  you  an  hundred  pounds  to  keep  for  me. 
It  will  come  within  one  day  of  quarter  day,  and 
that  day  you  muft  give  me.  I  came  by  it  in  a 
very  uncommon  manner,  and  would  not  confound 
it  with  the  reft. 

My  wicked  miftrefs  talks  as  if  me  thought  it  pof- 
fible  for  me  to  be  indifferent  or  negligent  about 
your  health  or  hers.  If  I  could  have  done  any 
good,  I  had  not  delayed  an  hour  to  come  to  you, 
and  I  will  come  very  foon  to  try  if  my  advice  can 
be  of  any  uie,  or  my  company  of  any  entertain 
ment. 

What  can  be  done  you  muft  do  for  yourfelf  ; 
do  not  let  any  uneafy  thought  fettle  in  your  mind. 
Cheerfulnefs  and  exercife  are  your  great  remedies. 
Nothing  is  for  the  prefent  worth  your  anxiety. 
Vivite  lati  is  one  of  the  great  rules  of  health.  I 
believe  it  will  be  good  to  ride  often,  but  never  to 
wearinefs,  for  wearinefs  is  itfelf  a  temporary  refo- 
lution  of  the  nerves,  and  is  therefore  to  be  avoided. 
Labour  is  exercife  continued  to  fatigue  —  exercife 
is  labour  ufed  only  while  it  produces  pleafure. 

Above  all,  keep  your  mind  quiet,  do  not  think 
with  earneftnefs  even  of  your  health,  but  think  on 
fuch  things  as  may  pleafe  without  too  much  agi 
tation  ;  among  which  I  hope  is,  dear  Sir, 


Your, 

LETTER 
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LETTER    CCVIII. 

• 
To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

• 

DEAR  MADAM,  Jin;  24,  1779. 


T, 


HOUGH  I  wrote  yefterday  to  Mr.  Thrale, 
J  think  I  mud  write  this  day  to  you ;  and  I  hope 
this  will  be  the  laft  letter,  for  I  am  coming  up  as 
fall  as  I  can  ;  but  to  go  down  cod  me  feven 
guineas,  and  1  am  loth  to  come  back  at  the  fame 
charge. 

You  really  do  not  ufe  me  well  in  thinking  that 
I  am  in  lefs  pain  on  this  occafion  than  I  ought  to 
be.  There  is  nobody  left  for  me  to  care  about 
but  you  and  my  mafter,  and  I  have  now  for  many 
years  known  the  value  of  his  friendfhip,  and  the 
importance  of  his  life,  too  well  not  to  have  him 
very  near  my  heart.  I  did  not  at  firft  underftand 
his  danger,  and  when  I  knew  it,  I  was  told  likewife 
that  it  was  over — and  over  I  hope  it  is  for  ever. 
I  have  known  a  man  feized  in  the  fame  manner, 
who,  though  very  irregular  and  intemperate,  was 
never  feized  again.  Do  what  you  can,  however, 
to  keep  my  mafter  cheerful,  and  (lightly  bufy,  till 
his  health  is  confirmed  ;  and  if  we  can  be  fure  of 
that,  let  Mr.  Perkins  go  to  Ireland  and  come  back 
as  opportunity  offers,  or  neceflity  requires,  and 
keep  yourfelf  airy,  and  be  a.  funny  little  thing. 

I  am, 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCIX. 

To    Mr.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

• 
DEAR  SIR,  July  15,  1779. 

J.  HOUGH  I  wrote  yefterday  to  my  miftrefs, 
I  cannot  forbear  writing  immediately  to  you,  my 
fincere  congratulation  upon  your  recovery  from  fo 
much  diforder,  and  your  efcape  from  fo  much 
danger.  I  mould  have  had  a  very  heavy  part  in 
the  misfortune  of  lofmg  you,  for  it  is  not  likely 
that  I  mould  ever  find  fuch  another  friend,  and 
proportionate  at  lead  to  my  fear  muft  be  my  plea- 
fure. 

As  I  know  not  that  you  brought  this  difeafe 
upon  yourfelf  by  any  irregularity,  I  have  no  ad 
vice  to  give  you.  I  can  only  wifli,  and  I  wifh  it 
fmcerely,  that  you  may  live  long  and  happily,  and 
long  count  among  thofe  that  love  you  Deft,  dear 
Sir, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCX. 
To     Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Monday,  Ofl.  4,  1779. 

1  HAD  intended  to  fend  you  fuch  a  card  as  I 
have  inclofed,  when  I  was  alarmed  by  hearing  that 
my  fervant  had  told  in  the  houfe,  for  fervants  ne 
ver  tell  their  maflers,  his  opinion--  that  for  the 
two  lafl  days  Mr.  Thrale  was  vifibly  worfe.  His 
eyes  are  keen,  and  his  attention  upon  fuch  occa- 
fions  vigorous  enough. 

I  therefore  earneftly  wifh,  that  before  you  fet 
out,  even  though  you  mould  lofe  a  day,  you 
would  go  together  to  Heberden,  and  fee  what  ad 
vice  he  will  give  you.  In  this  doubtful  pendulous 
ftate  of  the  diftemper,  advice  may  do  much ;  and 
phyficians,  be  the"ir  power  lefs  or  more,  are  the 
only  refuge  that  we  have  in  ficknefs.  I  wifh  you 
would  do  yet  more,  and  propofe  to  Heberden  a 
confultation  with  fome  other  of  the  doctors  ;  and 
if  Lawrence  is  at  prefent  fit  for  bufmefs,  I  wifh  he 
might  be  called,  but  call  fomebody.  As  you 
make  yourfelves  of  more  importance,  you  will  be 
more  confidered.  Do  not  go  away  with  any  rea- 
fon  to  tax  yourfelves  with  negligence.  You  are 
in  a  flate  in  which  nothing  that  can  be  done  ought 
to  be  omitted.  We  now  do  right  or  wrong  for  a 
great  flake.  You  may  fend  the  children  and 
nurfes  forward  to-morrow,  and  go  yourfelves  on 
Wednefday.  Little  things  mufl  not  now  be  mind 
ed,  and  leafl  of  all  mufl  you  mind  a  little  money. 
What  the  world  has  is  to  be  fold,  and  to  be  en 
joyed  by  thpfe  that  will  pay  its  price.  Do  not 

give 
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give  Heberden  a  fmgle  guinea,  and  fubfcribe  a 
hundred  to  keep  out  the  French  j  we  have  an  in- 
vafion  more  formidable,  and  an  enemy  lefs  refift- 
ible  by  power,  and  lefs  avoidable  by  flight.  I 
have  now  done  my  duty. 

I  am,  deareft  Lady, 

Your,  &V. 


LETTER    CCXI. 

To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR    MADAM,  •          Ofl.  5,  1779. 


w 


HEN  Mr.  Bofwell  waited  on  Mr.  Thrale 
in  Southwark,  I  directed  him  to  watch  all  appear 
ances  with  clofe  attention,  and  bring  me  his  ob- 
fervations.  At  his  return  he  told  me,  that  with 
out  previous  intelligence  he  mould  not  have  dif- 
covered  that  Mr.  .Thrale  had  been  lately  ill. 

It  appears  to  me  that  Mr.  Thrale's  diforder, 
whether  grumous  or  ferous,  mufl  be  cured  by 
bleeding  ;  and  I  would  not  have  him  begin  a 
courfe  of  exercife  without  confiderable  evacuation. 
To  encreafe  the  force  of  the  blood,  unlefs  it  be 
firft  diluted  and  attenuated,  may  be  dangerous. 
But  the  cafe  is  too  important  for  my  theory. 

The  weaknefs  in  my  ankles  left  them  for  a  day, 
but  has  now  turned  to  a  pain  in  my  toe,  much 

like 
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like  that  at  Brighthelmftone.  It  is  not  bad,  nor 
much  more  than  troublefome ;  I  hope  it  will  not 
be  greater,  nor  laft  long. 

You  all  go  with    the  good  wifhcs  of,    dear 
Madam, 

Your, 


I 


LETTER    CCXII. 

To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  Oa.  8,   1779. 


BEGIN  to  be  frighted  at  your  omiflion  to 
write ;  do  not  torment  me  any  longer,  but  let  me 
know  where  you  are,  how  you  got  thither,  how 
you  live  there,  and  every  thing  elfe  that  one  friend 
loves  to  know  of  another. 

1  will  mow  you  the  way. 

On  Sunday  the  gout  left  my  ankles,  and  I  went 
very  commodioufly  to  church.  On  Monday  night 
I  felt  my  feet  uneafy.  On  Tuefday  I  was  quite 
lame.  That  night  1  took  an  opiate,  having  firil 
taken  phyfick  and  fafled.  Towards  morning  on 

Wednefday  the  pain  remitted. Bozzy  came  to 

me,  and  much  talk  we  had.  1  fafted  another  day; 
and  on  Wednefday  night  could  walk  tolerably. 
On  Thurfday,  finding  myfelf  mending,  I  ventured 
on  my  dinner,  which  I  think  has  a  little  interrupt 
ed  my  cohvalefcence.  To  day  I  have  again  taken 
phyfick,  and  eaten  only  fome  ftewed  apples.  1 

hope 
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hope  to  flarve  it  away.  It  is  now  no  worfc  than 
it  was  at  Brighthelmilone. 

This,  Madam,  is  the  hiftory  of  one  of  my  toes ; 
the  hiftory  of  my  head  would  perhaps  be  much 
fhorter.  I  thought  it  was  the  gout  on  Saturday. 
It  has  already  loft  me  two  dinners  abroad,  but 
then  I  have  not  been  at  much  more  charges,  for  I 
have  eaten  little  at  home. 

Surely  I  (hall  have  a  letter  to-morrow. 

I  am, 


LETTER    CCXIII. 
To    Mrs.     THRALE. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  Oft.  u,  1779. 

I  THOUGHT  it  very  long  till  I  heard  from 
you,  having  fent  a  fecond  letter  to  Tunbridge, 
which  1  believe  you  cannot  have  received.  I  do 
not  fee  why  you  mould  trouble  yourfelf  with  phy- 
ficians  while  Mr.  Thrale  grows  better.  Company 
and  buftle  will,  I  hope,  complete  his  cure.  Let 
him  gallop  over  the  Downs  in  the  morning,  call 
his  friends  about  him  to  dinner,  and  frifk  in  the 
rooms  at  night,  and  outrun  time  and  outface  mis 
fortune. 

Notwithftanding  all  authorities  againft  bleeding, 
Mr.  Thrale  bled  himfelf  well  ten  days  age?. 

You  will  lead  a  jolly  life,  and  perhaps  think 
little  of  me ;  but  I  have  been  invited  twice  to 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Vefey's  converfation,  but  have  not  gone. 
The  gout  that  was  in  my  ankles  when  Queeney 
criticifed  my  gait,  patted  into  my  toe,  but!  have 
hunted  it,,  and  ftarved  it,  and  it  makes  no  figure. 
It  has  drawn  fome  attention,  for  Lord  and  Lady 
Lucan  fent  to  enquire  after  me.  This  is  all  the 
news  that  I  have  to  tell  you.  Yefterday  I  dined 
with  Mr.  Strahan,  and  Bofwell  was  there.  We 
(hall  be  both  to-morrow  at  Mr.  Ramfay's.  Now 
fure  I  have  told  you  quite  all,  unlefs  you  yet  want 
to  be  told  that 

I  am, 


LETTER    CCXIV. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Oa.  16,  1779. 

JL  HE  advice  given  you  by  Dr.  Pepys  agrees  very 
exactly  with  my  notions.  I  would  not  bleed  but 
in  exigencies.  Riding  and  cheerfulnefs  will,  I 
hope,  do  all  the  bufmefs.  All  alive  and  merry, 
mud  be  my  mafter's  motto. 

How  did  you  light  on  your  fpecifick  for  the 
tooth  ach-?  You  have  now  been  troubled  with 
it  lefs.  I  am  glad  you  are  at  laft  relieved. 

You  fay  nothing  of  the  younglings  ;  I  hope  they 
are  not  fpoiled  with  the  pleafures  of  Brighthelm- 
ftone,  a  dangerous  place,  we  were  told,  for  chil 
dren.  You  will  do  well  to  keep  them  out  of 
harm's  way. 

From 
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From  the  younglings  let  me  pafs  to  a  veteran ; 
you  tell  me  nothing  of  Mr.  S  ;  I  hope  he  is 
well,  and  cheerful  and  communicative.  Does  Mr. 
Thrale  go  and  talk  with  him,  and  do  you  run  in 
and  out?  You  may  both  be  the  better  for  his  con- 
verfation. 

I  am  forry  for  poor  Thomas,  who  was  a  decent 
and  civil  man.  It  is  hard  that  he  mould  be  over 
whelmed  by  a  new-comer.  But  thou  by  fome  other 
jhalt  be  laid  as  low.  Bowen's  day  may  come.  A 
liner  mop  may  be  erected,  kept  by  yet  a  fairer 
man,  and  crowded  by  greater  numbers  of  fine  gen 
tlemen  and  fine  ladies. 

My  foot  gives  me  very  little  trouble ;  but  it  is 
not  yet  well.  I  have  dined,  fince  you  faw  me, 
not  fo  often  as  once  in  two  days.  But  1  am  told 
how  well  i  look ;  and  I  really  think  I  get  more  mo 
bility.  I  dined  on  Tuefday  with  Ramfay,  and  on 
Thurfday  with  Paoli,  who  talked  of  coming  to  fee 
you,  till  I  told  him  of  your  migration. 

Mrs.  Williams  is  not  yet  returned  ;  but  difcord 
and  difcontent  reign  in  my  humble  habitation  as 
in  the  palaces  of  monarchs. — Mr.  Levet  and  Mrs. 
Defmoulins  have  vowed  eternal  hate.  Levet  is 
the  more  infidious,  and  wants  me  to  turn  her  out. 
Poor  Williams  writes  word  that  me  is  no  better, 
and  has  left  off  her  phyfick.  Mr.  Levet  has  feen 
Dr.  Lewis,  who  declares  himfelf  hopelefs  of  doing 
her  any  good.  Lawrence  defponded  fome  time 
ago. 

I  thought  I  had  a  little  fever  fome  time,  but  it 
feems  to  be  ftarved  away.  Bozzy  fays,  he  never 
faw  me  fo  well.  I  hope  you  will  fay  the  fame 
when  you  fee  me :  methinks  it  will  be  pleafant  to 
fee  you  all — there  is  no  danger  of  my  forgetting 
you.  Only  keep  or  grow  all  well,  and  then  I 
hope  our  meeting  will  be  happy. 

I  am,  &c. 

LETTER 
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LETTER    CCXV. 
To  Mrs.   T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Ottober  21,  1779. 

OUR  treatment  of  little  *  *  •  *  was  un 
doubtedly  right ;  when  there  is  fo  ftrong  a  reafon 
againft  any  thing  as  unconquerable  terrour,  there 
ought  furely  to  be  fome  weighty  reafon  for  it  be 
fore  it  is  done.  But  for  putting  into  the  water  a 
child  already  well,  it  is  not  very  eafy  to  find  any 
reafon  ftrong  or  weak.  That  the  nurfes  fretted, 
will  fupply  me  during  life  with  an  additional  mo 
tive  to  keep  every  child,  as  far  as  poflible,  out  of 
a  nurfe's  power.  A  nurfe  made  of  common  mould 
will  have  a  pride  in  overpowering  a  child's  reluc 
tance.  There  are  few  minds  to  which  tyranny  is 
not  delightful ;  power  is  nothing  but  as  it  is  felt, 
and  the  delight  of  fuperiority  is  proportionate  to 
the  refiftance  overcome. 

I  walked  yefterday  to  Covent-garden,  and  feel 
to-day  neither  pain  nor  weaknefs.  Send  me,  if 
you  can,  fuch  an  account  of  yourfelf  and  my 
mafter. 

Sir  Philip  fent  me  word  that  he  (hould  be  in 
town,  but  he  has  not  yet  called.  Yefterday  came 
Lady  Lucan  and  Mifs  Bingham,  and  me  faid  it 
was  the  firft  vifit  that  (he  had  paid. 

Your  new  friend  Mr.  Bowen,  who  has  fold  fifty 
fets, .  had  but  thirty  to  fell,  and  I  am  afraid  has 
yet  a  fet  or  two  for  a  friend.  There  is  a  great 
deal  of  fallacy  in  this  world.  I  hope  you  do  not 
teach  the  company  wholly  to  fbrfake  poor  Thomas. 

The 
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The  want  of  company  is  an  inconvenience,  but 
Mr.  Cumberland  is  a  million.  Make  the  moft  of 
what  you  have.  Send  my  mafter  out  to  hunt  in 
the  morning,  and  to  walk  the  rooms  in  the  even 
ing  ;  and  bring  him  as  active  as  a  flag  on  the 
mountain,  back  to  the  borough.  When  he  is  in 
motion  he  is  mending. 

The  young  ones  are  very  good  in  minding  their 
book.  If  I  do  not  make  fomething  of  them, 
'twill  refleft  upon  me,  as  I  knew  not  my  trade  ; 
for  their  parts  are  fufficiently  known,  and  every 
body  will  have  a  better  opinion  of  their  induftry 
than  of  mine.  However,  I  hope  when  they  come 
back,  to  accuflom  them  to  more  leflbns. 

Your  account  of  Mr.  Scrafe  gives  me  no  de 
light.  He  was  a  friend  upon  all  occafions,  whe 
ther  afliftance  was  wanted  from  the  purfe  or  the 
underftanding.  When  he  is  gone,  our  barrier 
againft  calamity  is  weakened ;  and  we  muft  act 
with  caution,  or  we  mall  be  in  more  danger.  Con- 
fult  him,  while  his  advice  is  yet  to  be  had. 

What    makes    C hate    B . 

D is  indeed  a  rival,  and  can  upon  oc- 

cafion  provoke  a  bugle.     But  what  has  B 

done  ?  Does  he  not  like  her  look  ? 

*  *  has  pa(fed  one  evening  with  me.  He 
has  made  great  difcoveries  in  a  library  at  Cam 
bridge,  and  he  finds  fo  many  precious  materials, 
that  his  book  mud  be  a  porter's  load.  He  has 
fent  me  another  meet. 

I  am,  deareft  of  all  dear  Ladies, 
Your,  &c. 


LETTER 
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LETTER     CCXVI. 

:jfb  icrli  tlhv/  no  o^  ggojlguuov  oib  H£ 

/1<J  s.  T  H  It  A  L<B,-: 

vn'M  .»5  jur'  v-rioni  3d,o3  av 

f  »5.  « 

JL/ET  me  repair  an  irtjtiry  dcwe  try  rmfmfof- 
matton  ta  Mr.  Boweit.  He  had  at  ffrft  Indeed 
only  thirty,  that  is,  txco  fliares  ;  :Bwl?  %&•  after-: 
wards  purchafed  two  (hares  more.  So  all  that  he 
fays  I  fuppofe  is  tniei!:' 

On  Saturday  I  walked  to  Dover-ftreet,  and  back. 
Yefterday  I  dined  with  Sir  Joftiua.  There  was 
Mr.  Elliot  of  Cornwall,  who  enquired  after  my 
mailer.  At  night  I  was  befpoken  by  LadyLucan  ; 
but  fhe  was  taken  ill,  and  the  affembly  was  put  off. 
I  am  to  dine  with  Renny  to-morrow. 

1  hope  Mr.  Thrale  fcours  the  country  after  the 
early  horn,  and  at  night  flutters  about  the  rooms, 
and  once  a-day  makes  a  lufty  dinner.  I  eat  meat 
but  once  in  two  days,  '  at  moil  but  four  times  a- 
week,  reckoning  feverai  weeks  together  ;  for  it  is 
neither  neceflfary  nor  prudent  to  be  nice  HI  regi 
men.  Renny  told  me  yefterday,  that  1  look  bet-- 
tef  Chart,  when  (he  knew  me  firft. 

It  is  now  paft  the  pofhnan's  time,  and  I  have  no 
letter;  and  that  is  riot  well  done,  becaufe  I  long 
for  a  i  fettef  ;  and  you  mould  always  let  me  know 
whether  you  and  Mr.  Thrale,  and  all  the  reft,  are  or 
are  not  welt.  Do  not  lerve  me  fo  often,  becaufe 
your  filence  is  always  a  disappointment. 

Some  old  gentlewomen  at  the  next  door  are  in 
very  great  diftrefs.  Their  Hide  annuity  comes 
from  Jamaica,  and  is  therefore  uncertain  j  attd 
one  of  them  has  had  a  fall,  and  both  are  very 

VOL.  II.  E  helplefs  > 
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helplefs ;  and  the  poor  have  you  to  help  them. 
Perfuade  my  matter  to  let  me  give  them  fome- 
thing  for  him.  It  will  be  beftowed  upon  real 
want. 

I  hope  all  the  younglings  go  on  well,  that  the 
eldeft  are  very  prudent,  and  the  reft  very  merry. 
We  are  to  be  merry  but  a  little  while ;  Prudence 
foon  comes  to  fpoil  our  mirth.  Old  times  have 
bequeathed  us  a  precept,  to  be  merry  and  wife^  but 
who  has  been  able  to  obferve  it  ? 

There  is  a  very  furious  fellow  writing  with 
might  and  main  againft  the  life  of  Milton. 

I  am, 


I 


LETTER     CCXVII. 

•c . 

To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  Oft.  28,   1779. 

SOME  days  before  our  laft  feparation,  Mr. 
Thrale  and  I  had  one  evening  an  earneft  difcourfe 
about  the  bufmefs  with  Mr.  Scrafe.  For  myfelf, 
you  may  be  fure  I  am  very  willing  to  be  ufeful  ; 
but  furely  all  ufe  of  fuch  an  office  is  at  a  very 
great  diftance.  Do  not  let  thofe  fears  prevail 
which  you  know  to  be  unreafonable  ;  a  will  brings 
the  end  of  life  no  nearer.  But  with  this  we  will 
have  done,  and  pleafe  ourfelves  with  wifhing  my 
matter  multos  etfelices. 
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C L  accufes  *  *  *  *  of  making  a 

party  againft  her  play.  I  always  biffed  away  the 
charge,  fuppofing  him  a  man  of  honour  ;  but  I 
(hall  now  defend  him  with  lefs  confidence.  Ne- 
quid  nimis.  Horace  fays,  that  Nil  admirari  is  the 
only  thing  that  can  make  or  keep  a  man  happy. 
It  is  with  equal  truth  the  only  thing  that  can  make 
or  keep  a  man  honeft.  The  defire  of  fame  not 
regulated,  is  as  dangerous  to  virtue  as  that  of 

money.     I  hope  C fcorns  his  little  malice. 

I  have  had  a  letter  for  *  *  *  ,  which  I  have 
inclofed.  Do  not  lofe  it ;  for  it  contains  a  tefti- 
mony  that  there  may  be  fome  pleafure  in  this 
world ;  and  that  I  may  have  a  little  of  the  little 
that  there  is,  pray  write  to  me.  I  thought  your 
laft  letter  long  in  coming. 

The  two  younglings,  what  hinders  them  from 
writing  to  me.  I  hope  they  do  not  forget  me. 

Will  Mafter  give  me  any  thing  for  my  poor 
neighbours  ?  I  have  had  from  Sir  Joflnia  and  Mr. 
Strahan;  they  are  very  old  maids,  very  friendlefs 
and  very  helplefs. 

Mrs.  Williams  talks  of  coming  home  this  week 
from  Kingfton,  and  then  there  will  be  merry  doings. 
I  eat  meat  feldom,  and  take  phyfick  often,  and 
fency  that  I  grow  light  and  airy.  A  man  that  does 
not  begin  to  grow  light  and  airy  at  feventy,  is  cer 
tainly  lofmg  time,  it  he  intends  ever  to  be  light 
and  airy. 

I  dined  on  Tuefday  with  *  *  *  and  hope  her 
little  head  begins  to  fettle.  She  has,  however, 
fome  fcruples  about  the  company  of  a  lady  whom 
ihe  has  lately  known.  I  pacified  her  as  well  as  I 
could.  So  no  more  at  prefent ;  but  hoping  you 
are  all  in  good  health,  as  .1  am  at  this  time  of 
writing,  (excufe  hafte) 

I  am,  deareft  dearefl  Lady, 
Your,  fcfc.m  •> 
E 2  LETTER 
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LETTER     CCXVIII. 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 


DEAR  MADAM,  London,  Nov.  2,   1779. 

LUIS  day  I  thought  myfelf  fare  of  a  letter,  but 
fo  I  am  conftantly  ferved.  Mr.  Cumberland  and 
Mrs.  *  *  *  *  ,  and  Mrs*.  Byron,  and  any  body 
elfe,  puts  me  out  of  your  head  ;  and  \  know  no 
more  of  you  than  if  you  were  on  the  other  fide  of 
the  Cafpian.  I  thought  the  two  young  things  were 
to  write  too  ;  but  for  them  I  do  not  much  care. 

On  Saturday  came  home  Mrs.  Williams,  nei 
ther  better  nor  worfe  than  when  me  went;  and  I 
dined  at  *  *  *  *  's,  and  found  them  well  ptealed 
with  their  Italian  journey.  He  took  his  Lady  and 
fon,  and  three  daughters.  They  (laid  five  months 
at  Rome.  They  will  have  now  fomething  to  talk 
of. 

I  gave  my  poor  neighbour  your  half  guinea, 
and  ventured  upon  making  it  two  guineas  at  my 
mailer's  expence.  Pray,  Madam,  how  do  I  owe 
you  half  a  guinea  ? 

I  dined  on  Sunday  with  Mr.  Strahan,  and  have 
not  been  very  well  for  fome  little  time.  Lall 
night  I  was  afraid  of  the  gout,  but  it  is  gone  to 
day. 

There  was  on  Sunday  night  a  fire  at  the  north 
end  of  London-bridge,  which  has,  they  fay,  de- 
ftroyed  the  water-work. 

Does  Mr.  Thrale  continue  to  bunt  infields  for 
health  unbought  ?  If  his  tafte  of  former  pleafures 
returns,  it  is  a  ftrong  proof  of  his  recovery. 
When  we  meet,  we  will  be  jolly  blades. 

I  know 
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I  know  not  well  how    it  has  happened,  but  I 

have  never  yet  been  at  the  B s.   .  *  *  *  *  has 

called  twice  on  me,  and  i  have  feen  fome  more 
ihcets — and  away  we  go. 


I  am, 


LETTER    C Jt    X. 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

MADAM,  London,  Nov.  4,  1779. 

iOO  I  may  write,  and  write,  and  nobody  care ; 
but  you  can  write  often  enough  to  Dr.  Burney. 
Qtweney  ferrt  me  a  pretty  letter,  to  which  *  *  * 
added  a  filly  fliort  note,  in  fuch  a  filly  white  hand, 
that  I  was  glad  it  was  no  longer 

I  had  heard  before  that  *  *  *  *  had  loft  not 
only  ten  thoufand,  as  you  tell  me,  but  twenty  thou- 
fand,  as  you  with  great  confiftency  tell  Dr.  Burney ; 
but  knowing  that  no  man  can  lofe  what  he  has 
not,  I  took  it  little  to  heart.  I  did  not  think  of 
borrowing ;  and  indeed  he  that  borrows  money 
for  adventures  deferves  to  lofe  it.  No  man  mould 
put  into  a  lottery  more  than  he  can  fpare.  Nei 
ther  D ,  however,  nor  B have  given  oc- 

cafion  to  his  lofs. 

Notice 
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Notice  is  taken  that  I  have  a  cold  and  a  cough ; 
but  I  have  been  fo  long  ufed  to  diforders  fo  much 
more  afflictive,  that  I  have  thought  on  them  but 
little.  If  they  grow  worfe,  fomething  mould  be 
done. 

I  hear  from  every  body  that  Mr.  Thrale  grows 
better.  He  is  columen  domus  ;  and  if  he  (lands 
firm,  little  evils  may  be  overlooked.  Drive  him 
out  in  a  morning,  lead  him  out  at  night,  keep 
him  in  what  buftle  you  can. 

Do  not  neglect  Scrafe.  You  may  perhaps  do 
for  him  what  you  have  done  for  *  *  **  .  The  fe- 
rious  affair  I  do  not  wonder  that  you  cannot  men 
tion  ;  and  yet  I  wifh  it  were  tranfafted  while  Scrafe 
can  direct  and  fuperintend  it.  No  other  man,  if 
he  mail  have  the  fame  (kill  and  kindnefs,  which  I 
know  not  where  to  find,  will  have  the  fame  in 
fluence. 

Sir  Philip  never  called  upon  me,  though  he 
promifed  me  to  do  it.  Somebody  elfe  has  laid 
hold  upon  him. 

I  live  here  in  flark  folitude.  Nobody  has  called 
upon  me  this  live-long  day ;  yet  I  comfort  myfelf 
that  I  have  no  tortures  in  the  night.  I  have  not 
indeed  much  fleep  ;  but  I  fuppofe  I  have  enough, 
for  I  am  not  as  fleepy  in  the  day-time  as  for 
merly. 


I  am,  &c. 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCXX. 


To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

.qiMIs  s^iii  el 
Loridon,  Nov.  7;  J 


1  OOR  Mrs.  *  *  *  *,  I  am  glad  that  (he  runs 
to  you  at  lafl  for  ftielter.  Give  her,  dear  Ma 
dam,  what  comfort  you  can.  Has  any  calamity 
fallen  upon  her  ?  Her  hufband,  fo  much  as  I  hear, 
is  well  enough  fpoken  of;  nor  it  is  fuppofed  that 
he  had  power  to  do  more  than  has  been  done.  But 
life  muft  have  its  end,  and  commonly  an  end  of 
gloomy  difcontent,  and  lingering  diftrefs. 

While  you  are  vigorous  and  fprightly,  you  muft 
take  into  your  protection  as  many  as  you  can  of 
thofe  who  are  tottering  under  their  burden.  When 
you  want  the  fame  fupport,  may  you  always  find 
k. 

I  have  for  forne  time  had  a  cough  and  a  cold, 
but  I  did  not  mind  it  ;  continuance,  however, 
makes  it  heavy  ;  but  it  feems  to  be  going  away. 

My  mafter,  1  hope,  hunts  and  walks,  and  courts 
the  belles,  and  makes  Brighthelmfton.  When  he 
comes  back,  frolick  and  adlive,  we  will  make  a 
feaft,  and  drink  his  health,  and  have  a  noble 
day. 

Of  the  Lucans  I  have  never  heard  fmce.  On 
Saturday,  after  having  faded  almoft  all  the  week, 
I  dined  with  Renny.  For  Wednefday  I  am  in 
vited  by  the  *  *  *  *  s,  and  if  I  am  well,  pur- 
pofe  to  go.  I  imagine  there  will  be  a  large  com 
pany.  The  invitation  is  to  dine  and  fpend  the 
evening.  Too  much  at  a  time.  I  mail  be  in  dan 

ger 
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ger  of  crying  out,  with  Mr.  Head,  catamaran^ 
•whatever  that  may  mean,  for  it  feemed  to  imply 
tedioufnefs  and  difguft.  I  do  not  much  like  to  go, 
and  I  do  not  much  like  to  (lay  away. 

Have  you  any  affembiies  at  this  time  of  the  year  ? 

and  does  Queeney  dance  ?  and  does  B dance 

too  ?  I  would  have  B dance  with  C ,  and 

fo  make  all  up. 

Difcord  keeps  her  refidence  in  this  habitation, 
but  me  has  for  fome  time  been  filent.  We  have 
much  malice,  but  no  mifchief.  Levet  is  rather  a 
friend  to  Williams,  becaufe  he  hates  Defmoulines 
more.  A  thing  that  he  mould  hate  more  than 
Defmoulines,  is  not  to  be  found. 

I  hear,  but  you  never  tell  me  any  thing,  that 
you  have  at  laft  begun  to  bathe.  I  am  lorry  that 
your  tooth-ach  kept  you  out  of  the  water  fo  long, 
becaufe  I  know  you  love  to  be  in  it. 

If  fuch  letters  as  this  were  to  coft  you  any 
thing,  I  mould  hardly  write  them ;  but  fmce 
they  come  to  you  for  nothing,  I  am  willing  e- 
nough  to  write,  though  I  have  nothing  to  lay  j 
becaufe  a  forry  letter  ferves  to  keep  one  from  drop 
ping  totally  out  of  your  head ;  and  I  would  not 
have  you  forget  that  there  is  in  the  world  fuch  a 
poor  being  as,  Madam, 


Your, 


LETTER 
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LETTER     CCXXI. 

To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  London,  NOT.  8,  1779. 


Y 


OU  are  a  dear  dear  lady.  To  write  fo  often, 
and  fo  fweetly,  makes  fome  amends  for  your  ab- 
fence.  Your  lad  letter  came  about  half  an  hour 
after  my  laft  letter  was  fent  away ;  but  now  I  have 
another.  You  have  much  to  tell  me,  and  I  have 
nothing  to  tell  you  ;  yet  I  am  eager  to  write,  be- 
caufe  I  am  eager  for  your  anfwer. 

I  thought  C had  told  you  his  lofs.  If  it 

be  only  report,  I  do  not  much  credit  it.  Some 
thing  perhaps  he  may  have  ventured,  but  I  do  not 
believe  he  had  ten  thoufand  pounds,  or  the  means 

of  borrowing  it.  Of  B ,  I  fuppoJTe  the  fact  is 

true,  that  he  is  gone.;  but  for  his  lofs,  can  any 
body  tell  who  has  been  the  winner  ?  And  if  he 
has  loft  a  fum  diljproportionate  to  his  fortune,  why 
mould  he  run  away  when  payment  cannot  be  com 
pelled? 

Of  Sir  Thomas  1  can  make  no  eflimate  ;  but  if 
he  is  diilreffed,  1  am  lorry  ;  for  he  was  in  his  prof- 
perity  civil  and  officious. 

It  has  happened  to ,  as  to  many  active 

and  profperous  men,  that  his  mind  has  been 
wholly  abforbed  in  bufmefs,  or  at  intervals  diflblv- 
ed  in  amufement ;  and  habituated  fo'long  to  certain 
modes  of  employment  or  diverfion,  that  in  the 
decline  of  life  it  can  no  more  receive  a  new  train 
of  images,  than  the  hand  can  acquire  dexterity  iu 

a  new 
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a  new  mechanical  operation.  For  this  reafon  a 
religious  education  is  fo  neceflary.  Spiritual  ideas 
may  be  recollected  in  old  age,  but  can  hardly  be 
acquired. 

You  mail  not  hide  Mrs.  *  *  *  *  from  me.  For 
if  (he  be  a  feeler,  I  can  bear  a  feeler  as  well  as 
you ;  and  hope,  that  in  tendernefs  for  what  (he 
feels  from,  nature,  I  am  able  to  forgive  or  negleft 
what  me  feels  by  affectation.  I  pity  her,  as  one 
in  a  ftate  to  which  all  muil  come ;  and  I  think 
well  of  her  judgment  in  chufing  you  to  be  the  de- 
pofitory  of  her  troubles,  and  eafer  of  her  bofom. 
Fondle  her,  and  comfort  her. 

Your  letters  have  commonly  one  good  para 
graph  concerning  my  matter,  who  appears  to  you, 
and  to  every  body,  to  mend  upon  the  whole ; 
though  your  vigilance  perceives  fome  accidental 
and  temporary  alterations,  which,  however,  I  am 
willing  to  hope  are  more  rare  and  more  flight  than 
they  were  at  firft.  Let  him  hunt  much,  and  think 
little,  and  avoid  folitude.  I  hope  time  has  brought 
fome  company  whom  you  can  call  now  to  your 

table.     Does  he  take  to ?    Does  he  love 

her  as  you  profefs  to  love ?  with  a  fifth 

part  of  the  kindnefs  that  me  has  for  me.  I  am 
well  rewarded  for  what  I  have  taught  you  of  com 
putation,  by  feeing  our  friendfhip  divided  into 
fadions  ;  fo  wre  ftand,  do  we  ?  as  two  to  ten.  A 
pretty  appearance  upon  paper,  and  Hill  prettier  in 
the  heart.  Well — go  thy  ways,  old  Jack. 

Of  the  capture  of  Jamaica  nothing  is  known, 
nor  do  I  think  it  probable  or  poffible.  How  the 
French  mould  in  a  few  days  take  from  us  an  ifland, 
which  we  could  not  in  almoft  a  century  take  from 
a  few  fugitive  Negroes  whom  the  Spaniards  left 
behind  them,  is  not  eafily  imagined.  If  you  (lay 
much  longer  in  Suflex,  you  may  perhaps  hear  that 
London  is  taken. 

We 
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We  have  a  kind  of  epidemick  cold  amongfl 
us,  of  which  I  have  had  my  part,  but  not  more 
than  my  part ;  and  I  think  myfelf  growing  well. 
I  have  lived  very  fparingly,  but  mail  have  fome 
dinner  to-day ;  and  Baretti  dines  with  me. 

I  am,  deareft  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    CCXXII. 
Mrs.    THRALE    to    Dr.    JOHNSON. 

'•rQ 

Brighton,  Nov.  II,  1779. 

is  a  great  pleafure  to  me,  dear  Sir,  that  you 
mould  be  pleafed  with  my  correfpondence  ;  I  hope 
there  is  approbation  mixed  with  a  partiality  which 
does  me  infinite  honour.  I  have  know  you  pre 
judiced  in  favour  of  people  you  could  not  quite 
approve  fometimes  ;  but  I  would  not  have  that  be 
my  cafe.  You  fay  true  enough  about  our  politi 
cal  fears,  which  magnify  by  mere  diftance  from 
the  capital,  and  paucity  of  converfation :  not  but 
that  every  one  here  has,  I  truft,  domeftick  ter 
rors  enough  to  employ  his  thoughts  as  well  as 
myfelf — but  thofe  are  uneafmefles  one  cannot  talk 
about,  and  'tis  therefore  perhaps  that  we  feek 
fome  common  theme  of  lamentation,  when  all 

may 

3 
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may  exprefs  concern,  and  be  applauded  by  the 
reft  for  appearing  to  feel  it.  What  an  artificial 
life  one  does  lead !  and  how  fincerely  one's  heart 
revolts  all  day  long  againft  one's  own  conduct  ! 
Mr.  Thrale's  fituation  perpetually  in  my  thoughts, 
is  a  fubjedt  on  which  no  talk  can  be  had  even  with 
you,  yet  what  iignifies  diffembling  fo — I  know  his 
danger. 

Poor  Mrs.  *  *  *  *  is  paft  diflfembling  her  cares, 
or  their  confequences,  a  ruined  conftitution  :  my 
matter  does  not  like  her  much,  nor  diflike  her : 
he  is  all  fo  fay  gay  now — up  among  the  boughs,  as 
Mifs  Owen  calls  it.  We  have  many  provincial 
phrafes  in  her  country  and  mine,  that  are  more 
expreflive  than  your  fine  finifhed  Englifh  fentences. 
They  will  live  too,  I  dare  fay,  to  the  end  of  time, 
and  fee  changes  and  lofles  afteft  the  language  with 
a  variety  of  alterations,  while  they  remain  juft 
•where  they  always  were — in  the  fame  manner  as 
the  turf  monument  on  Marlborough  Downs  will 
outftand  all  the  ftatues  of  Weftminfter  Abbey. 

1  am  forry  to  hear  that  there  is  an  influenza 
ibout  the  town  again  :  What  is  the  true  reafon  of 
thele  contagious  colds  ?  I  have  heard  men  account 
(or  them,  as  being  produced  by  a  peftilential  va 
pour  broken  out  from  fome  (iffure  of  the  earth  in 
a.  diflant  region ;  but  furely  were  that  the  cafe, 
one  fhoul^;  hear  accounts  of  its  regular  and  mark 
ed  progrefs  over  the  continent,  from  which  we  are 
i>ot  io  divided  as  to  want  intelligence  of  lefs  im 
portant  matters  than  thefe.  What  is  plague  in  one 
country  may,  for  aught  I  know,  be  influenza  in 
another ;  however — do  tell  me  when  you  write 
uext. 

I  believe  our  friend has  loft  fome- 

thiiig,  not  with  {landing  your  reafons  to  the  con 
trary  :  one  may  reafon  one's  felf  out  of  the  belief 
of  any  thing,  but  I  fee  the  man  looks  all  amazed 

fome- 
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fomeho\r ;  and  I  feel  as  fure  as  if  he  had  told  me, 
that  fome  great  evil  of  the  pecuniary  kind  has  be 
fallen  him  :  if  Von  will  credit  no  illneis  till  you 
fee  the  patient  panting  for  life,  or  no  money  loit 
till  you  read  over  his  banker's  book,  much  may 
be  fuffered  by  iis  all  while  you  efcape  from  the  ne- 
cefiity  of  fyrripathizing,  but  we.  are  ruining  and 
dying  all  the  time.  Do  you  remember  when  Mr. 

Perkins  told  us  of  that  fellow  A r,  who  would 

force  us  into  a  law-fuit  and  then  loft  his  caufe— 
how  I  aiked  in  what  manner  he  looked  ?     Why, 
fays  Perkiiis^  he  looked  tike  a  man  that  was  non- 
fuited.    He  would  fay  much  the  fame  of  Mr.  — > — . 

What  ftiall  1  tell  you  next  that  is  curious  or  en 
tertaining,  to  keep  up  the  liking  you  have  to  my 
letters  ?  they  are  not  very  admirable  from  their 
profundity  :  I  was  reading  the  other  day  in  fome 
book,  that  Cardan  was  delighted  in  his  old  age  to 
find  that  the  letters  he  wrote  in  his  youth  were 
abfolutely  unintelligible  even  to  himfelf,  fo  recon 
dite  were  the  lubjefts  of  them,  and  fo  deep  the 
erudition  in  which  every  fentiment  was  involved : 
the  fatisfattion  with  which  we  fhall  one  day  re 
view  our  correfpondence  will  be  of  a  very  differ 
ent  nature  from  his. 

Lord  Robert  Manners  told  me  a  pretty  ftory 
here  one  day,  a  propos  to  nothing  in  the  world  ; 
but  1  liked  it,  and  will  tell  it  you :  he  would  have 
willingly  fworn  to  its  truth.  We  were,  fays  he, 
in  the  front  of  the  battle  at  Fontenoy,  when  I  ob- 
ferved  my  friend  Honeywood  endeavouring  to 
cleave  down  a  foldier  of  the  enemy,  but  his  hanger 
(ticking  fafb  in  the  moulder,  the  fellow  gained  pow 
er  to  thruft  him  through  the  fide  with  his  bayonet, 
while  another  ftruck  him  on  the  head  and  face 
with  a  fabre,  fo  that  he  immediately  dropped  :  my 
attention  being  called  away  to -annoy  others  and 

defend 
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defend  myfelf,  /  thought  no  more  onjt :  but  next 
day,  when  the  waggons  were  carrying  off  the 
wounded,  I  faw  Honeywood  on  one  of  them,  with 
half-a-dozen  of  foldiers  lying  a-top  of  him — Poor 
fellow,  fays  I  to  myfelf,  thou  art  done  for  now 
fure  enough.  But  what  was  my  furprife  when 
we  came  to  Hanau,  in  receiving  a  meflage,  with 
Mr.  Honeywood's  compliments,  and  defired  I 
would  come  and  fee  his  wounds  drefled.  I  went 
directly — and  now  Bob  look  fharp,  cries  the  gal 
lant  creature,  and  thou  malt  fee  my  brains ;  and 
Middleton  the  furgeon  here  (hall  bear  witnefs  that 
I  have  fome. 

Was  not  this  a  fine  courageous  fellow  ?  We 
have  a  lofs  of  Lord  Robert ;  I  loved  his  ftories 
paflionately  ;  and  if  one  is  to  expect  truth  and  ho 
nour  at  all  in  this  world,  it  is  from  an  old  general 
officer,  with  grey  hair  and  crutches,  who  fcorned 
falfehood  in  his  youth,  and  mufl  abhor  it  in  his 
age. 

I  can  chat  no  more  though  ;  my  fears  for  Mr. 
Thrale  are  renewed  by  his  behaviour ;  yet  nothing 
has  happened ;  it  is  the  general  manner  that  alarms 
me — Burn  all  this  vagabonding  nonfenfe,  and  think 
what  mould  be  done.  Nay,  pray  be  ferious,  I 
mall  write  you  a  very  grave  letter  to-morrow  :  I 
am  afhamed  to  think  I  could  talk  about  any  thing 
elie  now  ;  but  nobody  apprehends  any  thing  even 
at  prefent,  except 

Your  faithful  fervarrt, 

H.  L.  THRALE. 
And  to  me  . 

The  monfter  death  keeps  full  in  fight, 

And  puts  the  fairy  hope  to  flight  ; 

Blackens  th'  hoiizon  all  around, 

And  points  to  the  abyfs  profound. 

Farewel'.     Pray   write  foon  and  ferioufiy — I  am 
going  to  dear  Mr.  Scrafe. 

LETTER 
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LETTER    CCXXIII. 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

liiJS   !•!'     Mb'dfcgDD   iO   '      .      WjCXj^vfJOlbirnS          r;.T  •],••!£ 

DEAR  MADAM.  London,  Nov.  16,  1779. 

X  RAY  how  long  does  a  letter  tarry  between 
London  and  Brighthelmfton  ?  Your  letter  of  the 
1 2th  I  received  on  the  i5th. 

Poor  Mrs.  *  *  *  *  is  a  feeler.  It  is  well  that 
fhe  has  yet  power  to  feel.  Fiction  durft  not  have 
driven  upon  a  few  months  fuch  a  conflux  of  mi- 
fery.  Comfort  her  as  you  can. 

1  have  looked  again  into  your  grave  letter.  You 
mention  truflees.  I  do  not  fee  who  can  be  truf- 
tee  for  a  cafual  and  variable  property,  for  a  for 
tune  yet  to  be  acquired.  How  can  any  man  be 
trufted  with  what  he  cannot  poflefs,  cannot  afcer- 
tain,  and  cannot  regulate  ?  The  trade  mud  be 
carried  on  by  fomebody  ,who  muft  be  anfwerable 
for  the  debts  contracted.  This  can  be  none  but 
yourfelf ;  unlefs  you  deliver  up  the  property  to 
fome  other  agent,  and  truft  the  chance  both  of 
his  prudence  and  his  honefty.  Do  not  be  frighted  ; 
trade  could  not  be  managed  by  thofe  who  manage 
it,  if  it  had  much  difficulty.  Their  great  books 
are  foon  underftood,  and  their  language, 

If  fpeech  it  may  be  call'd,  that  fpeech  is  none 
Diftinguilhable  in  number,  mood,  or  tenfe, 

is  underftood  with  no  very  laborious  application. 

The  help  which  you  can  have  from  man  as  a 

truftee,  you  may  have  from  him  as  a  friend  ;  the 

trufteefhip  may  give  him  power  to  perplex,  but 

will 


64         LETTERS  TO   AND    FROM 

will  neither  increafe  his  benevolence  to  affifl:,  nor 
his  wifdom  to  advife. 

Living  on  God,  and  on  thyfelfrely. 

Who  fhould  be  truftee  but  for  you,  for  your  own 
and  your  children's  pofterity  ?  I  hope  this  an  end 
of  this  unpleafmg  {peculation,  and  lighter  matters 
may  take  their  turn. 

What  Mr.  Scrafe  fays  about  the  Borough  is 
true,  but  is  nothing  to  the  purpofe,  A  houle  in 
the  fquare  will  not  colt  fo  much  as  building  in 
Southwark  ;  but  buildings  are  more  likely  to  go 
on  in  Southwark  if  your  dwelling  is  at  St.  James's. 
Kvery  body  has  fome  defire  that  deferts  the  great 
road  of  profperity,  to  look  for  pleafure  ifi  a  bye- 
path.  1  do  not  lee  with  fo  much  indignation  Mr. 
Thrale's  defire  of  being  the  fir  ft  Brewer,  as  your 
defpicabie  dread  of  living  in  the  Borough.  Am 
bition  in  little  things,  is  better  than  cowardice  ift 
little  things  ;  but  both  thefe  things,  however  little 
to  the  publick  eye,  are  great  in  their  confequefices 
to  yourfelves.  The  world  cares  not  hoxv  you 
brew,  or  where  you  live  ;  but  it  is  the  buiinefs  of 
tafting  him.  When  he  returns,  let  me  fee  Mm 
froUck  and  airy,  and  focial,  and  bufy,  and  as  kind 
to  me  a&  in  former  times. 

You  feem  to  be  afraid  that  I  fliould  be  ftarved 
before  you  come  back.  I  hate  indeed  pra&ifed 
abitinence  with  fome  ftubbornnefs,  and  with  fome 
fuccefs  ;  but  as  Dryden  talks  of  writing  'with  a  hat, 
I  am  fometimes  very  witty  with  a  knife  and  fork. 
1  have  managed  myfelf  very  well ;  except  that 
having  no  motive,  1  have  no  exercife. 

At  home  we  do  not  much  quarrel ;  but  perhaps 
the  lefs  we  quarrel  the  more  we  hate.  There  is 
as  much  malignity  amongft  us  as  can -well  fubfift, 
•without  any  thoughts  of  daggefs  dr  poifons. 

i  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  — — —  is  by  the  help  of  frequent  opera 
tions  dill  kept  alive ;  and  fuch  is  the  capricious 
deftiny  of  mortals,  that  fhe  will  die  more  lamented 
by  her  hufband,  than  I  will  promife  to  ufefulnefs, 
wifdom,  or  fan&ity.  There  is  always  fomething 
operating  diftinft  from  diligence  or  fkill.  Temple 
therefore  in  his  compofition  of  a  hero,  to  the%e- 
roick  virtues  adds  good  fortune. 

I  am, 


LETTER    CCXXIV. 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 


I 


London,  Nov.  20,  1779. 


NDEED,  dear  Madam,  I   do  not  think  that 

you  have  any  reafon  to  complain  of  Mr. -9  or 

Mr. .     What  I  propofed  is,  I  fuppofe,  un- 

ufual.  However,  Mr.  Thrale  knows  that  I  have 
fuggefted  nothing  to  you  that  I  had  not  firft  faid 
to  him.  I  hear  he  grows  well  fo  fad,  that  we 
are  not  likely  to  try  whole  way  is  bed  ;  and  I  hope 
he  will  grow  better,  and  better,  and  better  ;  and 
then  away  with  executors  and  executrixes.  He 
may  fettle  his  family  himfelf. 

VOL.  n.  F  I  am 
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I  am  not  vexed  at  you  for  not  liking  the  Bo 
rough,  but  for  not  liking  the  Borough  better  than 
other  evils  of  greater  magnitude.  You  muft  take 
phyfick,  or  be  fick ;  you  muft  live  in  the  Borough, 
or  live  ftill  worfe. 

Pray  tell  my  Queeney  how  I  love  her  for  her 
letters  ;  and  tell  Burney  that  now  (he  is  a  good 
girl,  I  can  love  her  again.  Tell  Mr.  Scrafe,  that 
I  am  fincerely  glad  to  hear  that  he  is  better.  Tell 
my  mafter,  that  I  never  was  fo  glad  to  fee  him  in 
my  life,  as  I  mail  be  now  to  fee  him  well ;  and 
tell  yourfelf,  that  except  my  mafter,  nobody  has 
more  kindnefs  for  you,  than, 

Dear  Madam, 

Your,  <&c. 


?;%  ««««««< 


LETTER    CCXXV. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAREST  LADY,  April  6,  1779. 


O  U  had  written  fo  often.  I  have  had  but 
two  letters  from  Bath,  and  the  fecond  complains 
that  the  firft,  which  you  call  fo  many,  was  ne 
glected,  and  you  pretend  to  be  afraid  of  being 
forgotten.  I  wonder  what  mould  put  you  out  of 
my  mind.  You  fay  rightly,  that  I  mall  not  find 

fuch 

f 
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fuch  another  ;  for  there  is  not,  if  I  had  the  choice 
of  all,  fuch  another  to  be  found. 

It  is  happy,  both  for  you  and  Mrs.  Montague, 
that  the  fates  bring  you  both  to  Bath  at  the  fame 
time.  Do  not  let  new  friends  fupplant  the  old; 
they  who  firfl  diftinguifhed  you  have  the  bed  claim 
to  your  attention  ;  thofe  who  flock  about  you  now, 
take  your  excellence  upon  credit,  and  may  hope 
to  gain  upon  the  world  by  your  countenance. 

I  have  not  quite  neglefted  my  Lives.  Addifon 
is  a  long  one,  but  it  is  done.  Prior  is  not  fhort, 
and  that  is  done  too.  I  am  upon  Rowe,  who 
cannot  fill  much  paper.  If  I  hare  done  them  be 
fore  you  come  again,  I  think  to  bolt  upon  you 
at  Bath  ;  for  I  mail  not  be  now  afraid  of  Mrs. 
Cotton.  Let  Burney  take  care  that  me  does  me 
no  harm. 

The  diligence  of  Dr.  Moify  I  do  not  underftand. 
About  what  is  he  diligent  ?  If  Mr.  Thrale  is  well, 
or  only  not  well  becaufe  he  has  been  ill,  I  do  not 
fee  what  the  phyfician  can  do.  Does  he  direct  any 
regimen,  or  does  Mr.  Thrale  regulate  himfelf  ? 
Or  is  there  no  regularity  among  you  ?  Nothing 
can  keep  him  fo  fafe  as  the  method  which  has  been 
fo  often  mentioned,  and  which  will  be  not  only 
practicable  but  pleafant  in  the  Summer,  and  be 
fore  Summer  is  quite  gone,  will  be  made  fupport- 
able  by  cuftom. 

If  health  and  reafon  can  be  preferved  by  chang 
ing  three  or  four  meals  a  week,  or  if  fuch  a 
change  will  but  encreafe  the  chances  of  preferving 
them,  the  purchafe  is  furely  not  made  at  a  very 
high  price.  Death  is  dreadful,  and  fatuity  is  more 
dreadful,  and  fuch  ftrokes  bring  both  fo  near, 
that  all  their  terrours  ought  to  be  felt.  I  hope 
that  to  our  anxiety  for  him,  Mr.  Thraie  will  add 
fome  anxiety  for  himfelf. 

F  2  S«ward 
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Seward  called  on  me  one  day,  and  read  S pence. 
I  dined  yefterday  at  Mr.  JodrePs  in  a  great  deal 
of  company.  On  Sunday  I  dine  with  Dr.  Law 
rence,  and  at  night  go  to  Mrs.  Vefey.  I  have  had 
a  little  cold,  or  two,  or  three,  but  I  did  not  much 
mind  them,  for  they  were  not  very  bad. 

Make  my  compliments  to  my  matter,  and  Quee- 
ney,  and  Burney,  and  Mrs.  Cotton,  and  to  all  that 
care  about  me,  and  more  than  all — or  elfe. 

Now  one  courts  you,  and  another  carefles  you, 
and  one  calls  you  to  cards,  and  another  wants  you 
to  walk;  and  amidft  all  this,  pray  try  to  think 
now  and  then  a  little  of  me,  and  write  often.  Mrs. 
Strahan  is  at  Bath,  but,  I  believe,  not  well  enough 
to  be  in  the  rooms. 


I  am,  dearefl  Madam, 
Your,  &c. 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCXXV1. 
To     Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 


DEAR  MADAM, 


'N  Sunday  I  dined  with  poor  Lawrence,  who 
is  deafer  than  ever.  When  he  was  told  that  Dr. 
Moify  vifited  Mr.  Thrale,  he  enquired,  for  what  ? 
and  faid  that  there  was  nothing  to  be  done,  which 
Nature  would  not  do  for  herfelf.  On  Sunday 
evening  I  was  at  Mrs.  Vefey's,  and  there  was  en 
quiry  about  my  matter,  but  I  told  them  all  good. 
There  was  Dr,  Barnard  of  Eton,  and  we  made  a 
noife  all  the  evening ;  and  there  was  Pepys,  and 
Wraxal  till  I  drove  him  away.  And  1  have  no 
lofs  of  my  miftrefs,  who  laughs,  and  frifks,  and 
frolicks  it  all  the  long  day,  and  never  thinks  of 
poor  Colin. 

If  Mr.  Thrale  will  but  continue  to  mend,  we 
fliall,  I  hope,  come  together  again,  and  do  as 
good  things  as  ever  we  did ;  but  perhaps  you  will 
be  made  too  proud  to  heed  me,  and  yet,  as  I  have 
often  told  you,  it  will  not  be  eafy  for  you  to  find 
fuch  another. 

Queeney  has  been  a  good  girl,  and  wrote  me  a 
letter ;  if  Burney  faid  me  would  write,  (he  told 
you  a  fib.  She  writes  nothing  to  me.  She  can 
write  home  faft  enough.  I  have  a  good  mind  not 
to  let  her  know,  that  Dr.  Bernard,  to  whom  I 
had  recommended  her  novel,  fpeaks  of  it  with 
great  commendation  ;  and  that  the  copy  which  me 
lent  me,  has  been  read  by  Dr.  Lawrence  three  times 
over.  And  yet  whs*  a  gypfey  it  is.  She  no  more 

minds 


7o        LETTERS  TO  AND  FROM 

minds  me,  than  if  I  were  a  Brangton.  Pray  fpeak 
to  Queeney  to  write  again. 

I  have  had  a  cold  and  a  cough,  and  taken  opium, 
and  think  I  am  better.  We  have  had  very  cold 
•weather  ;  bad  riding  weather  for  my  mailer,  but 
he  will  furmount  it  all.  Did  Mrs.  Browne  make 
any  reply  to  your  comparifon  of  bufmefs  with  foli- 
tude,  or  did  you  quite  down  her  ?  I  am  much 
pleafed  to  think  that  Mrs.  Cotton  thinks  me  worth 
a  frame,  and  a  place  upon  her  wall.  Her  kind- 
nefs  was  hardly  within  my  hope,  but  time  does 
wonderful  things.  All  my  fear  is,  that  if  I  mould 
come  again,  my  print  would  be  taken  down.  1 
fear  I  mall  never  hold  it. 

Who  dines  with  you?  Do  you  fee  Dr.  Wood 
ward  or  Dr.  Harrington  ?  Do  you  go  to  the  houfe 
where  they  write  for  the  myrtle  ?  You  are  at  all 
places  of  high  refort,  and  bring  home  hearts  by 
dozens ;  while  I  am  leeking  for  fomething  to  fay 
about  men  of  whom  I  know  nothing  but  their 
verfes,  and  fometimes  very  little  of  them.  Now 
I  have  begun,  however,  I  do  not  defpair  of  making 
an  end.  Mr.  Nicholls  holds  that  Addifon  is  the 
moil  taking  of  all  that  1  have  done.  I  doubt  they 
will  not  be  done  before  you  come  away. 

Now  you  think  yourfelf  the  firft  writer  in  the 
world  for  a  letter  about  nothing.  Can  you  write 
luch  a  letter  as  this  ?  So  mifcellaneous,  with  fuch 
noble  difdain  of  regularity  ;  like  Shakefpeare's 
works,  fuch  graceful  negligence  of  tranfition,  like 
the  ancient  enthufiafts  ?  The  pure  voice  of  nature 
and  of  friendihip.  Now  of  whom  ihall  I  proceed 
to  fpeak  ?  Of  whom  but  Mrs.  Montague  ?  Hav 
ing  mentioned  Shakefpeare  and  Nature,  does  not 
the  name  of  Montague  force  itfelf  upon  me  ?  Such 
were  the  traniitions  of  the  ancients,  which  now 
feem  abrupt,  becaufe  the  intermediate  ideals  loft 
to  modern  underflandings.  1  wiih  her  name  had 

connected 
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connected  itfelf  with  friendfliip ;  but,  ah  Colin, 
thy  hopes  arc  in  vain.  One  thing  however  is  left 
me,  I  have  (till  to  complain  ;.  but  I  hope  I  fhall 
not  complain  much  while  you  have  any  kindneis 
for  me.  ..J  am, 

Deareft  and  deareft  Madam, 
Your,  &V. 

UflT  "It!  ~f     •  PV.£<i-">  J~        L  t-»<"  -  •-  '•    »"f" 

London,  April  n,  1780. 
"•jn  ^nnn*  :3   hr::  v-  j«  v 

You  do  not  date  your  letters. 


l£  E  T  T  E  R    CCXXVH. 

Jo  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAREST  MADAM,  April  15,  1780.  , 


I 


DID  not  miftake  Dr.  Woodward's  cafe;  nor 
mould  have  wanted  any  explanation.  But  broken 
is  a  very  bad  word  in  the  city. 

Here  has  juft  been  with  me  *  *  *  *,  who  has 
given — What  has  he  given  ?  Nothing,  1  believe, 
gratis.  He  has  given  fifty  feven  leflbns  this  week. 
Surely  this  is  bufmefs. 

I  thought  to  have  finiihed  Rowe's  life  to-day, 
but  I  have  five  or  fix  vifitors  who  hindered  me  ; 
and  I  have  not  been  quite  well.  Next  week  1 
hope  to  difpatch  four  or  five  of  them. 

I  It 
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It  is  a  great  delight  to  hear  fo  much  good  of  all 
of  you.  Fanny  tells  me  good  news  of  you,  and 
you  fpeak  well  of  Fanny  ;  and  all  of  you  fay  what 
one  would  wifh  of  my  mafter.  And  my  fweet 
Queeney,  I  hope  is  well.  Does  fhe  drink  the  wa 
ters  ?  One  glafs  would  do  her  as  much  good  as  it 
does  her  father. 

You  and  Mrs.  M muPi  keep  Mrs.  *  *  *  * 

about  you  ;  and  try  to  make  a  wit  of  her.  She 
will  be  a  little  unlkilful  in  her  firft  eflays  ;  but  you 
will  fee  how  precept  and  example  will  bring  her 
forwards. 

Surely  it  is  very  fine  to  have  your  powers.  The 
wits  court  you,  and  the  Methodifts  love  you,  and 
the  whole  world  runs  about  you  ;  and  you  write 
me  word  ho^v  well  you  can  do  without  me  :  and 
fo,  go  thy  ways,  poor  Jack. 

That  fovereign  glafs  of  water  is  the  great  medi 
cine  ;  and  though  his  legs  are  too  big,  yet  my 
mafter  takes  a  glafs  of  water.  This  is  bold  prac 
tice.  1  believe,  under  the  protection  of  a  glafs  of 
water  drank  at  the  pump,  he  may  venture  once  a- 
week  upon  a  ftew'd  lamprey. 

I  wifh  you  all  good  ;  yet  know  not  what  to  wifh 
you  which  you  have  not.  May  all  good  continue 

and  increafe. 

. 

I  am,  &c> 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCXXVIII. 

LioJ[  Dffj  vn  fo'.Vviyr  i.v?3<j  exd  :.'?  .'  /qilji'l  i;/; 
To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  April  1  8,  1780. 


the  petticoat  government  I  had  never  heard. 
Of  the  Shakefpeare,  I  was  once  told  by  Mifs  Law 
rence  ;  and  that  is  all  that  I  know  of  it.  I  have 
not  feen  nor  heard  of  any  body  that  has  feen  the 
wonders.  You  may  be  fure  I  mould  tell  you  any 
thing  that  would  gratify  your  curiofity,  and  fur- 
nifli  you  for  your  prefent  expences,  of  intellec 
tual  entertainment.  But  of  this  dramatic  difcovery 
I  know  nothing. 

I  cannot  -fee  but  my  matter  may  with  ftubborn 
regularity  totally  recover.  But  furely,  though  the 
invafion  has  been  repelled  from  life,  the  wafte  it 
has  made  will,  require  fbme  time  and  much  atten 
tion  to  repair  it.  You  mud  not  grow  weary  of 
watching  him,  and  he  mufl  not  grow  impatient  of 
being  watched. 

Pray,  of  what  wonders  do  you  tell  me  ?  You 
make  verfes,  and  they  are  read  in  publick,  and  I 
know  nothing  about  them.  This  very  crime,  I 
think,  broke  the  link  of  amity  between  Richard- 
fon  and  Mifs  M  --  ,  after  a  tendernefs  and  con 
fidence  of  many  years.  However,  you  muft  do  a 
great  deal  more  before  I  leave  you  for  Lucan  or 
Montague,  or  any  other  charmer  ;  if  any  other 
charmer  would  have  me. 

I  am  forry  that  you  have  feen  Mrs.  W  She 

and  her  hufband  exhibited  two  very  different  ap 
pearances  of  human  nature.  But  bufy,  bufy, 
mil  art  thou.  He  prevailed  on  himfelf  to  treat 

her 
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her  with  great  tendernefs ;  and  to  (how  how  little 
fenfe  will  ferve  for  common  life,  me  has  pafled 
through  the  world  with  lefs  imprudence  than  any 
of  her  family. 

Sir  Philip's  bill  has  been  rejected  by  the  Lords. 
There  was,.  I  think,  nothing  to  be  objected  to  it, 
but  the  time  at  which  it  was  propofed,  and  the 
intention  with  which  it  was  projected.  It  was  fair 
in  itfelf,  but  tended  to  weaken  government  when 
it  is  too  weak  already. 

*****  has  no  bufmefs  about  you,  but  to 

be  taught.  Poor  B *s  tendernefs  is  very 

affecting.  Comfort  her  all  you  can.  I  fmcerely 
wifli  her  well.  Declining  life  is  a  very  awful 
fcene. 

Pleafe  to  tell  Mr.  Thrale,  that  I  think  I  grow 
rather  lefs ;  and  that  I  was  laft  week  almoft  dizzy 
with  vacuity.  I  repeat  my  challenge  to  alternate 
diet ;  and  doubt  not  but  both  of  us,  by  adhering 
to  it,  may  live  more  at  eafe,  and  a  much  longer 
time. 

Though  I  am  going  to  dine  with  Lady  Craven, 

I  am,  &c. 

- 

, 

. 

' 

. 
. 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCXXIX. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM, 

JV1  R.  E and  Mr.  P called  on  me  to 
day  with  your  letter  to  the  electors,  and  another 
which  they  had  drawn  up,  to  ferve  in  its  place.  I 
thought  all  their  objections  juft,  and  all  their  alte 
rations  proper.  You  had  mentioned  his  ficknefs 
in  terms  which  give  his  adverfaries  advantage,  by 
confirming  the  report  which  they  already  fpread 
with  great  induftry,  of  his  infirmity  and  inability. 
You  fpeak,  in  their  opinion,  and  in  mine,  with 
too  little  confidence  in  your  own  intereft.  By 
fearing,  you  teach  others  to  fear.  All  this  is  now 
avoided,  and  it  is  to 'take  its  chance. 

How,  do  you  think  I  live?  On  Thurfday  I 
dined  with  Hamilton,  and  went  thence  to  Mrs. 
(3rd.  On  Friday,  with  much  company  at  Rey- 
nolds's.  On  Saturday,  at  Dr.  Bell's.  On  Sun 
day,  at  Dr.  Burney's,  with  your  two  fweets  from 
Kenfington,  who  are  both  well ;  at  night  came 
Mrs.  Ord,  Mr.  Harris,  and  Mr.  Greville,  &c.  On 
Monday,  with  Reynolds,  at  night  with  Lady  Lu- 
can ;  to-day  with  Mr.  Langton  ;  to-morrow  with 
the  Bimop  of  St.  Afaph  j  on  Thurfday  with  Mr. 
Bowles  ;  Friday,  ;  Saturday,  at  the  Aca 
demy  ;  Sunday,  with  Mr.  Ramfay; 

1  told  Lady  Lucan  how  long  it  was  fmce  me 
fent  to  me ;  but  me  faid  1  mult  confider  how  the 
world  rolls  about  her.  She  fecmed  pleafed  that 
ve  met  again. 

The 
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The  long  intervals  of  ftarving  I  do  not  think 
bed  for  Mr,  Thrale,  nor  perhaps  for  myfelf,  but 
I  knew  not  how  to  attain  any  thing  better ;  and 
every  body  tells  me  that  I  am  very  well,  and  I 
think  there  now  remains  not  much  caufe  for 
complaint:  but  O  for  a  glafs,- once  in  four-and- 
twenty  hours,  of  warm  water !  Can  warm  water 
be  had  only  at  Bath,  as  fleam  was  to  be  found 
only  at  Knightlbridge  f  Nature  diftributes  her 
gifts,  they  fay,  varioufly,  to  mow  us  that  we  have 
need  of  one  another  j  and  in  her  bounty  (he  be- 
flowed  warm  water  upon  Bath,  and  condemned 
the  inhabitants  of  other  places,  if  they  would 
warm  their  water,  to  make  a  fire.  I  would  have 
the  young  ladies  take  half  a  glafs  every  third  day, 
and  walk  upon  it. 

I  not  only  fcour  the  town  from  day  to  day,  but 
many  vifitors  come  to  me  in  the  morning ;  fo 
that  my  work  makes  no  great  progrefs,  but  I  will 
try  to  quicken  it.  I  mould  certainly  like  to  buttle 
a  little  among  you,  but  I  am  unwilling  to  quit  my 
pod  till  I  have  made  an  end. 

You  did  not  tell  me  in  your  lad  letter  how  Mr. 
Thrale  goes  on.  If  he  will  be  ruled,  for  aught  ap 
pears^  be  may  live  on  thefe  hundred  years.  Fix 
him  when  he  comes  in  alternate  diet. 

I  am,  dearefl  Lady, 

Your,  &c. 
London,  April  25,   1780. 

Now  there  is  a  date  ;  look  at  it. 
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:'•:;<•  j  Z  int.: 

To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 


DEAREST  MADAM, 

JVlR.  Thrale  never  will  live  abftinently,  till 
he  can  perfuade  himfelf  to  abftain  by  rule.  I 
lived  on  potatoes  on  Friday,  and  on  fpinach  to 
day  ;  but  1  have  had,  I  am  afraid,  too  many  din 
ners  of  late.  I  took  phyfick  too  both  days,  and 
hope  to  faft  to-morrow.  When  he  comes  home, 
we  will  fliame  him,  and  Jebb  fhall  fcold  him  into 
regularity.  I  am  glad,  however,  that  he  is  always 
one  of  the  company,  and  that  my  dear  Queeney 
is  again  another.  Encourage,  as  you  can,  the 
mufical  girl. 

Nothing  is  more  common  than  mutual  diflike 
where  mutual  approbation  is  particularly  expect 
ed.  There  is  often  on  both  fides  a  vigilance  not 
over  benevolent ;  and  as  attention  is  ftrongly  ex 
cited,  fo  that  nothing  drops  unheeded,  any  dif 
ference  in  tafte  or  opinion,  and  fome  difference 
where  there  is  no  reftraint  will  commonly  appear, 
it  immediately  generates  diflike. 

Never  let  criticifms  operate  upon  your  face  or 
your  mind ;  it  is  very  rarely  that  an  author  is 
hurt  by  his  criticks.  The  blaze  of  reputation 
cannot  be  blown  out,  but  it  often  dies  in  the 
focket ;  a  very  few  names  may  be  confidered  as 
perpetual  lamps  that  mine  unconfumed.  From 
the  author  of  Fitzofborne's  Letters  1  cannot  think 
myfelf  in  much  danger.  I  met  him  only  once 
about  thirty  years  ago,  and  in  fome  fmall  difpute 
reduced  him  to  whittle  ;  having  not  feen  him 
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fince,  that  is  the  laft  impreflion.  Poor  Moore  the 
fabulift  was  one  of  the  company. 

Mrs.  Montague's  long  flay,  againft  her  own  in 
clination,  is  very  convenient.  You  would,  by 
your  own  confeflion,  want  a  companion  ;  and  me 
is  par  pluribus,  converting  with  her  you  may  fad 
variety  in  one. 

At  Mrs.  Ord's  I  met  one  Mrs.  B ,  a 

travelled  lady,  of  great  fpirit,  and  fome  confciouf- 
nefs  of  her  own  abilities.  We  had  a  conteft  of 
gallantry  an  hour  long,  fo  much  to  the  diverfion 
of  the  company,  that  at  Ramfay's  laft  night,  in 
a  crowded  room,  they  would  have  pitted  us  again. 
There  were  Smelt,  and  the  Bifhop  of  St.  Afaph, 
who  comes  to  every  place  ;  and  Lord  Monboddo, 
and  Sir  Joihua,  and  ladies  out  of  tale. 

The  exhibition,  how  will  you  do,  either  to  fee 
or  not  to  fee !  The  exhibition  is  eminently  fpl en- 
did.  There  is  contour,  and  keeping,  and  grace, 
and  expreflion,  and  all  the  varieties  of  artificial 
excellence.  The  apartments  were  truly  very  no 
ble.  The  pictures,  for  the  fake  of  a  (ky  light, 
are  at  the  top  of  the  houfe ;  there  we  dined,  and 
1  fat  over  againft  the  Archbifhop  of  York.  See 
how  I  live  when  I  am  not  under  petticoat  govern 
ment. 

I  am,  £sfr. 

London,  May  i,   1780. 

Mark  that — you  did  not  put  the  year  to  your  laft. 

j< 
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To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

MADAM,  Bolt-court,  Fleet-ftreet,  May  7,  1780. 


M 


R.  P has  juft  been  with  me,  and  has 

talked  much  talk,  of  which  the  refult  is,  that  he 
thinks  your  prefence  neceffary  for  a  few  days.  I 
have  not  the  fame  fulnefs  of  conviction  ;  but  your 
appearance  would  certainly  operate  in  your  fa 
vour,  and  you  will  judge  better  what  meafures  of 
diligence  and  of  expence  are  neceffary.  Money, 

Mr.  P fays,  muft  be  fpent ;  and  he  is  right 

in  wifhing  that  you  be  made  able  to  judge  how 
far  it  is  fpent  properly.  Perhaps,  it  is  but  per 
haps,  fome  defire  that  I  have  of  feeing  you,  makes 
me  think  the  better  of  his  reafons.  Can  you  leave 

Mafter  ?     Can  you  appoint  Mrs. governefs  ? 

If  you  can,  the  expence  of  coming  is  nothing,  and 
the  trouble  not  much  ;  and  therefore  it  were  bet 
ter  gratify  your  agents.  Levy  behaves  well. 

I  dined  on  Wednefday  with  Mr.  Fitzmaurice, 
who  almoft  made  me  promife  to  pafs  part  of  the 
Summer  at  Llewenny.  To-morrow  I  dine  with 
Mrs,  Southwel  j  and  on  Thurfday  with  Lord  Lu- 
can.  To-night  I  go  to  Mifs  Monkton's.  Thus  I 
Icramble,  when  you  do  not  quite  (hut  me  up; 
but  I  am  miferably  under  petticoat  government, 
and  yet  am  not  weary,  nor  much  afhamed. 

jjv-  Pray 
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Pray  tell  my  two  dear  girls  that  I  will  write  tcf 
both  of  them  next  week  j  and  let  Burney  know 
that  I  wasyi  angry 

I  am,  &c. 

1  know  of  Mrs^  Defmouline's  letter.     It  will  be  a 
great  charity. 

Let  me  know  when  you  are  to  come. 


LETTER    CCXXXII. 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Bolt-court,  Flcet-ftrect, 

May  8,  1780. 


w 


O  U  L  D  you  defire  better  fympathy — At 
the  very  time  when  you  were  writing,  I  was  an- 
fwering  your  letter. 

Having  feen  nobody  fmce  I  faw  Mr.  P ,  I 

have  little  more  to  fay,  than  when  I  wrote  laft. 
My  opinion  is,  that  you  mould  come  for,  a  week, 
and  mew  yourfelf,  and  talk  in  high  terms ;  for  it 
will  certainly  be  propagated  with  great  diligence, 
that  you  defpair  and  defift ;  and  to  thofe  that  de 
clare  the  contrary,  it  will  be  anfwered,  Why  then 
do  they  not  appear  ?  To  this  no  reply  can  be  made 
that  will  keep  your  friends  in  countenance.  A 
little  buttle  and  a  little  oftentation  will  put  a  flop 
to  clamours,  and  whifpers,  and  fufpicions  of  your 

friends, 
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friends,  and  calumnies  of  your  opponents.  Be 
brilk,  and  be  fplendid,  and  be  publick.  You  will 
probably  be  received  with  much  favour ;  and 
take  from  little  people  the  opportunity  which  your 
abfence  gives  them  of  magnifying  their  fervices, 
and  exalting  their  importance.  You  may  have 
more  friends  and  fewer  obligations. 

It  is  always  neceflary  to  mew  fome  good  opinion 
of  thofe  whofe  good  opinion  we  folicit.  Your 
friends  folicit  you  to  come ;  if  you  do  not  come, 
you  make  them  lefs  your  friends,  by  difregarding 
their  advice.  Nobody  will  perfift  long  in  helping 
thofe  that  will  do  nothing  for  themfelves. 

The  voters  of  the  Borough  are  too  proud  and 
too  little  dependant  to  be  folicited  by  deputies ; 
they  expeft  the  gratification  of  feeing  the  candi 
date  bowing  or  curtefying  before  them.  If  you 
are  proud,  they  can  be  fullen. 

Such  is  the  call  for  your  prefence  j  what  is  there 
to  withhold  you  ?  I  fee  no  pretence  for  hefitation. 
Mr.  Thrale  certainly  mail  not  come  ;  and  yet 
fomebody  mud  appear  whom  the  people  think  it 
worth  the  while  to  look  at. 

Do  not  think  all  this  while  that  I  want  to  fee 
you. — I  dine  on  Thurfday  at  Lord  Lucan's,  and 
on  Saturday  at  Lady  Craven's  j  and  I  dined  yef- 
terday  with  Mrs.  Southwel. 

As  to  my  looks  at  the  Academy,  I  was  not  told 
of  them;  and  as  I  remember,  I  was  very  well, 
and  I  am  well  enough  now,  and  am, 

Deareft  Lady, 

Your,  &c. 


VOL.  II.  G  LETTER 
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LETTER     CCXXXIII. 
Mrs.   THRALE    to    Dr.  JOHNSON. 

MY  DEAR  SIR,  May  9. 

W  HEN  did  I  ever  plague  you  about  contour, 
and  grace,  and  expreffion  ?  I  have  dreaded  them 
all  three  fmce  that  haplefs  day  at  Compeigne, 
when  you  teized  me  fo,  and  Mr.  Thrale  made 
what  I  hoped  would  have  proved  a  lafting  peace  ; 
but  French  ground  is  unfavourable  to  fidelity  per 
haps,  and  fo  now  you  begin  again :  after  having 
taken  five  years  breath,  you  might  have  done 
more  than  this. — Say  another  word,  and  I  will 
bring  up  afrefh  the  hiflory  of  your  exploits  at 
St.  Denys,  and  how  crofs  you  were  for  nothing — 
but  fome  how  or  other,  our  travels  never  make 
any  part  either  of  our  converfation  or  correfpon- 
derice.  I  am  willing  to  mew  myfelf  in  Southwark, 
or  in  any  place,  for  my  mafter's  pleafure  or  ad 
vantage  ;  but  have  no  prefent  conviction  that  to 
be  re-elected  would  be  advantageous,  fo  mat 
tered  a  ftate  as  his  nerves  are  in  jufl  now 

Do  not  you,  however,  fancy  for  a  moment,  that 
1  fhrink  from  fatigue  — or  defire  to  efcape  from 
doing  my  duty  ; — fpiting  one's  antagonift  is  a 
reafon  that  never  ought  to  operate,  and  never 
does  operate  with  me :  I  care  nothing  about 
a  rival  candidate's  innuendos,  I  care  only  about 
my  hufband's  health  and  fame  ;  and  if  we  find 
that  he  earneftly  wifhes  to  be  once  more  member 
for  the  Borough — he  jhall  be  member,  if  any 
thing  done  or  fuftered  by  me  will  help  to  make  him 
fo This  P and  E ,  and  all  the  inha 
bitants  of  the  Borough,  friends  and  foes,  are  per- 

fedly 


DR.  SAMUEL   JOHNSON.  83 

feftly  perfuaded  of,  whatever  they  may  fay.  I 
fhall  leave  his  daughter  governefs  when  I  quit 
Bath,  if  to  quit  it  will  be  really  wife — a  better 
can  he  never  have. 

Mrs.  Defmoulines  has  written,  as  we  fay,  od- 
di/hly ;  but  fmce  (he  afked  your  leave,  &c.  it  is 
well  enough.  The  anecdote  at  Mrs.  Ord's  is  ex 
ceeding  good : — 1  only  wifh  I  had  been  prefent  to 
hear  fuch  a  converfation.  Mr.  Fitzmaurice  is  al 
ways  civiller  both  to  you  and  me,  than  either  of 
us  deferve. — I  wonder  (as  the  phrafe  is)  what  he 
fees  in  us  ?— Not  much  politenefs  furely. 

The  Lives  will  be  admirable,  but  we  will  talk 
of  them  another  time  :  it  is  not  author's  criticifm 
ever,  or  rival's  malignity,  that  gives  lading  pain. 

Thy  tooth  is  not  fo  keen,  &c. 

One  friend's  unkindnefs  is  harder  to  bear  than 
the  wifeft,  and  jufteft,  and  harlheft  cenfures  of  all 
the  wits  and  fcholars  put  together ;  befides,  that 
the  venom  of  the  viper  is  reftorative — I  remember 
your  telling  me  once  that  Doctor  Nugent  always 
iqueezed  the  bag  into  his  bafon  of  broth  while  he 
was  fick — But  if  the  gem  a  talents,  as  the  French 
call  them,  agree  to  hate  me,  the  Methodifts  love 
you,  fays  my  dear  Mr.  Johnfon.  I  do  hope  that 
my  amiable  friend  Mrs.  Browne  does  love  me,  I 
mean  with  diftinftion ;  for  her  fweet  philanthropy 
inclines  her  to  love  and  benefit  the  whole  human 
race :  —Why  flic  mould,  however,  be  called  a 
Methodift,  you  mufl  tell — for  'tis  confidered  al 
ways  a  term  of  reproach,  I  truft,  becaufe  I  never 
yet  did  hear  that  any  one  perfon  called  himfelf  a 
Methodift.  The  lady  we  are  now  fpeakjng  of  is  a 
pious,  charitable,  peaceful  Chriftian,  who  at  thirty 
years  old,  though  elegant  in  her  perfon,  and  high 
in  health  and  fortune,  refqlved  upon  leading  a 
G  2  fmgle 
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fmgle  life,  that  (he  might  the  better  and  the  eafier 
dedicate  her  thoughts  to  God,  and  her  money  to 
fuch  of  his  poor  creatures  who  might  want  it. 
Our  theatres  in  thofe  days  were,  I  believe,  but 
coarfely  provided — and  fometimes  fuffered  fcenes 
to  be  exhibited  upon  them,  grofs  enough  to  wound 
a  delicacy  more  blunted  than  her's — fo  (he  re- 
folved  to  go  no  more  herfelf  j  and  by  uttering  her 
notions  of  ftage  immorality,  endeavoured  to  keep 
away  as  many  acquaintance  as^fhe  could.  I  heard 
her  one  evening  throw  out  a  pretty  thought,  and 
for  aught  I  can  recollect,  a  new  one  too,  concern 
ing  the  death  of  fome  gay  frilker  here  at  Bath, 
where  fuch  lives  and  fuch  deaths  are  common. 

The  clofing  hours  of  a  mere  pleafure  hunting 
mortal,  faid  (he,  remind  me  of  what  I  recoiled 
of  a  theatre  when  the  play  is  done :  all  fmoke, 
and  ftink  of  candles  ill-extinguifhed,  a  confufed 
crowd  half  lofl  in  darknefs,  with  women's  fcreams 
from  time  to  time  heard  at  the  door—  horrible  con- 
trafl  to  the  gay  mow  immediately  preceding  : — dif- 
mal  end  of  a  fabulous  reprefentation — gloomy 
conclufion  of  an  airy  and  fantaftic  dream.  Such  a 
talker  you  fee  would  not  be  eafily  dovvn'd,  as  we 
call  it,  by  my  little  whimfical  comparifon  between 
-fo'itude  and  fociety. 

Well!  but  if  you  pleafe  we  will  fpeak  ferioufly 
upon  the  fubject — for  1  had  a  grave  converfation 
with  her  about  it  again  yefterday,  on  her  exprefling 
an  earneft  wi(h  that  Mr.  Thrale  would  forego  this 
foolifn  electioneering  bufmefs,  quit  the  world  at 
once,  and  think  only  on  his  prefent  health  and  fu 
ture  hopes.  Was  every  one  to  do  fo,  Madam,  faid 
I,  upon  the  firft  attack  of  fevere  ficknefs,  would  it 
be  right  ?  befides,  that  there  are  vices  peculiar  to 
living  alone,  as  there  are  others  confequent  upon 
commercial,  or  in  any  way  tumultuous  life;  and 
I  be'i£ve  that  the  fame  intellectual  regimen  will  no 

more 
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more  fuit  all  fouls,  than  that  the  fame  diet  will 
agree  with  all  conftitutions.  Retirement,  like 
the  Sabbath,  was  made  for  man,  not  man  for  re 
tirement  ;  he  who  by  nature  or  habit  feels  him- 
felf  giddy,  wild,  and  diflipated,  woukl  be  pru 
dent  in  feeking  his  cure  from  filent  contem 
plation  ;  but  a  fullen  or  fenfual  perfon  is  likely  to 
find  fewer  incitements  to  his  favourite  crimes  in  a 
crowd. 

They  who  converfe  freely  with  reclufes,  have 
heard  ilrange  tales  of  our  arch-enemy's  diligence 
even  within  convent  walls  ;  and  though  my  dear 
Mr.  Johnfon  is  juftly  enraged  at  the  prefent  fpirit 
of  irreverent  rapacity  which  feeks  to  overthrow 
places  once  confecrated  to  religious  retirement — 
he  is,  I  believe,  himfelf  perfuaded  that  the  re 
treats  of  piety  were  often  too  flight  a  fhelter  from 
grofs  temptations  ;  and  that  many  mortals  of  each 
lex  have  retired  to  worfe  fins  than  thofe  they  left 
behind  them  in  the  world. 

The  danger  of  this  age  and  nation  is  all  on  the 
other  fide  to  be  fure— and  fo  far  I  granted  to  Mrs. 
Browne : — but  'tis  filly  to  live  like  the  one-eyed 
doe  in  little  Sufan's  fable-book,  without  knowing 
there  is  alfo  danger  on  the  other. 

So  here  is  a  counterpart  to  the  famous  fellow 
who  made  himfeif  immortal,  by  reading  a  mili 
tary  lecture  to  Hannibal ;  yet  I  really  repent  no 
part  of  the  converfation  or  letter — and  am  almoft 
fure  you  will  approve  the  fentiments. 

Shall  we  have  fome  chat  about  the  Lives  now  ? 
that  of  Blackmore  will  be  very  entertaining  I  dare 
fay,  and  he  will  be  refcued  from  the  old  wits  who 
worried  him,  much  to  your  difliking :  fo  a  little 
for  love  of  his  Chriftianity,  a  little  for  love  of 
his  phyfick,  a  little  for  love  of  his  courage — and 
a  little  for  love  of  contradiction,  you  will  fave 
him  from  his  malevolent  criticks,  and  perhaps  do 

him 
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him  the  honour  to  devour  him  yourfelf — as  a  lion  ^ 
is  faid  to  take  a  great  bull  now  and  then  from  the 
wolves  which  had  fallen  upon  him  in  the  defert, 
and  gravely  eat  him  up  for  his  own  dinner. 

Here  mufl  end  our  correfpondence  for  a  while. 
Let  me  fee  you  at  the  Borough-houfe  as  foon  as  I 
get  there  :  every  body  fays  I  muft  come  up  di 
rectly,  and  my  mafter  urges  me,  and  1  am  going 
to  arrange  matters  for  my  departure. — If  I  pofleis 
any  of  the  wonderful  powers  you  compliment  me 
with,  let  me  exert  them  now.  Dear  Sir  Philip 
will  lend  me  his  valuable  affiftance  it  will  not  on 
this  occafion  be  ///valuable,  refpe&ed  as  he  is  by 
his  own  party.  Here  are  letters  come  to  call  me 
to  London — and  they  mall  not  find  me  dilatory 
now,  nor  lazy  when  I  am  arrived.  Pray  meet 
me,  and  add  your  counfel  to  our  activity. 

Mrs.  D will  be  my  douce  compagne  upon  the 

occafion,  and  every  friend  will  buftle  for  poor 
dear  Mr.  Thrale  this  one  time  more!  He  (hall,  fay 
you,  buftle  for  himfelf  the  next  time,  and  need 
none  of  us.  Well,  fo  he  mall  for  aught  I  know  ; 
he  is  quite  pert  to-day,  and  fo  is 

Your  ever  faithful,  and 
obliged  fervant, 


H.  L.    THRALE. 
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LETTER    CCXXX1V. 
To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 


Bolt  court,  Fleet-ftrcet, 
DEAR  MADAM,  London,  May  9,  1780. 

1  H I S  morning  brought  me  the  honour  of  a 
vifit  from  Sir  Philip,  who  has  been  to  furvey 
Streatham,  and  thinks  it  will  be  long  before  you 
can  return  thither ;  which  he  confiders  as  a  lofs 
to  himfelf  of  many  pleafant  days  which  your  re- 
fidence  might  have  afforded.  We  then  talked 

about  our  miftrefs,  and ;  and  Ifaid  you 

had  moft  wit,  and  moft  literature. 

Mr.  Evans  brought  me  your  letter,  to  which  I 
had  already  fent  the  anfwer  ;  nor  have  I  any  thing 
to  add,  but  that  the  more  I  reflect,  and  the  mere 
I  hear,  the  more  I  am  convinced  of  the  neceflity 
of  your  prefence.  Your  adverfaries  will  be  for 
ever  faying,  that  you  defpair  of  fuccefs,  or  dif- 
dain  to  obtain  it  by  the  ufual  folicitation.  Either 
of  thefe  fuppofitions  generally  received  ruins  your 
intereft,  and  your  appearance  confutes  both. 

Cette  Anne  fi  belle, 
Qu'on  vante  fi  fort, 
Pourquoi  ne  vient  t'elle, 
Vraiment  elle  a  tort. 

While  you  (lay  away  your  friends  have  no  an- 
fwer  to  give. 

Mr.  P •,  as  I  fuppofe  you  know,  has 

refufed  to  join  with  H ,  and  is   thought 

to  be  in  more  danger  than  Mr.  Thrale. 

Of 
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Of *s  letter,  I  would  have  you  not 

take  any  notice ;  he  is  a  man  of  no  character. 

My  Lives  creep  on.  I  have  done  Addifon, 
Prior,  Rowe,  Granville,  Sheffield,  Collins,  Pitt, 
and  almoft  Fenton.  I  defign  to  take  Congreve 
next  into  my  hand.  I  hope  to  have  done  be 
fore  you  can  come  home,  and  then  whither  mail 

I  go? 

What  comes  of  my  dear,  fweet,  charming, 
lovely,  pretty,  little  Queeney's  learning  ?  This 
is  a  fad  long  interruption,  and  the  wicked 
world  will  make  us  no  allowance,  but  will  call 

Lady  Lucan  fays,  fhe  hears  Queeney  is  won 
derfully  accomplilhed,  and  I  did  not  fpeak  ill  of 
her. 

Did  I  tell  you  that  Scot  and  Jones  both  of 
fer  themfelves  to  reprefent  the  Univerfity  in  the 
place  of  Sir  Roger  Newdigate.  They  are  flrug- 
gling  hard  for  what  others  think  neither  of  them 
will  obtain. 

I  am  not  grown  fat.  I  did  thrive  a  little,  but 
I  checked  the  pernicious  growth,  and  am  now 
fmall  as  before. 


D*.    SAMUEL   JOHNSON.         89 

LETTER    CCXXXV. 
To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  May  23,  1780. 

JL  O  U  R  letter  told  me  all  the  good  news.  Mr. 
Thrale  well,  Queeney  good,  and  yourfelf  not  fo 
ill  but  that  you  know  how  to  be  made  well  ;  and 
now  -  is  gone,  you  have  the  fole  and  un 
divided  empire  of  Bath  ;  and  you  talk  to  many 
whom  you  cannot  make  wifer,  and  enjoy  the 
foolifh  face  of  praife. 

But  --  and  you  have  had,  with  all  your 
adulations,  nothing  finer  faid  of  you  than  was 
faid  laft  Saturday  night  of  Burke  and  me.  We 
were  at  the  Bifhop  of  ---  Js,  a  bimop  little 
better  than  your  bimop  ;  and  towards  twelve  we 
fell  into  talk,  to  which  the  ladies  liftened,  juft  as 
they  do  to  you  ;  and  faid,  as  I  heard,  there  is  no 
rifing  unlefs  fomebody  will  cryjire, 

I  was  lait  night  at  Mifs  Monkton's  ;  and  there 
were  Lady  Craven  and  Lady  Cranburne,  and  many 
ladies  and  few  men.  Next  Saturday  I  am  to  be 
at  Mr.  Pepys's,  and  in  the  intermediate  time  am 
to  provide  for  myfelf  as  I  can. 

You  cannot  think  how  doggedly  I  left  your 
houfe  on  Friday  morning,  and  yet  Mrs.  Abbefs 
gave  me  fome  mufhrooms  ;  but  what  are  mum- 
rooms  without  my  miftrefs  ? 

My  matter  has  feen  his  hand-bill  ;  will  he  ftand 
to  it  ?  1  have  not  heard  a  word  from  the  Borough 
fmce  you  went  away. 
' 


Dr. 
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Dr.  Taylor  is  coming  haftily  to  town,  that  he 
may  drive  his  lawfuit  forward.  He  feems  to  think 
hirafelf  very  well.  This  lawfuit  will  keep  him  in 
exercife,  and  exercife  will  keep  him  well.  It  is 
to  be  wiflied  that  the  law  may  double  its  delays. 
If  Dr.  Wilfon  dies,  he  will  take  St.  Margaret's, 
and  then  he  will  have  the  buftle  of  the  parifh  to 
amufe  him.  I  expect  him  every  day. 

I  am,  dear  Lady, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    CCXXXVI. 
Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E  to  DR.  JOHNSON. 

DEAR  SIR,  May. 

1  AM  glad  my  letter  was  fo  good  a  one.  I  can 
certainly  fay  nothing  too  good  of  Mr.  Thrale,  for 
feemingly  pleafed  that  I  had  done  what  it  is  was 
my  indifpenfable  duty  to  do,  or  of  his  daughter 
for  behaving  fo  fweetly  in  my  abfence.  We  found 
engagements  out  of  number  to  be  complied  with  ; 
the  ftrft  was  a  conceit  at  the  Dean  of  Ofibry's  (I 
like  his  lady  violently),  and  that  vexed  me,  be- 
caufe  my  looks  were  not  recovered  ;  and  fo  I 
(hone  at  the  Crejcent  like  a  pale  moon  indeed. 

Here  is  every  thing  in  this  pretty  town  of  Bath 
— every  thing  pofiible ;  good  and  bad,  for  what  I 

fee. 
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fee.     Did  we  tell  you  when  we  were  in  London 
the  other  day,  how  Mifs  Burney  picked  up  a  fe 
male  infidel  one  morning,  and  bid  her  read  Raffe- 
las  ;  and   how  I  lighted  on  a  fanatick,  and  bid 
her  read  Raffelas  ?  Perhaps  not,  for  you  only  call 
fuch  intelligence  flattery ;  though  the  London  wits 
beat  us  at  that  too,  when  they  talk  of  crying  fire 
in  the  ftreet,  that  they  may  break  up  a  conver- 
fation   which   would  otherwife    engage  them  till 
next  day.     All  this,  however,  we  let  on  one  fide 
during  the  election  hurry.     My  mafler  will  ftand 
to  his  hand-bill ;  he  likes  it :  and  I  like  exceeding 
ly  your  fullen    reruoval  from   the  round   tower, 
where  mumrooms  would  almoft  grow  of  them- 
felves  now,  the  weather  is  getting  fo  hot.     Our 
flagftones  upon  the  South  Parade  burn  one's  feet 
through  one's  {hoes  ;  but  the  Bath  belles,  fearlefs 
of  fire  ordeal^  trip  about,  fecure  in  cork  foles  and 
a  clear  confcience.     I  wifh  though,  that  you  would 
put  in  a  word  of  your  own  to  Mr.  Thrale  about 
eating  lefs ;  for  he  will  mind  you  more  than  us, 
and  his  too  great  fpirits  at  this  moment  fright  me. 
Oh,  here  comes  Dr.  Moyfey,  to  talk  about  Whig 
and  Tory,  and  the  reign  of  King  Charles  the  Se 
cond  ;  how  that  flyle  of  converfation  does  wear 
one  out,  efpecially  from  a  profeflional  man,  and 
when  one  is  wiihing  to  bring  forward  a  fubjecl 
really  interefting.     It  would  be  a  choice  comfort 
to  me  if  the  people  would  agree  to  hate  dilfention, 
and  love  one  another,  and  mind  their  bufinefs, 
and  hang  the  politicks.      I  am  fure  I  had  plague 
enough  with  fuch  fluff  at  the  Borough,  no  need  to 
be  purfued  with  it  here.     Talk  to  Lawrence  if 
you  can  commodioufly,  and  let  me  know  the  re- 
lult — 7  think  the   one  glafs  of  water  which  you, 
fcorn  fo  has  an  effeft,  and  that  effeft  not  a  good 
one it  gives  dizzinefs  ;  but  there  is  no  imme 
diate  harm  coming,  our  Doctors  fay. 

How 
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How  does  Congreve's  life  turn  out  ?  Tell  me 
all  the  news.  I  would  not  wifh  you  to  be  too  much 
flattered :  milk  itfelf,  when  injected  into  the  veins, 
is  poifon,  the  wife  men  fay  ;  fo  if  adulation  mould 
deforced  upon  you,  cry  out,  or  run  away  to  me, 
or  any  thing  ;  but  I  expect  thefe  Lives  to  be  very 
clever  things  after  all,  take  as  little  pains  with 
them  as  you  can  :  we  will  have  all  the  great  profe 
writers  fome  time,  and  then  I  mail  be  zealous  for 
Bacon. 

Mean  time,  Heaven  fend  this  Southwark  elec 
tion  fafe,  for  a  diiappointment  would  half  kill  my 
hufband  ;  and  there  is  no  comfort  in  tiring  every 
friend  to  death  in  fuch  a  manner,  and  lofmg  the 
town  at  lafl.  How  charmingly  kind  that  dear 
Mr.  Devaynes  behaved.  Well !  it  was  really 
clever  management  to  carry  Sir  Philip  and  him 
about  together  fo,  at  a  time  when  they  difagreed 
concerning  every  fubjecl  except  ferving  me  ;  and 
how  exceffively  agreeable  they  made  themfelves 
that  day  we  dined  in  St.  John's  !  and  how  fweet  it 
was  to  fee  them  united  clofely  in  a  caufe  of  private 
friendfhip !  All  my  doings,  fays  your  boaflful  mif- 
trefs :  but  I  know  that  water,  though  the  mofl  in- 
iipid  of  all  bodies,  is  the  only  thing  which  gives 
cohefion  to  every  other,  and  which  alone  can  unite 
the  moft  heterogeneous  fubftances. 

I  have  no  care  about  enjoying  undivided  em 
pire,  nor  any  thoughts  of  difputing  it  with  Mrs. 

.  She  coniiders  her  title  as  indifputable 

moft  probably,  though  I  am  fure  1  never  heard 
her  urge  it.  Queen  Elizabeth,  you  remember, 

•would  not  fuffer  bier's  to  be  enquired  into and 

1  have  read  lomewhere  that  the  Great  Mogul  is 
never  crowned. 

How  mall  I  till  up  the  other  fide  of  the  meet  ? 
With  a  date,  if  you  pleafe ;  but  it  will,  upon  re- 

confideration, 
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confideration,  reach  but  a  little  way,  fo  we  had 
as  good  finifli  here,  and  fay  how  much 

I  am,  &c. 

H.  L.  THRALE. 


I  have  got  fome  new  matter  ;  Burney  has  juft 
(hewn  me  a  fine  letter  from  a  fine  letter-writer, 
all  about  you,  requeuing  one  body  to  requeft  an 
other  body  to  requeft  of  you,  that  you  will  read 
a  manufcript  play  compofed  by  I  know  not  who  : 
the  fears,  and  delicacies,  and  daintifications  of 
whom  filled  four  fides  of  a  folio  paper.  I  looked 
grave,  and  thought  how  diligently  you  would  pe- 
rufe  it,  how  hard  you  would  fludy  it,  and  what 
marginal  notes  you  would  make — for  though  they 
don't  infift  on  criticifm,  they'll  admit  it.  So 
much  for  them  ;  but  I  have  ufed  Mrs.  Byrom  very 
ill  in  not  naming  her  to  you,  when  her  partiality 
is  fuch,  that  me  quarrelled  with  a  friend  for  de 
nying  you  elegance  of  manner  here  one  day,  though 
the  lady  had  really  granted  you  in  the  courfe  of 
conversation  almoft  every  other  attainable  excel 
lence:  but  now  that  Mr.  Tafker  has  compared  you 
to  Venus,  we  will  wonder  at  nothing. 

A-propos  to  gallantry,  here  is  a  gentleman 
hooted  out  of  Bath  for  mewing  a  lady's  love  let 
ters  to  him  ;  and  fuch  is  the  refentment  of  all  the 
females,  that  even  the  houfe-maid  refufed  to 
make  his  bed.  I  think  them  perfectly  right,  as 
he  has  broken  all  the  common  ties  of  fociety ; 

and 


and  if  he  were  to  deep  on  draw  for  half  a  year 
inflead  of  our  old  favourites  the  Capuchin  friars, 
it  would  do  him  no  harm,  and  fet  the  men  a  good 
example. 

Adieu,  Dear  Sir,  all  goes  pretty  well  with  us  ; 
but  do  fpeak  to  Dr.  Lawrence  about  that  verti 
ginous  fenfation  which  I  fancy  is  occafioned  by 
the  water.  We  heard  of  it  only  once  though. 


LETTER    CCXXXVII. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM, 


H 


.ERE  has  been  Dr.  Lawrence  with  me,  and 
I  mowed  him  your  letter;  and  you  may  eafily 
believe  we  had  fome  talk  about  my  mafter.  He 
laid,  however,  little  that  was  new,  except  this, 
which  is  of  great  importance,  that  if  ever  he  feels 
any  uncommon  fenfation  in  his  head,  fuch  as, 
heavinefs,  pain,  or  noife,  or  giddinefs,  he  mould 
have  immediate  recourfe  to  fome  evacuation,  and 
thinks  a  cathartick  mofl  eligible.  He  told  me  a 
cafe  of  a  lady,  who  faid  (he  felt  a  dizzinefs,  and 
would  bleed ;  to  bleed,  however,  me  neglected, 
and  in  a  few  days  the  dizzinefs  became  an  apo 
plexy.  He  fays,  but  do  not  tell  it,  that  the  ufe 
of  Bath  water,  as  far  as  it  did  any  thing,  did  mil- 
chief.  He  preffes  abftinence  very  ftrongly,  as 
that  which  mufl  do  all  that  can  be  done  ;  and  re* 

commends 
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commends  the  exercife  of  walking,  as  tending 
more  to  extenuation  than  that  of  riding. 

has  let  out  another  pound  of  blood,  and 

is  come  to  town,  brifk  and  vigorous,  fierce  and 
fell,  to  drive  on  his  lawfuit.  Nothing  in  all  life 
now  can  be  more  profligater  than  what  he  is ;  'and 
if,  in  cafe,  that  fo  be,  that  they  perfift  for  to  refill 
him,  he  is  refolved  not  to  fpare  no  money,  nor 
no  time.  He  is,  I  believe,  thundering  away.  His 
folicitor  has  turned  him  off;  and  I  think  it  not 
unlikely  that  he  will  tire  his  lawyers.  But  now 
don't  you  talk. 

My  dear  Queeny,  what  a  good  girl  flie  is.  Pray 
write  to  me  aBout  her,  and  let  me  know  her  pro- 
grefs  in  the  world.  Bath  is  a  good  place  for  the 
initiation  of  a  young  lady.  She  can  neither  be 
come  negligent  for  want  of  obfervers,  as  in  the 
country ;  nor  by  the  imagination  that  fhe  lies  con 
cealed  in  the  crowd,  as  in  London.  Lady  Lucan 
told  me,  between  ourfelves,  how  much  (he  had 
heard  of  Queeny's  accomplifhments ;  fhe  mull 
therefore  now  be  careful,  fince  fhe  begins  to  have 
the  public  eye  upon  her. 

A  lady  has  fent  me  a  vial,  like  Mrs.  Nefbit's 
vial,  of  eflfence  of  rofes.  What  am  I  come  to  ? 

Congreve,  whom  I  difpatched  at  the  Borough 
while  I  was  attending  the  election,  is  one  of  the 
belt  of  the  little  lives ;  but  then  I  had  your  con- 
verfation. 

You  feem  to  fufpecl:  that  I  think  you  too  earneft 
about  the  fuccefs  of  your  felicitation  :  if  I  gave 
you  any  reafon  for  that  fufpicion,  it  was  without 
intention.  It  would  be  with  great  difcontent  that 
I  mould  fee  Mr.  Thrale  decline  the  reprefentation 
of  the  Borough,  and  with  much  greater  mould  I 
fee  him  ejected.  To  fit  in  Parliament  for  South- 
wark,  is  the  highefl  honour  that  his  flation  per 
mits  him  to  attain ;  and  his  ambition  to  attain  it5 

is 


96        LETTERS  TO   AND    FROM 

is  furely  rational  and  laudable.  I  will  not  fay 
that  for  an  honeft  man  to  ftruggle  for  a  vote  in 
the  legiflature,  at  a  time  when  honefl  votes  are  fo 
much  wanted,  is  abfolutely  a  duty,  but  it  is  fure 
ly  an  aft  of  virtue.  The  expence,  if  it  was  more 
I  iriould  wifh  him  to  defpife.  Money  is  made  for 
fuch  purpofes  as  this.  And  the  method  to  which 
the  trade  is  now  brought,  will,  I  hope,  fave  him 
from  any  want  of  what  he  mail  now  fpend. 

Keep  Mr.  Thrale  well,  and  make  him  keep 
himfelf  well,  and  put  all  other  care  out  of  your 
dear  head. 

Sir  Edward  Littleton's  bufmefs  with  me  was  to 
know  the  character  of  a  candidate  for  a  fchool  at 
Brewood  in  Staffordfhire  ;  to  which,  I  think,  there 
are  feventeen  pretenders. 

Do  not  I  tell  you  every  thing  ?  what  wouldft 
thou  more  of  man  ?  It  will,  I  fancy,  be  necefia- 
ry  for  you  to  come  up  once  again  at  leaft,  to  fix 
your  friends  and  terrify  your  enemies.  Take  care 
to  be  informed,  as  you  can,  of  the  ebb  or  flow  of 
your  intereft ;  and  do  not  lofe  at  Capua  the  vic 
tory  of  Cannae.  I  hope  I  need  not  tell  you,  dear 
Madam,  that 

I  am, 

Thurfday    May  25,   1780. 
No.  8.  Bolt-court,  Fleet-ftreet,  London. 

Look  at  this,  and  learn. 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCXXXVIII.        ... 
To    Mr.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR    SIR,  London,  May  30,  1 780. 

JL  OU  never  defired  me  to  write  to  you,  and 
therefore  cannot  take  it  amifs  that  I  have  never 
written.  I  once  began  a  letter,  in  which  I  intend 
ed  to  exhort  you  to  refolute  abftinence ;  but  I 
rejoice  now  that  I  never  fent,  nor  troubled  you 
with  advice  which  you  do  not  want.  The  advice 
that  is  wanted  is  commonly  unwelcome,  and  that 
which  is  not  wanted  is  evidently  impertinent. 

The  accounts  of  your  health,  and  of  your  cau 
tion,  with  which  I  am  furnifhed  by  my  miftrefs, 
are  juft  fuch  as  would  be  wifhed,  and  I  congratu 
late  you  on  your  power  over  yourfelf,  and  on  the 
fuccefs  with  which  the  exercile  of  that  power  has 
been  hitherto  rewarded.  Do  not  remit  your 
care  ;  for  in  your  condition  it  is  certain,  that  fe- 
curity  will  produce  danger. 

You  always  ufed  to  tell  me,  that  we  could  ne 
ver  eat  too  little ;  the  time  is  now  come  to  both 
of  us,  in  which  your  pofition  is  verified.  I  am 
really  better  than  I  have  been  for  twenty  years 
paft  ;  and  if  you  perfift  in  your  prefent  laudable 
practice,  you  may  live  to  tell  your  great  grand 
children  the  advantages  of  abftinence. 

I  have  been  fo  idle,  that  I  know  not  when  I 
mall  get  either  to  you,  or  to  any  other  place  ;  for 
my  resolution  is  to  ftay  here  till  the  work  is 
finimed,  unlefs  fome  call  more  preffing  than  I 
think  likely  to  happen  fhould  fummon  me  away. 

VOL.  II.  H  Taylor, 
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Taylor,  who  is  gone  away  brifk  and  jolly,  afked 
me  when  I  would  come  to  him,  but  1  could  not 
tell  him.  I  hope,  however,  to  fee  (landing  corn 
in  fome  part  of  the  earth  this  Summer,  but  I 
mall  hardly  fmell  hay,  or  fuck  clover  flowers. 


I  am, 


LETTER     CCXXX1X. 
To  Mrs.   T  H  R  A  L  E. 


Y. 


O  U  miflake  about  Dr.  Taylor's  claim  upon 
the  Abbey  ;  the  prebends  are  equal,  but  the  fenior 
prebendary  has  his  choice  of  the  livings  that  are 
in  the  gift  of  the  chapter,  of  which  St.  Margaret's 
is  one;  which  if  Wilfon  dies,  he  may  take  if  he 
pleafes.  He  went  home  lufly  and  flout ;  having 
buflled  ably  about  his  lawfuit,  which  at  lafl,  i 
think,  he  will  not  get. 

Mr.  Thrale,  you  lay,  was  pleafed  to  find  that  I 
wifh  him  well ;  which  feems  therefore  to  be  anew 
difcovery.  I  hoped  he  had  known  for  many  a 
year  part  that  nobody  can  wifh  him  better.  It  is 
flrange  to  find  that  fo  many  have  heard  of  his 
ficlitious  rclapfe,  and  fo  few  of  his  continual  re 
covery. 

And  you  think  to  run  me  down  v.'ith  the  Bifhop  and 
Mrs.  Carter,  and  Sir  James  j  and  1  know  not  whe 
ther 
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ther  you  may  not  win  a  heat,  now  the  town  grows 
empty.  Mrs.  Vefey  fufpecls  ftill  that  I  do  not  love 
them  fmce  tbatjfatmage.  But  I  buftle  pretty  well, 
and  (hew  myfelf  here  and  there,  and  do  not  like 
to  be  quite  loft.  However,  I  have  as  many  invi 
tations  to  the  country  as  you ;  and  I  do  Tiot  mind 
your  breakfafts,  nor  your  evenings. 

Langton  is  gone  to  be  an  engineer  at  Chatham; 
and  I  fuppofe  you  know  that  Jones  and  Scot  op- 
pofe  each  other  for  what  neither  will  have. 

If  Mr.  Thrale  at  all  remits  his  vigilance,  let 
the  Doctor  loofe  upon  him.  While  he  is  watch 
ed  he  may  be  kept  from  mifchief,  but  he  never 
can  be  fafe  without  a  rule ;  and  no  rule  will  he 
find  equal  to  that  which  has  been  fo  often  men 
tioned,  of  an  alternate  diet ;  in  which,  at  leaft  in 
this  feafon  of  vegetation,  there  is  neither  difficulty 
nor  hardfhip. 

I  am,  deareft  Madam, 
Your,  &c. 

London,  No.  8.  Bolt-court*  Fleet-ftreet, 
June  6,  1780. 

Mind  this,  and  tell  Queeney. 


H  2  LETTER 
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LETTER     CCXL. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 


DEAR    MADAM,  London,  June  9,    1780. 

T. 
O  the  queftion,  Who  was  imprefied  with  con- 

flernation  ?  it  may  "with  great  truth  be  anfwered, 
that  every  body  was  imprefled,  for  nobody  was 
lure  of  his  fafety. 

On  Friday  the  good  Proteftants  met  in  St. 
George's  Fields,  at  the  fummons  of  Lord  George 
Gordon,  and  marching  to  Weftminfter,  infulted 
the  Lords  and  Commons,  who  all  bore  it  with 
great  tamenefs.  At  night  the  outrages  began  by  the 
demolition  of  the  mafs-houfe  by  Lincoln's  Inn. 

An  exact  journal  of  a  week's  defiance  of  go 
vernment  I  cannot  give  you.  On  Monday,  Mr. 
Strahan,  who  had  been  infulted,  fpoke  to  Lord 
Mansfield,  who  had  I  think  been  infulted  too,  of  the 
licentioufnefs  of  the  populace  j  and  his  Lordfhip 
treated  it  as  a  very  flight  irregularity.  On  Tuef- 
day  night  they  pulled  down  Fielding's  houfe,  and 
burnt  his  goods  in  the  ftreet.  They  had1  gutted 
on  Monday  Sir  George  Savile's  houfe,  but  the 
building  was  faved.  On  Tuefday  evening,  leav 
ing  Fielding's  ruins,  they  went  to  Newgate  to 
demand  their  companions  who  had  been  feized 
demolifhing  the  chapel.  The  keeper  could  not 
releafe  them  but  by  the  Mayor's  permiflion,  which 
.he  went  to  afk  ;  at  his  return  he  found  all  the  pri- 
foners  releafed,  and  Newgate  in  a  blaze.  They 
then  went  to  Bloomfbury  and  fattened  upon 
Lord  Mansfield's  houfe,  which  they  pulled  down; 

and 
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and  as  for  his  goods,  they  totally  burnt  them. 
They  have  fmce  gone  to  Cane-wood,  but  a  guard 
was  there  before  them.  They  plundered  fome 
Papifts,  I  think,  and  burnt  a  mafs-houfe  in  Moor- 
tields  the  fame  night. 

On  Wednefday  1  walked  with  Dr.  Scot  to  look 
at  Newgate,  and  found  it  in  ruins,  with  the  fire 
yet  glowing.  As  I  went  by,  the  Proteftants  were 
plundering  the  Sellions-houfe  at  the  Old  Bailey. 
There  were  not,  i  believe,  a  hundred  ;  but  they 
did  their  work  at  leilure,  in  full  fecurity,  without 
fentinsls,  without  trepidation,  as  men  lawfully 
employed,  in  full  day.  Such  is  the  cowardice  of 
a  commercial  place.  On  Wednefday  they  broke 
open  the  Fleet,  and  the  King's-bench,  and  the 
Marfhalfea,  and  Woodflreet-counter,  and  Clerk- 
enwell  Bridewell,  and  releafed  all  the  prifoners. 

At  night  they  fet  fire  to  the  Fleet,  and  to  the 
King's-bench,  and  I  know  not  how  many  other 
places  ;  and  one  might  fee  the  glare  of  conflagra 
tion  fill  the  fky  from  many  parts.  The  fight  was 
dreadful.  Some  people  were  threatened ;  Mr. 
Strahan  advifed  me  to  take  care  of  myfelf.  Such 
a  time  of  terror  you  have  been  happy  in  not  fee 
ing. 

The  King  faid  in  council,  that  the  magiftrates 
had  not  done  their  duty,  but  that  he  would  do 
his  own ;  and  a  proclamation  was  publimed,  di- 
refting  us  to  keep  our  fervants  within  doors,  as 
the  peace  was  now  to  be  preferved  by  force.  The 
foldiers  were  fent  out  to  different  parts,  and  the 
town  is  now  at  quiet. 

What  has  happened  at  your  houfe  you  will 
know,  the  harm  is  only  a  few  butts  of  beer ;  and 
I  think  you  may  be  fure  that  the  danger  is  over. 
There  is  a  body  of  foldiers  at  St.  Margaret's 
Hill. 

Of 
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Of  Mr.  Tyfon  I  know  nothing,  nor  can  guefs 
to  what  he  can  allude  j  but  I  know  that  a  young 
fellow  of  little  more  than  feventy,  is  naturally  an 
unrefifted  conqueror  of  hearts. 

Pray  tell  Mr.  Thrale  that  1  live  here  and  have 
ho  fruit,  and  if  he  does  not  interpofe,  am  not 
likely  to  have  much  ;  but  I  think  he  might  as 
well  give  me  a  little,  as  give  all  to  the  gardener. 

Pray  make  my  compliments  to  Queeney  and 
Burney. 


I  am, 


LETTER    CCXLI. 

Mrs.   THRALE    to   Dr.    JOHNSON. 

Bath,  3  o'Clock  on  Saturday  morning, 
June  10,   1780. 

v-/H,  my  Dear  Sir!  was  I  ever  particular  in 
dating  a  letter  before  ?  and  is  this  a  time  to  begin 
to  be  particular  when  I  ;have  been  up  all  night  in 
trembling  agitation,  and  only  write  now  to  drive 
time  forward  till  the  poft  comes  in  ? — God  pre- 
ferve  the  future  fortunes  of  my  dear  girls,  1  am 
expecting  their  doom  every  inflant :  now  am  I 
glad  the  Welch  eflate  is  not  fettled — one  muft  find 

fomething 
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fomething  to  be  glad  of;  and  thefe  barbarous  be 
ings  cannot  burn  up  fields  of  gfafs  nor  forefls  of 
timber.  Mifs  Burney  is  frighted,  but  (he  fays 
better  times  will  come  ;  (he  made  me  date  my 
letter  fo,  and  perfifts  in  hoping  that  ten  years 
hence  we  (hall  all  three  read  it  over  together  and 
be  merry.'  Oh,  no,  no,  no  !  here  is  poor  profpecl 
of  merriment ;  the  flames  of  the  Romifh  chapel 
are  not  yet  extinguifhed,  and  the  rioters  are  going 
to  Briftol  to  burn  that.  Their  mouts  are  ftill  in 
my  ears;  arid  I  do  not  believe  a  dog  or  cat  in 
the  town  fleeps  this  night.  Mr.  Thrale  feems 
thunderflricken,  he  don't  mind  any  thing ;  and 
Queeney's  curiofity  is  ftronger  than  her  fears. 
But  perhaps  you  will  a(k,  who  is  confternatcd?  a$ 
you  did  about  the  French  invafion  :  furely  there 
is  nothing  pedantick  in  exprefling  fear  now  how 
ever,  nor  nothing  very  romantick  in  feeling  it, 
when,  for  aught  I  can  tell,  our  property  will  be 
deftroyed  to-night,  and  our  perfons  purfued  to 
morrow.  The  mob  had  always  an  idea  of  my 
hufband's  being  a  concealed  Papift,  and  they  ufed 
to  fay  that  we  kept  a  prieft  in  the  houfe. 

I  remember  at  one  election,  a  fellow  reproach 
ing  another  for  being  Mr.  Thrale's  friend  ;  and 
calling  out  to  him,  what,  you  are  to  be  made  a 
cardinal,  an't  you,  forfcruing  Popijh  Harry  ?  and 
this  new  bufmefs  of  the  Quebeck  bill  has  given 
them  frefh  alarm. 

Trifles,  light  as  ah",  are  to  the  jealous 
Confummation  ftrong,  as  proofs  of  holy  writ, 

fays  Shakefpear  ;  and  when  much  wifer  men  than 
an  election-mob  is  likely  to  confift  of,  once  take 
up  an  hypothefis,  they  are  fure  to  make  all  com 
mon  fenfe  and  plain  experience  bend  to  it.  Like 

the 
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the  iron  bed  of  the  tyrant  Procruftes,  who  ftretch- 
ed  thofe  who  were  too  fhort,  and  lopped  thole 
that  were  too  long,  till  he  made  them  fit. 

Oh,  would  to  heaven  thefe  letters  would  but 
corns !  fome  hope  I  have  in  Perkins's  ability  and 
diligence,  fome  in  our  dear  Sir  Philip's  ever 
friendly  care.  God  preferve  their  lives  for  fami 
lies  which  adore  them.  May  they  but  fave  my 
children's  fortunes  from  a  deftrudion  fo  little  ex- 
pefted. 

The  mad  fools  here  hooted  a  poor  inoffenfive 
man  till  he  fcampered  over  the  wall,  and  faid  they 
were  fure  he  muft  be  the  Pope,  becaufe  he  lodg 
ed  on  St.  James's  Parade,  and  had  a  night-gown 
with  gold  flowers  in  it. 

Such  ideots  !  but  I  have  a  better  ftory  than  that. 
When  the  foldiers  were  fent  for  three  hours  ago, 
a  fhopkeeper's  wife  very  ttflfely  faid  to  me,  Why 
now,  Ma'am,  I  begins  to  find  what  fools  we  were 
when  we  made  fuch  a  piece  of  work  one  election 
year,  and  faid  that  no  foldiers  mould  come  in 
the  town,  'caufe  we  were  free  Britons.  Why, 
Lord  have  mercy,  it  was  a  great  deal  a  better 
maxim  to  fleep  fafe  in  our  beds,  than  be  free  Bri 
tons  and  burned  to  death. 

So  Toryifm  and  martial  law,  and  (landing  ar 
mies  for  ever  ;  and  when  the  Papifls  are  all  burn 
ed,  and  the  Proteftants  all  hanged  for  burning 
them,  the  Jews  may  jump  for  joy.  I  think  no 
one  elfe  can  be  pleafed. 

Here  come  the  letters  ;  fafe,  fafe,  fafe.  Sir 
Philip,  kind  creature,  has  been  more  than  charm 
ing  ;  he  has  faved  us  all  by  his  friendly  activity — 
God  blefs  him — Do  go  to  his  houfe,  and  thank 
him  ;  pray  do,  and  tell  him  how  I  love  him  — he 
loves  you  :  and  a  vifit  from  Doctor  Johnfon  will 
be  worth  forty  letters  from  me,  though  I  mail 
write  inftantly. 

Perkins 
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Perkins  has  behaved  like  an  emperor,  and  'tis 
my  earned  wifli  and  deiire,  command  if  you  pleafe 
to  call  it  fo,  that  you  will  go  over  to  the  brew- 
houfe  and  exprefs  your  fenie  of  his  good  beha 
viour. 

All  is  over  fo  far,  blefied  be  God:  but  Mr. 
Thrale  is  fcarcely  in  fecurity  here,  for  the  rioters 
have  flrange  ideas  about  his  Papifm  fome  how — 
We  will  move  off  therefore,  and  finifh  our  Sum 
mer  at  Brighthelmftone,  where  I  truft  there  is 
peace  and  quietnefs  ;  and  if  not,  why  the  fea  and 
the  packet  are  at  hand.  Mean  time,  let  us  pray 
to  be  delivered  alike  from  the  dangers  of  defpo- 
tifm  and  anarchy.  The  miniature  I  have  feen 
gives  me  a  perfect  idea  of  what  you  in  London 
have  been  witnefs  to  — but  here  will  be  no  camps 
they  fay,  and  in  town  we  have  been  told  all  peo 
ple  are  putting  immediately  under  martial  law. 

So  farewell,  and  direct  to  Suflex  after  to-mor 
row  ;  and  let  us  hope  thefe  horrors  are  nearly  at 
an  end.  Was  not  there  an  infurre&ion  once  in 
Henry  VHIth's  time  fomething  like  this  ?  when 
foreigners,  of  whatever  religion  or  country  they 
might  be,  became  victims  to  the  fury  of  a  mif- 
governed  multitude ;  many  of  which  were  hanged 
afterwards  for  burning  the  property  of  aliens,  as 
they  were  then  phraied  ?  I  think  the  flory  is  in 
one  of  our  old  folios  at  Streatham,  and  that  the 
rioters  proceeded  exactly  like  thofe  of  the  prefent 
day.  'Tis  one  of  thofe  fevers  perhaps  which  fome 
conftitutions  are  fubjeft  to,  and  in  a  couple  more 
centuries  we  mail  have  fuch  another  (hock  to  re 
cover  from.  Mean  time  I  (hall  not  go  to  bed,  be- 
caufe  my  mind  is  too  much  agitated ;  but  as  foon 
as  this  letter  is  folded  up,  the  cold  bath  mall  fteady 
my  nerves  a  little  for  packing  my  trunks,  and 
carrying  the  family  acrofs  thefe  country  roads 

where 
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where  lead  confufion  may  be  expelled,  and  we 
will  get  to  the  feafide  at  Portfmouth,  and  fo  coaft 
away  to  our  old  quarters. 

The  word  is,  it  will,  before  your  letters  reach 
me,  be  a  full  fortnight  at  leaft  ;  but  never  mind, 
every  foul  one  meets  will  be  able  to  give  general 
accounts,  and  for  particulars  we  may  wait — or 
make  more  hafte,  if  to  wait  mould  prove  too  dif 
ficult.  I  am  at  all  times  and  places, 

DEAR  SIR, 
Your  moft  faithful  fervant, 

L.    H.    THRALE. 


I  wrote  you  a  long  letter  this  morning,  or 
more  properly  yefter  morning,  and  faid  we 
were  going  to  Briftol,  but  you  mud  not 
mind  that. 


LETTER 
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LETTER     CCXLIL 
To      Mrs.     T  B  R  A  L  E. 


Jane  10,  1780. 

\  O  U  have  ere  now  heard  and  read  enough  to 
convince  you,  that  we  have  had  fomething  to  fuf- 
fer,  and  fomething  to  fear,  and  therefore  I  think 
it  necefTary  to  quiet  the  foiicitude  •which  you  un 
doubtedly  feel,  by  telling  you  that  our  calamities 
and  terrors  are  now  at  an  end.  The  foldiers  are 
(lationed  fo  as  to  be  every  where  within  call ; 
there  is  no  longer  any  body  of  rioters,  and  the  in 
dividuals  are  hunted  to  their  holes,  and  led  to 
prifon  j  the  ftreels  are  lafe  and  quiet ;  Lord 
George  was  lad  night  fent  to  the  Tower.  IVIr^ 
John  Wilkes  was  this  day  with  a  party  of  foldiers 
in  my  neighbourhood,  to  feize  the  publifher  of  a 
feditious  paper.  Every  body  walks,  and  eats,  ami 
fleeps  in  fecufity.  Bui  the  hiliory  of  the  Jail 
week  would  fill  you  with  amazement,  it  is  witt- 
out  any  modern  example. 

Several  chapels  have  been  deihoyed,  and  teve- 
ral  inoffenfive  Papifts  have  been  plundered,  but 
the  high  fport  was  to  burn  the  jails.  This  \vas  a 
good  rabble  trick.  The  debtors  and  the  criminals; 
were  all  fet  at  liberty;  but  of  the  criminals,  as 
has  always  happened,  raatty  ate  already  retaken, 
and  two  pirates  have  furreftdered  themfelves,  and 
it  is  expected  that  thty  xvill  be  pardoned. 

Government  now  afts  again  with  its  proper 
force;  aftd  we  are  ftU  again  under  the  proreSkni 
of  the  Itittg  and  the  law,  I  thought  that  it  wtrold 

be 
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be  agreeable  to  you  and  my  mafter  to  have  my 
teftimony  to  the  publjck  fecurity ;  and  that  you 
would  fleep  more  quietly  when  I  told  you  that  you 
are  fafe. 

I  am,  dearefl  Lady, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    CCXLII1. 

To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  June  12,  1780. 

/ILL  is  well,  and  all  is  likely  to  continue  well. 
The  ftreets  are  all  quiet,  and  the  houfes  are  all  fafe. 
This  is  a  true  anfwer  to  the  fir  (I  enquiry  which  ob 
trudes  itfelf  upon  your  tongue  at  the  reception  of 
a  letter  from  London.  The  publick  has  efcaped 
a  very  heavy  calamity.  The  rioters  attempted  the 
Bank  on  Wednefday  night,  but  in  no  great  num 
ber  ;  and  like  other  thieves,  with  no  great  refo- 
lution.  Jack  Wilkes  headed  the  party  that  drove 
them  away.  It  is  agreed,  that  if  they  had  feized 
the  Bank  on  Tuefday,  at  the  height  of  the  panick, 
when  no  refinance  had  been  prepared,  they  might 
have  carried  irrecoverably  away  whatever  they  had 
found.  Jack,  who  was  always  zealous  for  order 
and  decency,  declares,  that  if  he  be  trufted  with 

power, 
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power,  he  will  not  leave  a  rioter  alive.  There  is 
however  now  no  longer  any  need  of  heroifm  or 
bloodfhed  ;  no  blue  riband  is  any  longer  Worn. 

called  on  Friday  at  Mrs.  Gardiner's,  to 

fee  how  fhe  efcaped  or  what  (he  fuffered  ;  and  told 
her,  that  (he  had  herfelf  too  much  affliction  with 
in  doors,  to  take  much  notice  of  the  difturbances 
without. 

It  was  furely  very  happy  that  you  and  Mr. 
Thrale  were  away  in  the  tumult ;  you  could  have 
done  nothing  better  than  has  been  done,  and  mud 
have  felt  much  terrour  which  your  abfence  has 
fpared  you. 

We  have  accounts  here  of  great  violences  com 
mitted  by  the  Proteftants  at  Bath;  and  of  the 
demolition  of  the  mafshoufe.  We  have  feen  fo 
much  here,  that  we  are  very  credulous. 

Pray  tell  Mifs  Burney  that  Mr.  Hutton  called 
on  me  yefterday,  and  fpoke  of  her  with  praife ; 
not  profufe,  but  very  fmcere,  juft  as  I  do.  And 
tell  Queeney,  that  if  (he  does  not  write  oftener, 
I  will  try  to  forget  her.  There  are  other  pretty 
girls  that  perhaps  I  could  get,  if  I  were  not  con- 
ftant 

My  Lives  go  on  but  (lowly.  I  hope  to  add 
fome  to  them  this  week.  I  wifli  they  were  well 
done. 

Thus  far  I  had  written  when  I  received  your 
letter  of  battle  and  conflagration.  You  certainly 
do  right  in  retiring  ;  for  who  can  guefs  the  caprice 
of  the  rabble  ?  My  mafter  and  Queeney  are  dear 
people  for  not  being  frighted,  and  you  and  Burney 
are  dear  people  for  being  frighted.  I  wrote  tn  you 
a  letter  of  intelligence  and  confolation ;  which,  if 
you  (laid  for  it,  you  had  on  Saturday ;  and  I 
wrote  another  on  Saturday,  which  perhaps  may 
follow  you  from  Bath,  with  fome  atchievement  of 
John  Wilkes. 
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Do  not  be  difturbed  ;  all  danger  here  is  ap 
parently  over  :  but  a  little  agitation  ftill  continues. 
We  frighten  one  another  with  feventy  thoufand 
Scots  to  come  hither  with  'the  Pukes  of  Gordon 
and  Argyle,  and  eat  us,  and  hang  us,  or  drown 
us  ;  but  we  are  all  at  quiet. 

i  am  glad,  though  I  hardly  know  why,  that  you 
are  gone  to  Brighthelmftonc  rather  than  to  Brif- 
tol.  You  are  ibmewhat  nearer  home,  and  I  may 
perhaps  come  to  fee  you.  Brighthelmftone  will 
foon  begin  to  be  peopled,  and  Mr.  Thrale  loves 
the  place  \  and  you  will  fee  Mr.  Scrafe ;  and 
though  I  am  forry  that  you  mould  be  fo  out- 
rageoufly  unroofted,  I  think  that  Bath  has  had  you 
lonu  enough. 

Of  the  commotions  at  Bath  there  has  been  talk 
here  all  day.  An  exprefs  muft  have  been  fent ; 
for  the  report  arrived  many  hours  before  the  poft, 
at  lead  before  the  distribution  of  the  letters.  This 
report  I  mentioned  in  the  firfl  part  of  my  letter, 
while  I  was  yet  uncertain  of  the  fact. 

When  it  is  known  that  the  rioters  are  quelled 
in  London,  their  fpirit  will  fink  in  every  other 
place,  and  little  more  mifchief  will  be  done. 

I  am,  dear  Madam, 
Your, 
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LETTER     CCXLIV. 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAREST  MADAM,  London,  June  14,   1780. 


E 


'VERY  thing  here  is  fafe  and  quiet.  This  is 
the  firft  thing  to  be  told ;  and  this  I  told  in  my 
lafl  letter  directed  to  Brighthelmftone.  There  has 
indeed  been  an  univerfal  panick,  from  which  the 
King  was  the  firft  that  recovered.  Without  the 
concurrence  of  his  miniflers,  or  the  afliftance  of 
the  civil  magiftrate,  he  put  the  foldiers  in  motion, 
and  faved  the  town  from  calamities,  fuch  as  a 
rabble's  government  mutt  naturally  produce. 

Now  you  are  at  eafe  about  the  publick,  I  may 
tell  you  that  I  am  not  well ;  I  have  had  a  cold  and 
cough  fome  time,  but  it  is  grown  fo  bad,  that 
yefterday  I  faded  and  was  blooded,  and  to-day 
took  phyfick  and  dined :  but  neither  fading,  nor 
bleeding,  nor  dinner,  nor  phyfick,  have  yet  made 
me  well. 

No  fooner  was  the  danger  over,  than  the  people 
of  the  Borough  found  out  how  foolifh  it  was  to  be 
afraid,  and  formed  themfelves  into  four  bodies 
for  the  defence  of  the  place ;  through  which  they 
noVv  march  morning  and  evening  in  a  martial 
manner. 

I  am  glad  to  find  that  Mr.  Thrale  continues  to 
grow  better;  if  he  is  well,  I  hope  we  (hall  be  all 
well :  but  I  am  very  weary  of  my  cough,  though 
I  have  had  much  worfe. 

I  am,  &c. 

LETTER 
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LETTER     CCXLV. 

To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  London,  June  15,  1780. 


L 


AST  night  I  told  you  that  I  was  not  well ; 
and  though  you  have  much  elfe  to  think  on,  per 
haps  you  may  be  willing  enough  to  hear,  that  by 
the  help  of  an  opiate,  I  think  myfelf  better  to 
day. 

Whether  I  am  or  am  not  better,  the  town  is 
quiet,  and  every  body  fleeps  in  quiet,  except  a 
few  who  pleafe  themfelves  with  guarding  us  now 
the  danger  is  over.  Perkins  feems  to  have  ma 
naged  with  great  dexterity.  Every  body,  I  be 
lieve,  now  fees,  that  if  the  tumult  had  been  op- 
pofed  immediately,  it  had  been  immediately  fup- 
preffed ;  and  we  are  therefore  now  better  provided 
againft  an  infurredion,  than  if  none  had  hap 
pened. 

I  hope  you,  and  Matter,  and  Queeney,  and 
Burney,  are  all  well.  I  was  contented  laft  night 
to  fend  an  excufe  to  Vefey,  and  two  days  ago 
another  to  Mrs.  Horneck ;  you  may  think  I  was 
bad,  if  you  thought  about  it ;  and  why  mould 
you  not  think  about  me  who  am  fo  often  thinking 
about  you,  and  your  appurtenances  ?  But  there  is 
no  gratitude  in  this  world. 

But  I  could  tell  you,  Doris,  if  I  would  ; 
And  fmce  you  treat  me  fo,  methinks  I  Ihould. 

So  fmgs  the  fublime  and  pathetick  Mr.  Walfh. 
Well !  and  I  will  tell  you  too.     Among   the  he 
roes   of  the  Borough,  who  twice   a-day  peram 
bulate, 
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bulate,  or  perequitate  High-ftreet  and  the  Clink, 
fides  that  renowned  and  redoubted  knight,  Sir 
Richard  Hotham.  There  is  magnanimity,  which 
defies  every  danger  that  is  paft,  and  publick  fpi- 
rit,  that  ftands  fentinel  over  property  that  he  does 
not  own.  Tell  me  no  more  of  the  felf-devoted 
Decii,  or  of  the  leap  of  Curtius.  Let  Fame  talk 
henceforward  with  all  her  tongues  of  Hotham  the 
Hatmaker. 

I  was  laft  week  at  Renny's  converfatione,  and 
Renny  got  her  room  pretty  well  filled  ;  and  there 
were  Mrs.  Ord,  and  Mrs.  Horneck,  and  Mrs. 
Bunbury,  and  other  illuftrious  names,  and  much 
would  poor  Renny  have  given  to  have  had  Mrs. 
Thrale  too,  and  Queeney  and  Burney  :  but  hu 
man  happinefs  is  never  perfect ;  there  is  always 
une  'vuide  affreufe^  as  Maintenon  complained,  there 
is  fome  craving  void  left  aking  in  the  breaft. 
Renny  is  going  to  Ramfgate ;  and  thus  the  world 
drops  away,  and  I  am  left  in  the  fultry  town,  to 
fee  the  fun  in  the  crab,  and  perhaps  in  the  lion, 
while  you  are  paddling  with  the  Nereids. 


I  am, 


VOL.  II.  I  LETTER 
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LETTER    CCXLVI. 


To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 


DEAR  MADAM.  Wcdnefday,  June  21,  1780. 


N 


O  W  you  come  to  a  fettled  place  I  have  fome 
inclination  to  write  to  you  ;  for  in  writing  after 
you  there  was  no  pleafure.  All  is  quiet ;  and  that 
quietnefs  is  now  more  likely  to  continue  than  if 
it  had  never  been  difturbed.  .  *s  cafe,  if  it 

be  not  affefted,  is  ridiculous ;  but  there  is  in  the 
world  much  tendernefs  where  there  is  no  misfor 
tune,  and  much  courage  where  there  is  no  dan 
ger. 

My  cold  is  grown  better,  but  is  not  quite  well, 
nor  bad  enough  now  to  be  complained  of.  I  wifh 
I  had  been  with  you  to  fee  the  Ifle  of  Wight ;  but 
I  fhaTl  perhaps  go  fome  time  without  you,  and 
then  we  mail  be  even. 

What  you  told  me  of  Mr.  Middleton  frighted 
me;  but  I  am  ftill  of  my  old  opinion,  that  a 
fern i vegetable  diet  will  keep  all  well.  1  have  dined 
on  Monday  and  to-day  only  on  peas. 

i  fuppofe  the  town  grows  empty,  for  I  have  no 
invitations  ;  and  I  begin  to  wiih  for  fomething,  I 
hardly  know  what :  but  I  mould  like  to  move 
when  every  body  is  moving  ;  and  yet  I  purpofe  to 
flay  till  the  work  is  done,  which  1  take  little  care 
to  do.  Sic  labitur  atas. 

The  world  is   full  of  troubles.     Mrs. 

has  juft  been  with  me  to  get  a  chirurgeon  to  her 
daughter ;  the  girl  that  Mrs.  Cumins  rejected, 
-.yho  has  received  a  kick  from  a  horfe,  that  has 

broken 
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broken  five  fore-teeth  on  the  upper  fic|e.  The 
world  is  likewife  full  of  efcapes ;  had  the  blow 
been  a  little  harder  it  had  killed  her. 

It  was  a  twelvemonth  lafl  Sunday  fmce  the  con- 
vulfions  in  my  breaft  left  me.  1  hope  I  was  thank 
ful  when  I  recollected  it :  by  removing  that  dif- 
order,  a  great  improvement  was  made  in  the  en 
joyment  of  life.  I  am  now  as  well  as  men  at  my 
age  can  expeft  to  be,  and  I  yet  think  I  mall  be 
better. 

I  have  had  with  me  a  brother  of ,  a 

Spanifh  merchant,  whom  the  war  has  driven  from 
his  refidence  at  Valencia ;  he  is  gone  to  fee  his 
friends,  and  will  find  Scotland  but  a  forry  place 
after  twelve  years  refidence  in  a  happier  climate. — 
He  is  a  very  agreeable  man,  and  fpeaks  no 
Scotch. 

Keep  mafter  to  his  diet,  and  tell  him  that  his 
ill-willers  are  very  unwilling  to  think  that  he  can 
ever  fit  more  in  parliament,  but  by  caution  and 
refolution  he  may  fee  many  parliaments.  Pay  my 
refpects  to  Queeney  and  Burney.  Living  fo  apart 
we  (hall  get  no  credit  by  our  ftudies ;  but  I  hope 
to  fee  you  all  again  fome  time.  Do  not  let  fepa- 
ration  make  us  forget  one  another. 


I  a  .  LETTER 
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LETTER    CCXLVII. 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 


Y 


DEAR  MADAM,  London,  July  4,   1780. 


O  U  are  too  happy  for  any  body  but  yourfelf 
to  travel  in  fuch  pretty  company,  and  leave  every 
thing  fafe  behind  you,  and  find  every  thing  well 
when  you  arrive;  and  yet  I  queftion  if  you  are 
quite  contented,  though  every  body  envies  you. 
Keep  my  mafter  tight  in  his  geers,  for  if  he  breaks 
loofe  the  mifchief  will  be  very  extenfive. 

Your  account  of  Mr.  S and  of  Mifs  O 

is  very  melancholy  ;  I  wifh  them  both  their  pro 
per  relief  from  their  feveral  maladies^  Bui  I  am 
glad  that  Queeney  continues  well ;  and  hope  me 
will  not  be  too  rigorous  with  the  young  ones,  but 
allow  them  to  be  happy  their  own  way  ;  for  what 
better  way  vill  they  ever  find  ? 

C'eft  que  1'enfant  toujours  eft  homme  j 
C'eft  que  1'homme  eft  tojours  enfant. 

I  have  not  feen  or  done  much  fmce  I  had  the 
misfortune  of  feeing  you  go  away.  I  was  one 
night  at  Burney's.  There  were  Pepys,  and  there 
were  Mrs.  Ord,  and  Paradife,  and  Hoole,  and 
Dr.  Dunbar  of  Aberdeen,  and  I  know  not  how 
many  more.  And  Pepys  and  I  had  all  the  talk. 

To-day  called  on  me  the  Dean  of  Hereford, 
who  fays  that  the  barley-harveft  is  likely  to  be  very 
abundant.  There  is  fomething  for  our  confolation. 

Don't  forget  that  I  am,  dear  Madam, 

Your,  &fr. 
t  LETTER 
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L  E  T  T  E  R    CCXLV1II. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR   MADAM,  London,  July  10,  1780. 

1  F  Mr.  Thrale  eats  but  half  his  ufual  quantity, 
he  can  hardly  eat  too  much.  It  were  better  how 
ever  to  have  fome  rule,  and  fome  fecurity.  Laft 
week  I  faw  rleih  but  twice,  and  I  think  fifh  once, 
the  reft  was  peafe. 

You  are  afraid,  you  fay,  left  I  extenuate  my- 
felf  too  faft,  and  are  an  enemy  to  violence  :  but 
did  you  never  hear  nor  read,  dear  Madam,  that 
every  man  has  his  genius,  and  that  the  great  rule 
by  which  all  excellence  is  attained,  and  all  fuccefs 
procured,  is,  to  follow  genius ;  and  have  you  not 
obferved  in  all  our  converfations  that  my  genius 
is  always  in  extremes ;  that  I  am  very  noiiy,  or 
very  filent ;  very  gloomy,  or  very  merry ;  very 
four,  or  very  kind  ?  And  would  you  have  me 
crofs  my  genius,  when  it  leads  me  fometimes  to 
voracity  and  fometimes  to  abftinence  ?  You  know 
that  the  oracle  faid  follow  your  genius.  When  we 
get  together  again,  (but  when  alas  will  that  be  ?) 
you  can  manage  me,  and  fpare  me  the  folicitude 
of  managing  myfelf. 

Poor  Mifs   O called  on  me  on  Saturday, 

with  that  fond  and  tender  application  which  is 
natural  to  mifery,  when  it  looks  to  every  body  for 
that  help  which  nobody  can  give.  I  was  melted  ; 
and  foothed  and  counfelled  her  as  well  as  I  could, 
and  am  to  vifit  her  to-morrow. 

She 


She  gave  a  very  honourable  account  of  my 
dear  Queeney ;  and  fays  of  my  matter,  that  me 
thinks  his  manner  and  temper  more  altered  than 
his  looks,  but  of  this  alteration  me  could  give  no 
particular  account ;  and  all  that  me  could  fay 
ended  in  this,  that  he  is  now  fleepy  in  the  morn 
ing.  I  do  not  wonder  at  the  fcantinefs  of  her 
narration,  me  is  too  bufy  within  to  turn  her  eyes 
abroad. 

I  am  glad  that  Pepys  is  come,  but  hope  that  re- 
folute  temperance  will  make  him  unneceflary.  I 
doubt  he  can  do  no  good  to  poor  Mr.  Scrafe. 

I  flay  at  home  to  work,  and  yet  do  not  work 
diligently ;  nor  can  tell  when  I  mall  have  done, 
nor  perhaps  does  any  body  but  myfelf  wifh  me  to 
have  done ;  for  what  can  they  hope  I  mail  do  bet 
ter  ?  yet  I  wifh  the  work  was  over,  and  I  was  at 
liberty.  And  what  would  I  do  if  I  was  at 
liberty?  Would  I  go  to  Mrs.  Aflon  and  Mrs. 
Porter,  and  fee  the  old  places,  and  figh  to  find 
that  my  old  friends  are  gone  ?  Would  I  recal 
plans  of  life  which  I  never  brought  into  practice, 
and  hopes  of  excellence  which  I  once  prefumed, 
and  never  have  attained  ?  Would  I  compare  what 
I  now  am  with  what  I  once  expefled  to  have  been  ? 
Is  it  reafonable  to  wifh  for  fuggeflions  of  fhame, 
and  opportunities  of  forrow  ? 

If  you  pleafe,  Madam,  we  will  have  an  end  of 
this,  and  contrive  fome  other  wifhes.  I  wifh  I 
had  you  in  an  evening,  and  I  wifh  I  had  you  in  a 
morning ;  and  I  wifh  I  could  have  a  little  talk, 
and  fee  a  little  frolick.  For  all  this  I  muft  flay, 
but  life  will  not  flay. 

I  will  end  my  letter  and  go  to  Blackmore's  life, 
when  I  have  told  you  that 

I  am,  &L. 

LETTER 


D»..SAMUEL   JOHNSON.          119 

LETTER    CCXLIX. 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  London,  July  27,  1780. 


thus  it  is,  Madam,  that  you  ferve  me. 
After  having  kept  me  a  whole  week  hoping  and 
hoping,  and  wondering  and  wondering,  what 
could  have  flopped  your  hand  from  writing, 
comes  a  letter  to  tell  me,  that  I  fuffer  by  my 
own  fault.  As  if  I  might  not  correfpond 
with  my  Queeney,  and  we  might  not  tell  one 
another  our  minds'  about  politicks  or  mo 
rals,  or  any  thing  elfe.  Queeney  and  I  are  both 
iteady,  and  may  be  trufted  ;  we  are  none  of  the 
giddy  gabblers,  we  think  before  we  fpeak. 

I  am  afraid  that  I  (hall  hardly  find  my  way  this 
fummer  into  the  country,  though  the  number  of 
my  Lives  now  grows  lefs.  I  will  fend  you  two 
little  volumes  in  a  few  days. 

As  the  workmen  are  ftill  at  Streatham,  there  is 
no  likelihood  of  feeing  you  and  my  mafter  in  any 
fhort  time  ;  but  let  my  mafter  be  where  he  will  fo 
he  be  well.  I  am  not,  I  believe,  any  fatter  than 
when  you  faw  me,  and  hope  to  keep  corpulence 
away  ;  for  I  am  fo  lightfome  and  fo  airy,  and  can 
fo  walk,  you  would  talk  of  it  if  you  were  to  fee 
me.  I  do  not  always  fleep  well  ;  but  I  have  no 
pain  nor  ficknefs  in  the  night.  Perhaps  I  only 
fleep  ill  becaufe  I  am  too  long  a-bed. 

I  dined  yefterday  at  Sir  Jofhua's  with  Mrs. 
Cholmondely,  and  (he  told  me,  I  was  the  bed 
critick  in  the  world  ;  and  I  told  her,  that  nobody 
in  the  world  could  judge  like  her  of  the  merit  of 
a  critick. 

On 
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On  Sunday  I  was  with  Dr.  Lawrence  and  his 

two  fiflers-in-law,  to  dine  with    Mr.  G at 

Putney.  The  Doctor  cannot  hear  in  a  coach  bet 
ter  than  in  a  room,  and  it  was  but  a  dull  day ; 
only  I  faw  two  crownbirds,  paltry  creatures,  and 
a  red  curlew. 

Every  body  is  gone  out  of  town,  only  I  am 
left  behind,  and  know  not  when  I  mall  fee  either 
Naiad  or  Dryad ;  however,  it  is  as  it  has  com 
monly  been,  I  have  no  complaint  to  make  but  of 
myfelf.  I  have  been  idle,  and  of  idlencfs  can  come 
no  goodnefs. 

Mrs.  Williams  was  frighted  from  London  as  you 
were  frighted  from  Bath.  She  is  come  back,  as 
(he  thinks,  better.  Mrs.  Defmoulins  has  a  dif- 
order  refembling  an  afthma  $  which  I  am  for  cur 
ing  with  calomel  and  jalap,  but  Mr.  Levet  treats 
it  with  antimonial  wine.  Mr.  Levet  keeps  on  his 
legs  (lout,  and  walks,  I  fuppofe,  ten  miles  a-day. 

I  ftick  pretty  well  to  diet,  and  defire  my  mafter 
may  be  told  of  it ;  for  no  man  faid  oftener  than 
he,  that  the  lefs  we  eat  the  better. 

Poor  ,    after  having   thrown  away  Lord 

• 's  patronage  and  three  hundred  a  year,  has  had 

another  difappointment.  He  procured  a  recom 
mendation  from  Lord to  the  Governor  of 

Jamaica ;  but  to  make  this  ufeful,  fomething  was 
to  be  done  by  the  Bifhop  of  London,  which  has 
been  refufed.  Thus  is  the  world  filled  with  hope 
and  fear,  and  druggie,  and  difappointment. 

Pray  do  you  never  add  to  the  other  vexations, 
any  diminution  of  your  kindnefs,  for,  Madam, 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCL. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

MADAM,  London,  Auguft  i,  1780. 

I   HAD  your  letter  about  Mr.  S and  Mifs 

O ;  but  there  was   nothing  to  which  I  had 

any  anfwer,  or  to  which  any  anfwer  could  be 
made. 

This  afternoon  Dr.  Lawrence  drank  tea,  and, 
as  he  always  does,  afked  about  Mr.  Thrale ;  I  told 
him  how  well  he  was  when  I  heard  ;  and  he  does 
not  eat  too  much,  faid  the  Doctor ;  I  faid,  not 
often ;  and  the  return  was,  that  he  who  in  that 
cafe  mould  once  eat  too  much,  might  eat  no  more. 
I  keep  my  rule  very  well ;  and,  I  think,  continue 
to  grow  better. 

Tell  my  pretty  dear  CVueeney,  that  when  we 
meet  again,  we  will  have,  at  leaft  for  fome  time, 
two  lefions  in  a  day.  I  love  her,  and  think  on 
her  when  I  am  alone ;  hope  we  mail  be  very  hap 
py  together,  and  mind  our  books. 

Now  Auguft  and  Autumn  are  begun,  and  the 
Virgin  takes  poflefiion  of  the  iky.  Will  the  Vir 
gin  do  any  thing  for  a  man  of  feventy  ?  1  have  a 
great  mind  to  end  my  work  under  the  Virgin. 

I  have  fent  two  volumes  to  Mr.  Perkins  to  be 
fent  to  you,  and  beg  you  to  fend  them  bac  k  as 
foon  as  you  have  all  done  with  them.  I  let  the  firft 
volume  get  to  the  Reynolds's,  and  could  never  get 
it  again. 

1  fent  to  Lord  Weftcote  about  his  brother's  life, 
but  he  fa)  s  he  knows  not  whom  to  employ  ;  and 

is 
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is  fure  I  fhall  do  him  no  injury.  There  is  an  in 
genious  fcheme  to  fave  a  day's  work,  or  part  of 
a  day,  utterly  defeated.  Then  what  avails  it  to 
be  wife  ?  The  plain  and  the  artful  man  mufl  both 
do  their  own  work. — But  I  think  I  have  got  a  life 
of  Dr.  Young. 

Sufy  and  Sophy  have  had  a  fine  Summer ;  it  is 
a  comfort  to  think  that  fomebody  is  happy.  And 
they  make  verfes,  and  aft  plays.  * 

Mrs.  Montague  is,  I  think,  in  town,  and  has 
fent  Mrs,  Williams  her  annuity :  but  I  hear  no 
thing  from  her,  but  I  may  be  contented  if  I  hear 
from  you,  for 

I  am,  cs*<:. 


LETTER     CGLI. 

To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Auguft  8,  1780. 


w 


HAT  do  you  fcold  fo  for  about  Gran- 
ville's  life  ;  do  you  not  fee  that  the  appendage 
neither  gains  nor  faves  any  thing  to  me?  I  mall 
have  Young's  life  given  me,  to  fpite  you. 

Methinks  it  was  pity  to  fend  the  girls  to  fchool  j 
they  have  indeed  had  a  fine  vacation,  dear  loves, 
but  if  it  had  been  longer  it  had  been  ftill  finer. 

Did  Mafter  read  my  books  ?  You  fay  nothing 
r>f  him  in  this  letter;  but  I  hope  he  is  well,  and 

growing 
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growing  every  day  nearer  to  perfect  health.  When 
do  you  think  of  coming  home  ? 

i  have  not  yet  perfuaded  myfelf  to  work,  and 
therefore  know  not  when  my  work  will  be  done. 
Yet  I  have  a  mind  to  fee  Lichfield.  Dr.  Taylor 
feems  to  be  well.  He  has  written  to  me  without 
a  fyllable  of  his  lawfuit. 

You  have  heard  in  the  papers  how  *  *  *  is 
come  to  age;  I  have  enclofed  a  fhort  fong  of  con- 
gratulation,  which  you  muft  not  (how  to  any 
body.  It  is  odd  that  it  mould  come  into  any  bo 
dy's  head.  I  hope  you  will  read  it  with  candour; 
it  is,  I  believe,  one  of  the  author's  firfl  eflays  in 
that  way  of  writing,  and  a  beginner  is  always  to 
be  treated  with  tendernefs. 

My  two  gentlewomen  are  both  complaining. 
Mrs.  Defmoulins  had  a  mind  of  Dr.  Turton ;  I 
fent  for  him,  and  he  has  prefcribed  for  Mrs.  Wil 
liams,  but  I  do  not  find  that  he  promifes  himfelf 
much  credit  from  either  of  them. 

I  hope  it  will  not  be  long  before  I  mail  have 
another  little  volume  for  you,  and  ftill  there  will 
be  work  undone.  If  it  were  not  for  thefe  Lives, 
I  think  I  could  not  forbear  coming  to  look  at  you, 
ix>w  you  have  room  for  me.  But  I  ftill  think  to 
ftay  till  I  have  cleared  my  hands. 

Queeney  is  not  good.  She  feldom  writes  to 
me,  and  yet  I  love  her,  and  I  love  you  all,  for 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCLII. 
To  Mrs.   T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Auguft  14,  ly^o; 

I  HOPE  my  dear  Queeney's  fufpicions  are 
groundlefs.  Whenever  any  alteration  of  manner 
happens,  I  believe  a  fmall  cathartick  will  fet  all 
right. 

I  hope  you  have  no  defign  of  ftealing  away  to 
Italy  before  the  election,  nor  of  leaving  me  be 
hind  you  ;  though  I  am  not  only  Seventy,  but 
Seventy-one.  Could  not  you  let  me  lofe  a  year 
in  round  numbers  ?  Sweetly,  fweetly,  fmgs  Dr, 
Swift, 

Some  dire  misfortune  to  portend 
No  enemy  can  match  a  friend. 

But  what  if  I  am  Seventy -two  ?  I-  remember 
Sulpitius  fays  of  Saint  Martin  (now  that's  above 
your  reading)  Eft  animus  viBor  annorum,  etfenec- 
tuti  cedere  nefdus.  Match  me  that  among  your 
young  folks.  If  you  try  to  plague  me,  I  mail  tell 
you  that,  according  to  Galen,  life  begins  to  de 
cline  from  Thirty -five. 

But  as  we  go  off,  others  come  on:  Queeney's 
lafl  letter  was  very  pretty.  What  a  hufley  me  is 
to  write  fo  feldom.  She  has  no  events,  then  let 
her  write  fentiment  as  you  and  I  do ;  and  fenti- 
ment  you  know  is  inexhauftible. 

If  you  want  events,  here  is  Mr.  Levet  juft  come 
in  at  fourfcore  from  a  walk  to  Hampftead,  eight 
miles,  in  Auguft,  This,  however,  is  all  that  1 

have 
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have  to  tell  you,  except  that  I  have  three  bunches 
of  grapes  on  a  vine  in  my  garden  ;  at  leaft,  this 
is  all  that  I  will  now  tell  of  my  garden. 

Both  my  females  are  ill,  both  very  ill ;  Mrs. 
Defmoulins  thought  that  me  wifhed  for  Dr.  Tur- 
ton  ;  and  I  fent  for  him,  and  then  took  him  to 
Mrs.  Williams,  and  he  prefcribes  for  both,  though 
without  much  hope  of  benefiting  either.  Yet 
phyfick  has  its  powers  :  you  fee  that  I  am  better; 
and  Mr.  Shaw  will  maintain,  that  he  and  I  faved 
my  mafter.  But  if  he  is  to  live  always  away 
from  us,  what  did  we  get  by  faving  him  ?  If  we 
cannot  live  together,  let  us  hear  ;  when  I  have  no 
letter  from  Brighthelmfton,  think  how  I  fret,  and 
write  oftener ;  you  write  to  this  body  tnd  to  that, 
and  nobody  loves  you' like 

Your, 


LETTER    CCL1II. 
iik:  oflo3o-^«o  toJrt  **;:>  I '»• 

To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A..L  E. 


DEAR  MADAM,  Auguft  ,8,  1780. 

LOST  no  time,  and  have  enclofed  our  con- 
verfation.  You  write  of  late  very  feldom.  I  wifh 
you  would  write  upon  fubj 'efts  ;  any  thing  to  keep 
alive.  You  have  your  beaux,  and  your  flatterers, 
and  here  am  poor  I  forced  to  flatter  myfelf;  and 
any  good  of  myfelf  I  am  not  very  eafy  to  believe, 

fo 
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fo  that  I  really  live  but  a  forry  life.  What  fhall 
I  do  with  Lyttleton's  life  ?  I  can  make  a  fhort  life, 
and  a  fhort  criticifm,  and  conclude.  Why  did  not 
you  like  Collins,  and  Gay,  and  Blackmore,  as 
well  as  Akeniide  ? 


I  am,  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    CCLIV. 

Mrs.    THRALE    to   Dr.   JOHNSON. 

Auguft  20. 

1  WILL  try,  my  dear  Sir,  to  make  you  fome 
amends,  by  writing  at  leaft  one  very  long  letter; 
but  indeed  I  can  think  only  of  one  thing,  whatever 
I  may  fay. 

Do  you  recoiled  our  laughing  fifteen  years  ago 
at  a  gawkee  girl  of  feventeen  ?  who,  when  her 
toaft  was  called  for  at  a  city  table  crowded  with 
coarfe  men  —  they  were  drinking  fentiments  —  Is 
not,  fays  me,  this  a  pretty  health  —What  w:  think  on 
mq/iy  and  talk  on  haft.  I  am  come  pretty  much  to 
her  cafe  :  for  it  is  not  right  to  fpeak  of  that  which 
never  fails  to  keep  preffmg  upon  my  fpirits,  and 
preying  upon  my  mind.  Without  frequent  bleed 
ings,  there  is  however  danger  on  one  fide,  and 
2  by 
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by  bleeding  frequently,  we  induce  as  certain  a 
danger  on  the  other. — We  had  a  vifit  yefterday 

from  Mr.  R ;  whom  perhaps  you  remember, 

perhaps  not :  but  our  morning  converfation  with 
him  will  not  be  eafily  forgotten  by  me,  I  thought 
it  would  drive  me  wild  upon  the  fpot.  In  fuch  a 
cafe,  can  there  be  any  fears  of  my  ftealing  away 
to  Italy  without  you  ?  when  I  mould  not  think  you, 
nor  twenty  more  fuch  friends  if  I  could  find  them, 
fufficient  to  guard  us  from  the  hazard  of  wild  ex 
ploits.  Whoever  is  fick,  is  furely  fafeft  at  home; 
and  have  we  not  mortifications  enough  already, 
without  going  where  one  might  be  amufed,  in 
order  to  be  miferable  ?  Oh  no,  let  us  be  mifera- 
ble  in  the  old  places,  and  not  pollute  fcenes  of 
pleafure  with  objects  of  forrow. 

Well !  as  you  fay,  Queeney  is  beginning  life, 
and  fo  far  very  happily,  as  it  is  begun  under  your 
tuition :  (he  appears  to  me  proud  of  your  par 
tiality  ;  and,  I  dare  fay,  will  try  long  to  deferve 
it.  You  are  getting  quite  well  as  it  appears ;  and 
when  we  meet,  we  mail  fee  •uiclor  annorum.  The 
Lives  will  be  a  (landing  proof  of  your  powers  af 
ter  the  grand  climacterick ;  and  you  make  gay 
impromptus  upon  the  boys,  inftead  of  fitting  down 
like  common  mortals  at  feventy,  and  letting  the 
boys  make  gay  impromptus  upon  you. 

Blackmore's  life  is  admirable ;  who  fays  I  don't 
like  it  ?  I  like  all  the  Whig  lives  prodigioufly : 
Akenfide's  bed  of  the  little  one's,  for  the  fake  of 
a  pretty  difquifition  upon  ridicule  that  pleafed  me 
particularly,  and  that  elegant  ftri&ure  on  the 
Pleafures  of  Imagination  ;  which  will  probably  be 
much  read  and  admired  by  every  one.  It  is  my 
fincere  opinion  that  Milton,  and  Blackmore,  and 
Thomfon,  would  have  been  all  contented  with  what 
you  have  faid  of  them,  though  the  admirers  of  Ly- 
cidas  will  be  angry  no  doubt. 

The 
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The  cenfures  of  Milton's  republican  fpirit  would 
fcarce  have  {hocked  him :  he  knew  himfelf  to  be 
acrimonious  and  furly  ;  like  Young's  Bufiris,  who 
called  himfelf  the  Proud,  and  gloried  in  it. 

Your  account  of  his  domeflick  behaviour,  how 
ever,  puts  me  in  mind  of  the  fierce  fellow  in  a 
droll  book  called  Pompey  the  Little,  who  comes 
home  from  the  publick  houfe,  where  he  had  been 
vapouring  and  ftorming  away  about  liberty  of 
fpeech — and  treats  his  poor  wife  with  the  mofl 
brutal  tyranny,  only  becaufe  me  juft  fays,  Indeed, 
my  dear,  I  dotft  under/land  politicks.  Your  harm 
expreffions  of  wrath  againft  the  author  are,  after 
all,  fo  buried  under  the  majeftick  praifes  beftow- 
ed  upon  Paradife  Loft,  that  even  /  am  forced  to 
forgive  them.  Poor  dear  Dr.  Collier  ufed  always 
to  bring  that  poem  forward  as  a  teftimony  to  the 
excellence  of  Toryifm  ;  for,  fays  he,  you  may  ob- 
ferve  that  'tis  wholly  formed  upon  our  principles 
of  obedience  and  fubordination ;  and  I  half  wifh, 
for  the  fake  of  my  firft  friend,  whofe  memory  I 
mail  for  ever  revere,  that  his  remark  had  been 
preferved  in  this  work  of  your's,  which  will  doubt- 
lefs  be  dilfcminated  far  and  wide  ;  and,  for  aught 
I  know,  take  pofleffion  of  the  lands  on  which  it 
lights,  as  Don  Sebaftian  faid  of  the  duft  that  his 
body  when  dead  would  be  dried  into. 

And  now  if  you  call  this  flattery,  1  can  leave  off 
in  a  minute  without  bidding  ;  for  fmce  you  lions 
have  no  fkill  in  dandling  the  kid,  we  kids  can  ex- 
pe£t  but  rough  returns  for  carefles  beftowed  up 
on  our  haughty  monarch — So  be  diligent,  dear 
Sir,  and  have  done  with  thefe  men  that  have  been 
buried  thefe  hundred  years,  and  don't  fit  making 
verfes  that  never  will  be  written,  but  fit  down 
(leadily  and  finifh  their  lives  who  did  do  fome- 
thing ;  and  then  think  a  little  about  mine,  which 
has  not  been  a  happy  one,  for  all  you  teize  me  fo 

concerning 
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concerning  the  pleafures  I  enjoy,  and  the  flattery 
I  receive,  all  which  has  nothing  to  do  with  con> 
fort  for  the  prefent  diftrefs,  and  fometimes  I  am 
angry  when  I  read  fuch  fluff.  That  your  two  Sul 
tanas  are  fick  is  very  uncomfortable  for  you ;  may 
be  Dr.  Turton  may  do  them  good :  I  never  faw 
Dr.  Turton,  but  my  heart,  like  Clarifla's,  natu 
rally  leans  towards  a  phyfician.  Le  medic'm  et  le 
cure,  as  the  French  themfelves,  who  have  gayer 
hearts  than  mine,  confefs,  are  the  laft  earthly  ob 
jects  on  which  the  human  hopes  and  human  eyes 
are  to  be  fixed :  and  it  is  fomewhat  unfair  not  to 
let  them  take  up  a  little  of  our  affections  before 
hand. 

If  we  do  go  to  Michelgrove,  Hefter  will  write 
all  one  ;  me  is  very  attentive  to  her  father,  very 
dutiful,  and  very  wife.  I  hope  my  anxiety  is  con 
cealed  from  her  pretty  well,  it  would  be  exceed 
ing  wrong  to  deprefs  her  fpirits,  and  very  dan 
gerous  to  her  health. 

I  am  moft  fmcerely,  dear  Sir, 

Your  faithful  fervant, 

H.   L.   THRALE. 

The  converfation  you  inclofed  I  could  have  writ 
ten  myfelf ;  as  Juliet  fays,  Yea,  but  all  this  did 
I  know  before. 
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LETTER    CCLV. 
To     Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E, 

DEAR  MADAM.  London,  Auguft  24,  1780. 

1  DO  not  wonder  that  you  can  think  and  write 
but  of  one  thing.  Yet  concerning  that  thing  you 
may  be  lefs  uneafy,  as  you  are  now  in  the  right 
way.  You  are  at  lead  doing,  what  I  was  always 
defirous  to  have  you  do,  and  which,  when  defpair 
put  an  end  to  the  caution  of  men  going  in  the 
dark,  produced  at  laft  all  the  good  that  has  been 
obtained.  Gentle  purges,  and  flight  phlebotomies, 
are  not  my  favourites ;  they  are  pop-gun  batteries, 
which  lofe  time  and  effect:  nothing.  It  was  by 
bleeding  till  he  fainted,  that  his  life  was  faved.  I 
would,  however,  now  have  him  truft  chiefly  to 
vigorous  and  ftimulating  cathartics.  To  bleed,  is 
only  proper  when  there  is  no  time  for  flower  re 
medies. 

Does  he  fleep  in  the  night  ?  if  he  fleeps,  there 
is  h'ot  much  danger  ;  any  thing  like  wakefulnefs 
in  a  man  either  by  nature  or  habit  fo  uncommonly 
fleepy,  would  put  me  in  great  fear.  Do  not  now 
hinder  him  from  fleeping  whenever  heavinefs 
comes  upon  him.  Quiet  reft,  light  food,  and 
flrong  purges,  will,  1  think,  fet  all  right.  Be 
you  vigilant,  but  be  not  frighted. 

Of  Mr.  R 1  very  well  remember  all  but 

the  name.  "  He  had  a  nice  difcernment  of  lofs 
"  and  gain."  This  I  thought  a  power  not  hard 
to  be  attained.  What  kept  him  out  then  mufl 
keep  him  out  now  ;  the  want  of  a  place  for  him. 

Mr.  P then  obferved,  that  there  was  nothing 

upon 
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upon  which  he  could  be  employed.  Matters  will 
never  be  carried  to  extremities.  Mr.  P  » 

cannot  be  difcharged,  and  he  will  never  fuffer  a 
luperiour.  That  voluntary  fubmiffion  to  a  new 
mind  is  not  an  heroick  quality ;  but  it  has  always 
been  among  us,  and  therefore  I  mind  it  lefs. 

The  expedition  to  foreign  parts  you  will  not 
much  encourage,  and  you  need  not,  I  think,  make 
any  great  effort  to  oppofe  it ;  for  it  is  as  likely  to  put 
us  out  of  the  way  to  mifchief,  as  to  bring  us  into 
it.  We  can  have  no  projects  in  Italy.  Exercife 
may  relieve  the  body,  and  variety  will  amufe  the 
mind.  The  expence  will  not  be  greater  than  at 
home  in  the  regular  courfe  of  life.  And  we  (hall 

be  fafe  from  P and  G ,  and  all  infliga- 

tors  to  fchemes  of  wafle.  Si  te  fata  ferant,  fer 
fata. 

The  chief  wifli  that  I  form  is,  that  Mr.  Thrale 
could  be  made  to  underftand  his  true  ftate :  to 
know  that  he  is  tottering  upon  a  point ;  to  con- 
fider  every  change  of  his  mental  character  as  the 
fymptom  of  a  difeafe  ;  to  diflrufl  any  opinions  or 
purpofes  that  (hoot  up  in  his  thoughts  ;  to  think 
that  violent  mirth  is  the  foam,  and  deep  fadnefs 
the  fubfidence  of  a  morbid  fermentation  ;  to  watch 
himfelf,  and  counteract  by  experienced  remedies 
every  new  tendency,  or  uncommon  fenfation. 
This  is  a  new  and  ungrateful  employment ;  but 
without  this  felf-examination  he  never  can  be  fafe. 
You  muft  try  to  teach  it,  and  he  to  learn  it  gra 
dually,  and  in  this  my  fweet  Queeney  muft  help 
you  ;  I  am  glad  to  hear  of  her  vigilance  and  ob- 
iervation.  She  is  my  pupil. 

I  fuppofe  the  S fcheme  is  now  paft ;  I  faw 

no  great  harm  in  it,  though  perhaps  no  good.  Do 
not  fuffer  little  things  to  embarrafs  you.  Our 
great  work  is  conflant  temperance,  and  frequent, 
very  frequent  evacuation  ;  and  that  they  may  not 

K  2  be 
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be  interrupted,  conviction  of  their  neceflhy  is  to 
be  prudently  inculcated. 

1  am  not  at  prefent  fo  much  diftrefied  as  you, 
becaufe  I  think  your  prefent  method  likely  to  be 
efficacious.  Dejection  may  indeed  follow,  and  I 
mould  dread  it  from  too  copious  bleeding ;  for  as 
purges  are  more  under  command,  and  more  con 
current  with  the  agency  of  nature,  they  feldom 
effect  any  irremediable  change.  However,  we 
mud  expect  after  fuch  a  difeafe,  that  the  mind 
will  fluctuate  long  before  it  finds  its  center. 

I  will  not  tell  you,  nor  Mafter,  nor  Queeney, 
how  1  long  to  be  among  you  ;  but  I  would  be  glad 
to  know  when  we  are  to  meet,  and  hope  our  meet 
ing  will  be  cheerful. 

I  am,  dearefl  Lady, 
Your, 


LETTER    CCLVI. 

To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  Auguft  25,  1780. 

YESTERDAY  I  could  write  but  about  one, 
thing.  I  am  forry  to  find  from  my  dear  Queeney's 
letter  to-day,  that  Mr.  Thrale's  fleep  was  too  much 
ihortcned.  He  begins  however  now,  me  fays,  to 
recover  it.  Sound  fleep  will  be  the  furefl  token  of 
returning  health.  The  fwelling  of  his  legs  has 

nothing 
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nothing  in  it  dangerous  ;  it  is  the  natural  confe- 
quence  of  lax  mufcles,  and  when  the  laxity  is 
known  to  be  artificial,  need  not  give  any  uneafi- 
nefs.  I  told  you  fo  formerly.  Every  thing  that  I 
have  told  you  about  my  dear  matter  has  been  true. 
Let  him  take  purgatives,  and  let  him  fleep. 
Bleeding  feems  to  have  been  neceflary  no\v  ;  but 
it  was  become  neceflary  only  by  the  omiffion  of 
purges.  Bleeding  is  only  for  exigencies. 

I  wifli  you  or  Queeney  would  write  to  me  every 
pod  while  the  danger  lafls.  I  will  come  if  I  can 
do  any  good,  or  prevent  any  evil. 

For  any  other  purpofe,  I  fuppofe,  now  poor 
Sam  may  be  fpared  ;  you  are  regaled  with  Greek 
and  Latin,  ^rid  you  are  Thralia  Caftalio  femper 
flmata  choro ;  and  you  have  a  daughter  equal  to 
yourfelf.  I  fhall  have  enough  to  do  with  one  and 
the  other.  Your  admirer  has  more  Greek  than 
poetry,  he  was  however  worth  the  conqueft, 
though  you  had  conquered  me.  Whether  you 
can  hold  him  as  faft,  there  may  befome  dram  of 
a  fcruple,  for  he  thinks  you  have  full  tongue 
enough,  as  appears  by  fojne  of  his  verfes ;  he 
will  leave  you  for  fomebody  that  will  let  him  take 
his  turn,  and  then  I  may  come  in  again :  for,  I 
tell  you,  nobody  loves  you  fo  well,  and  therefore 
never  think  of  changing  like  the  moon?  an$  'tying 
'csjndant  only  in  your  inconjianpy,  ^^  + 

I  have  npt  dined  out  for  fome  time  but  with 
Renny  or  Sir  Jofhua  ;  and  next  week  Sir  Jofliua 
goes  to  Devonfhire,  and  Renny  to  Richmond, 
and  I  am  .left,  by  myfelf.  I  wifli  I  could  fay  nun* 
quam  minu3,y  &c.  but  I  am  not  diligent. 

I  am  afraid  that  I  fhall  not  fee  Lichfield  this  year, 
yet  it  would  pleafe  me  to  mew  my  friends  how 
much  better  I  am  grown :  but  I  am  not  grown, 
I  am  afraid,  lefs  idle  ;  and  of  idlenefs  I  am  no\y 
paying  the  fine  by  having  no  leifure, 

Does 
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Does  the  expedition  to  Sir  John  Shelly's  go  on  ? 
The  firil  week  of  September  is  now  at  no  great 
diftance  ;  nor  the  eighteenth  day,  which  concludes 
another  of  my  wretched  years.  It  is  time  te  have 
done. 

I  am, 


LETTER    CCLVIL 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAREST  MADAM,  London,  April  5,  1781, 


o 


fF  your  injunctions,  to  pray  for  you  and 
write  to  you,  I  hope  to  leave  neither  unobferved ; 
2nd  I  hope  to  find  you  willing  in  a  fhort  time  to 
alleviate  your  trouble  by  fome  other  exercife  of 
the  mind.  I  am  not  without  my  part  of  the  cala 
mity.  (  No  death  fince  that  of  my  wife  has  ever 
oppfeffed  me  like  this.  But  let  us  remember, 
that  we  are  in  the  hands  of  Him  who  knows  when 
to  give  and  when  to  take  away  ;  who  will  look, 
upon  us  with  mercy  through  all  our  variations  of 
exiftence,  and  who  invites  us  to  call  on  him  in 
the  day  of  trouble.  Call  upon  him  in  this  great 
revolution  of  life,  and  call  with  confidence.  You 
will  then  find  comfort  for  the  paft,  and  fupport 
For  the  future.  He  that  has  given  you  happinefs 
in  marriage,  to  a  degree  of  which,  without  per- 
fonal  knowledge,  I  fhould  have  thought  the  de- 
fcription  fabulous,  can  give  'you  another  mode  of 

happinefs 
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happinefs  as  a  mother  ;  and  at  laft,  the  happinefs 
of  lofmg  all  temporal  cares  in  the  thoughts  of  an 
eternity  in  heaven. 

I  do  not  exhort  you  to  reafon  yourfelf  into  tran- 
quility.  We  muft  firft  pray,  and  then  labour ; 
firft  implore  the  bleffing  of  God,  and  thofe  means 
which  he  puts  in  our  hands.  Cultivated  ground 
has  few  weeds ;  a  mind  occupied  by  lawful  bufi- 
nefs,  has  little  room  for  ufelefs  regret. 

We  read  the  will  to-day  ;  but  I  will  not  fill 
my  firft  letter  with  any  other  account  than  that, 
with  all  my  zeal  for  your  advantage,  I  am  fatisfied ; 
and  that  the  other  executors,  more  ufed  to  confi- 
der  property  than  I,  commended  it  for  wifdom 
and  equity.  Yet  why  mould  I  not  tell  you  that 
you  have  five  hundred  pounds  for  your  immediate 
expences,  and  two  thoufand  pounds  a-year,  with 
both  the  houfes  and  all  the  goods  ? 

Let  us  pray  for  one  another,  that  the  time,  whe 
ther  long  or  mort,  that  (hall  yet  be  granted  us,  may 
be  well  fpent ;  and  that  when  this  life,  which  at 
the  longed  is  very  mort,  (hall  come  to  an  end,  a 
better  may  begin  which  (hall  never  end. 

I  am,  dearefl  Madam, 

Your,  &r>. 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCLVIIL 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E; 

DEAR  MADAM,  April  7,  i78r. 

I. 
HOPE  you  begin  to  find   your  mind  grow 
clearer.     My  part  of  the  lofs  hangs  upon  me.     I 
have  loft  a  friend  of  boundlefs  kindnefs  at  an  age 
when  it  is  very  unlikely  that  I  mould  find  another. 

If  you  think  change  of  place  likely  to  relieve 
you,  there  is  no  reafon  why  you  mould  not  go 
to  Bath ;  the  diftances  are  unequal,  but  with  re 
gard  to  practice  and  bufmefs  they  are  the  fame. 
It  is  a  day's  journey  from  either  place  ;  and  the 
poft  is  more  expeditious  and  certain  to  Bath. 
Confult  only  your  own  inclination,  for  there  is 
really  no  other  principle  of  choice.  God  direft 
and  blefs  you. 

Mr.  C — : —  has  offered  Mr.  P— —  money,  but 
it  was  not  wanted.  I  hope,  we  mail  all  do  all  we 
can  to  make  you  lefs  unhappy,  and  you  mufl  do. 
all  you  can  for  yqurfelf.  What  we,  or  what  you 
can  dq,  will  for  a  time  be  but  little  \  yet  certainly 
that  calamity  which  may  be  confidered  as  doomed 
to  fall  inevitably  on  half  mankind,  is  not  finally 
without  alleviation. 

It  is  fomething  for  me,  that  as  I  have  not  the 
decrepitude  I  have  not  the  calloufnefs  of  old  age. 
I  hope  in  time  to  be  lefs  afflicted. 

I  am, 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCLIX. 

To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAREST  MADAM,  London,  April  9,  1781. 

1  HAT  you  are  gradually  recovering  your 
tranquility,  is  the  effect  to  be  humbly  expected 
from  trufl  in  God.  Do  not  repiefent  life  as  dark 
er  than  it  is.  Your  lofs  has  been  very  great,  but 
you  retain  more  than  almoft  any  other  can  hope 
to  poflefs.  You  ase  high  in  the  opinion  of  man 
kind  ;  you  have  children  from  whom  much  plea- 
fure  may  be  expected ;  and  that  you  will  find 
many  friends,  you  have  no  reafon  to  doubt. 
Of  my  friendmip,  be  it  worth  more  or  lefs, 
I  hope  you  think  yourfelf  certain,  without 
much  art  or  care.  It  will  not  be  eafy  for  me  to 
repay  the  benefits  that  I  have  received  ;  but  I  hope 
to  be  always  ready  at  your  call.  Our  forrow  ha* 
different  effects  ;  you  are  withdrawn  into  iblitude, 
and  I  am  driven  into  company.  I  am  afraid  of 
thinking  of  \yhat  I  have  loft.  I  never  hacj^fuch 
a  friend  before.  Let  me  have  your  prayers  and 
thofe  of  my  dear  Queeney. 

The  prudence  and  refolution  of  your  defign  to 
return  fo  foon  to  your  bufmefs  and  your  duty  de- 
ferves  great  praife;  I  mail  communicate  it  on 
Wednesday  to  the  other  executors.  Be  pleafed  to 
let  me  know  whether  you  would  have  me  come 
to  Streatham  to  receive  you,  or  flay  here  till  the 
next  day. 

I  am,  6v. 

LETTER 
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LETTER    CCLX. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 


I 


DEAR  MADAM,  Condon,  April  it,  1781. 

AM  glad  to  hear  from  my  dear  Mifs,  that 
you  have  recovered  tranquility  enough  to  think  on 
bathing  ;  but  there  is  no  difpofition  in  the  world 
to  leave  you  long  to  yourfelf.  Mr.  P  -  pre 
tends  that  your  abfence  produces  a  thoufand  dif 
ficulties  which  I  believe  it  does  not  produce. 
He  frights  Mr.  C  *  *  *  *.  Mr.  C  -  is  of 
my  mind,  that  there  is  no  need  of  hurry.  I  would 
not  have  this  importunity  give  you  any  alarm  or 
diflurbance  ;  but,  to  pacify  it,  come  as  foon  as 
you  can  prevail  on  your  mind  to  mingle  with  bu- 
finefs.  I  think  bufinefs  the  beft  remedy  for  grief 
as  foon  as  it  can  be  admitted. 

We  met  to  day,  and  were  told  of  mountainous 
difficulties,  till  I  was  provoked  to  tell  them,  that 
if  there  were  really  fo  much  to  do  and  fuffer,  there 
would  be  no  executors  in  the  world*  Do  not  fuf 
fer  yourfelf  to  be  terrrified. 

I  comfort  you,  and  hope  God  will  blefs  and 
fupport  you  ;  but  I  feel  myfelf  like  a  man  be 
ginning  a  new  courfe  of  life.  I  had  interwoven 
myfelf  with  my  dear  friend  j  but  our  great  care 
ought  to  be,  that  we  may  be  fit  and  ready,  when 
in  a  fhort  time  jve  (hall  be  called  to  follow  him. 

There  is,  however,  no  ufe  in  communicating  to 
you  my  heavinefs  of  heart.  I  thank  dear  Mifs  for 
her  letter. 

I  am, 


LETTER 
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• 
LETTER    CCLX1. 

To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAREST  MADAM,  London,  April  12, 1781. 

iOU  will  not  fuppofe  that  much  has  happened 
fince  laft  night,  nor  indeed  is  this  a  time  for 
talking  much  of  lofs  and  gain.  The  bufmefs  of 
Chriftians  is  now  for  a  few  days  in  their  own 
fcofoms.  God  grant  us  to  do  it  properly.  I  hope 
you  gain  ground  on  your  affliction.  I  hope  to 
overcome  mine.  You  and  Mifs  mud  comfort  one 
another.  May  you  long  live  happily  together.  I 
have  nobody  with  whom  I  expecl:  to  mare  my  un- 
eafmefs,  nor,  if  I  could  communicate  it,  would 
it  be  lefs.  I  give  it  little  vent,  and  amufe  it  as  I 
can.  Let  us  pray  for  one  another.  And,  when 
we  meet,  we  may  try  what  fidelity  and  tender- 
nefs  will  do  for  us. 

There  is  no  wifdom  in  ufelefs  and  hopelefs  for- 
row  ;  but  there  is  fomething  in  it  fo  like  virtue, 
that  he  who  is  wholly  without  it  cannot  be  loved, 
nor  will  by  me  at  kaft  be  thought  worthy  of  ef- 
teem.  My  next  letter  will  be  to  Queeney. 

I  am, 


LETTER 
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LETTER     CCLXII. 
To    Mrs,    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  April  14,  1781. 

1VJ.Y  intention  was  to  have  written  this  day  to 
my  dear  Queeney  ;  but  1  have  juft  heard  from 
you,  and  therefore  this  letter  mail  be  your's.  I 
am  glad  that  you  find  the  behaviour  of  your  ac 
quaintance  fuch  as  you  can  commend.  The 
world  is  not  fo  unjuft  or  unkind  as  it  is  pee  vim- 
ly  reprefented.  Thofe  who  deferve  well  feldom 
fail  to  receive  from  others  fuch  fervices  as  they 
can  perform  ;  but  few  have  much  in  their  power, 
or  are  fo  ftationed  as  to  have  great  leifure  from 
their  own  affairs,  and  kindnefs  muft  be  commonly 
the  exuberance  of  content.  The  wretched  have 
no  compaffion,  they  can  do  good  only  from  ftrong 
principles  of  duty, 

I  purpofe  to  receive  you  at  Streatham,  but 
wonder  that  you  come  fo  foon. 

I  fent  immediately  to  Mr.  Perkins  to  fend  yoi\ 
twenty  pounds,  and  intended  to  fecure  you  from 
difappointment,  by  inclofing  a  note  in  this  j  but 
yours  written  on  Wednefday  nth,  came  not  till 
Saturday  the  Hth,  and  mine  written  to-night, 
will  not  come  before  you  leave  Brighthelmfton, 
unlefs  you  have  put  Monday  next  for  Monday 
fe.vennight,  which  I  fufpecl,  as  you  mention  no, 
•Iteration  of  your  mind.  , 


I  am, 

LETTER 
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LETTER    CCLXIII. 

To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  April  17,  1781. 

IVjLR.  Norris  (Mr.  Robfon's  partner)  promifed 
to  fend  the  will  to-morrow  j  you  will  therefore 
have  it  before  you  have  this  letter.  When  you 
have  talked  with  Mr.  Scrafe,  write  diligently  down 
all  that 'you  can  remember,  and,  where  you  have 
any  difficulties,  afk  him  again,  and  rather  flay 
where  you  are  a  few  days  longer  than  come  away 
with  imperfect  information. 

The  executors  will  hardly  meet  till  you  come, 
for  we  have  nothing  to  do  till  we  go  all  together 
to  prove  the  will. 

1  have  not  had  a  fecond  vifit  from  Mr. , 

for  he  found  his  difcourfe  to  me  very  unavailing. 
I  was  dry  ;  but  if  he  goes  to  <  he  will  be 

overpowered  with   words    as  good  as  his   own. 

appears   a  very  modefl  inoffenfive  man, 

not  likely  to  give  any  trouble.  The  difficulty  of 
finding  executors  Mr.  Scrafe  has  formerly  told 
you,  and  among  all  your  acquaintance,  except 

P ,  whom  you  prefled  into  the  fervice,  and 

who  would  perhaps  have  deferted  it,  I  do  not  fee 
with  whom  you  could  have  been  more  commo- 
dioufly  connected.  They  all  mean  well,  and  will, 
I  think,  all  concur. 

Mifs  told  me  that  you  intended  to  bathe ;  it  is 
right :  all  external  things  are  diverfions :  let  her 
bathe  too.  I  regain  that  tranquillity  which  irre 
mediable  misfortunes  necefiarily  admit,  and  do 
not,  I  hope,  think  on  what  I  have  loft,  without 
grateful  recollection  of  what  I  have  enjoyed. 

I  am,  &V. 

LETTER 


LETTER    CCLXIV. 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London, April  1 6,  1781. 

A  S  I  was  preparing  this  day  to  go  to  Streathara, 
according  to  the  direction  of  your  letter  of  the 
x  ith,  which  I  could  not  know,  though  I  fufpecl:- 
ed  it,  to  be  erroneous,  I  received  two  letters,  of 
which  the  firfl  effect  was,  that  it  faved  me  a  fruit- 
lefs  journey.  Of  thefe  letters,  that  which  I  per 
ceive  to  have  been  written  firft  has  no  date  of 
time  or  place ;  the  fecond  was  written  on  the  1 4th, 
but  they  came  together. 

I  forbore,  becaufe  I  would  not  difturb  you,  to 

tell  you,  that  laft  week  Mr. came  to  talk 

about  partnermip,  and  was  very  copious.  I  dif- 
mifled  him  with  nothing  harfher  than,  that  I  was 
not  convinced. 

You  will  have  much  talk  to  hear.     Mr.  C 

fpeaks  with  great  exuberance,  but  what  he  fays, 

when  at  lait  he  fays  it,  is  commonly  right.  Mr. 

made  an  oration  flaming  with  the  terrifick,  which 
I  difcovered  to  have  no  meaning  at  all ;  for  the 
refult  was,  that  if  we  flopped  payment  we  mould 
lofe  credit. 

I  have  written  to  Mr.  Robfon  to  fend  the  will. 
There  were  two  copies,  but  1  know  not  who  has 
them. 

You  are  to  receive  five  hundred  pounds  imme 
diately.  Mr.  Scrafe  mail  certainly  fee  the  will,  if 
you  and  I  go  to  Brighthelmfton  on  purpofe,  which, 
if  we  have  any  difficulty,  may  be  our  bed  expe 
dient. 

I  am 
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I  am  encouraged,  deareft  Lady,  by  your  fpirit. 
The  feafon  for  agues  is  now  over.  You  are  in 
your  civil  character  a  man.  You  may  fue  and  be 
fued.  If  you  apply  to  bufmefs  perhaps  half  the 
mind  which  you  have  exercifed  upon  knowledge 
and  elegance,  you  will  need  little  help,  what  help 
however  I  can  give  you,  will,  I  hope,  be  always  at 
call. 

(Make  my  compliments  to  Mr.  Scrafe.) 

I  am,  &c. 


LETTER    CCLXV. 
To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Oxford,  Otf.  17,  1781. 


Monday  evening  arrived  at  the  Angel  Inn 
at  Oxford,  Mr.  Johnfon  and  Mr.  Barber,  without 
any  fmifter  accident. 

I  am  here  ;  but  why  am  I  here  ?  On  my  way 
to  Lichfield,  where  I  believe  Mrs.  Afton  will  be 
glad  to  fee  me.  We  have  known  each  other  long, 
and,  by  confequence,  are  both  old  ;  and  me  is 
paralytick  ;  and  if  1  do  not  fee  her  foon,  I  may 
fee  her  no  more  in  this  world.  To  make  a  vifit 
on  fuch  confiderations  is  to  go  on  a  melancholy 
errand.  But  fuch  is  the  courfe  of  life. 

This  place  is  very  empty,  but  there  are  more 
here  whom  I  know,  than  I  could  have  expected. 

Young 
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Young  Burke  has  juft  been  with  me,  and  I  have 
dined  to  day  with  Dr.  Adams,  who  feems  fond  of 
me.  But  I  have  not  been  very  well.  I  hope  lam 
not  ill  by  fympathy,  and  that  you  are  making  hafte 
to  recover  your  plumpnefs  and  your  complexion. 
I  left  you  Jk'mny  and  lean. 

To-morrow,  if  I  can,  I  mail  go  forward,  and 
when  I  fee  Lichfield  I  mail  write  again. 

Mr.  Parker,  the  bookfeller,  fends  his  refpe&s  to 
you  :  I  fend  mine  to  the  young  ladies. 

I  am, 


I 


LETTER    CCLXVI. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  Oft.  26,  1781. 


WROTE  from  Oxford,  where  I  ftaid  two 
days ;  on  Thurfday  I  went  to  Birmingham,  and 
was  told  by  Hector  that  I  fhould  not  be  well  fo 
foon  as  I  expected ;  but  that  well  I  mould  be.  Mrs. 
Carelefs  took  me  under  her  care,  and  told  me 
when  I  had  tea  enough.  On  Friday  I  came  hither, 
and  have  efcaped  the  pofl-chaifes  all  the  way. 
Every  body  here  is  as  kind  as  I  expected,  I  think 
Lucy  is  kinder  than  ever.  I  am  very  well.  Now 
we  are  both  valetudinary,  we  mall  have  fomething 
to  write  about.  We  can  tell  each  other  our  com 
plaints,  and  give  reciprocal  comfort  and  advice, 
ns  —not  to  eat  too  much — and — not  to  drink  too 

little, 
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little,  and  we  may  now  and  then  add  a  few  flric- 
tures  of  reproof :  and  fo  we  may  write  and  write 
till  we  can  find  another  fubject.  Pray  make  my 
compliments  to  all  the  ladies,  great  and  little. 

I  am,  £f?r. 


LETTER    CCLXV1I. 
To     Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  0^.23,  1781. 

1  HAD  both  your  letters,  and  very  little  good 
news  in  either  of  them.  The  diminution  of  the 
eftate,  though  unpleafing  and  unexpected,  muft 
be  borne,  becaufe  it  cannot  be  helped ;  but  I  do 
not  apprehend  why  the  other  part  of  your  income 
mould  fall  mort.  I  underftood  that  you  were  to 
have  1,500!.  yearly  from  the  money  arifmg  from 
the  fale,  and  that  your  claim  was  firft. 

I  fmcerely  applaud  your  resolution  not  to  run 
out,  and  wifh  you  always  to  fave  fomething,  for 
that  which  is  faved  may  be  fpent  at  will,  and  the 
advantages  are  very  many  of  faving  fome  money 
loofe  and  unappropriated.  If  your  ammunition 
is  always  ready,  you  may  (hoot  advantage  as  it 
flarts,  or  pleafure  as  it  flies.  .  Refolve  therefore 
never  to  want  money. 

The  Gravedo  is  not  removed,  nor  does  it  in- 
creafe.  My  nights  have  commonly  been  bad. 
Mrs.  Afton  is  much  as  I  left  her,  without  any  new 
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LETTER    CCLXIX. 
To      Mrs.      T    H    R    A    L    E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  Ofl.  31,  1781. 

1 T  almoft  enrages  me  to  be  fufpefted  of  forget 
ting  the  difcovery  of  the  papers  relating  to  Cum- 
mins's  claim.  Thefe  papers  we  muft  grant  the  li 
berty  of  ufmg,  becaufe  the  law  will  not  fuffer  us 
to  deny  them.  We  may  be  fummoned  to  declare 
what  we  know,  and  what  we  know  is  in  thofe  pa 
pers.  When  the  evidence  appears,  *  *  *  will  be 
directed  by  her  lawyers  to  fubmit  in  quiet.  I  fup- 
pofe  it  will  be  proper  to  give  at  firft  only  a  tran- 
icript. 

Your  income,  diminimed  as  it  is,  you  may, 
without  any  painful  frugality,  make  fufficient.  I 
wifh  your  health  were  as  much  in  your  power,  and 
the  effefts  of  abflinence  were  as  certain  as  thofe 
of  parfimony.  Of  your  regimen  I  do  not  think 
with  much  approbation  ;  it  is  only  palliative,  and 
crops  the  difeafe,  but  does  not  eradicate  it.  I 
wi(h  you  had  at  the  beginning  digefted  full  meals 
in  a  warm  room,  and  excited  the  humour  to  ex- 
hauft  its  power  upon  the  furface.  This,  I  believe, 
muft  be  done  at  laft. 

Mifs  Scward  has  been  enquiring  after  Sufan 
Thrale,  of  whom  fhe  had  heard  fo  much  from 
Mrs.  Cumyns,  as  excites  her  curiofity.  If  my  little 
dear  Perverfity  continues  to  be  crofs,  Sufy  may 
be  my  girl  too  ;  but  I  had  rather  have  them  both. 
If  Queeney  does  not  write  foon  fhe  (hall  have  a 
very  reprehenfory  letter. 

I  have 
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1  have  here  but  a  dull  fcene.  Poor  Lucy's 
health  is  very  much  broken.  She  takes  very  little 
of  either  food  or  exercife,  and  her  hearing  is 
very  dull,  and  her  utterance  confufed  ;  but  fhe 
will  have  Watts' s  Improvement  of  the  Mind.  Her 
mental  powers  are  not  impaired,  and  her  focial 
virtues  feem  to  increafe.  She  never  was  fo  civil 
to  me  before. 

Mrs.  Afton  is  not,  that  I  perceive,  worfe  than 
when  I  left  her ;  but  fhe  eats  too  little,  and  is 
fomewhat  emaciated.  She  likewife  is  glad  to  fee 
me,  and  I  am  glad  that  I  have  come. 

There  is  little  of  the  funfhine  of  life,  and  my 
own  health  does  not  gladden  me.  But  to  fcatter 
the  gloom — I  went  laft  night  to  the  ball,  where, 
you  know,  I  can  be  happy  even  without  you. 
On  the  ball,  which  was  very  gay,  I  looked  a- 
while,  and  went  away. 


I  am,  dear  Madam, 


Your, 


LETTER 


i48        LETTERS    TO    AND   FROM 

LETTER    CCLXIX. 
To      Mrs.      T    H    R    A    L    E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Lichfield,  O&.  31,  1781. 

1 T  almofl  enrages  me  to  be  fufpected  of  forget 
ting  the  difcovery  of  the  papers  relating  to  Cum- 
mins's  claim.  Thefe  papers  we  muft  grant  the  li 
berty  of  ufing,  becaufe  the  law  will  not  fufFer  us 
to  deny  them.  We  may  be  fummoned  to  declare 
what  we  know,  and  what  we  know  is  in  thofe  pa 
pers.  When  the  evidence  appears,  *  *  *  will  be 
directed  by  her  lawyers  to  fubmit  in  quiet.  I  fup- 
pofe  it  will  be  proper  to  give  at  firft  only  a  tran- 
fcript. 

Your  income,  diminiihed  as  it  is,  you  may, 
without  any  painful  frugality,  make  fufficient.  I 
wifh  your  health  were  as  much  in  your  power,  and 
the  effects  of  abftinence  were  as  certain  as  thofe 
of  parfimony.  Of  your  regimen  I  do  not  think 
with  much  approbation ;  it  is  only  palliative,  and 
crops  the  difeafe,  but  does  not  eradicate  it.  I 
wifh  you  had  at  the  beginning  digeiied  full  meals 
in  a  warm  room,  and  excited  the  humour  to  ex- 
hauft  its  power  upon  the  furface.  This,  I  believe, 
muft  be  done  at  laft. 

Mifs  Seward  has  been  enquiring  after  Sufan 
Thrale,  of  whom  (he  had  heard  fo  much  from 
Mrs.  Cumyns,  as  excites  her  curiofity.  If  my  little 
dear  Perverfity  continues  to  be  crofs,  Sufy  may 
be  my  girl  too  ;  but  I  had  rather  have  them  both. 
If  Queeney  does  not  write  foon  me  (hall  have  a 
very  reprehenfory  letter. 

I  have 
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1  have  here  but  a  dull  fcene.  Poor  Lucy's 
health  is  very  much  broken.  She  takes  very  little 
of  either  food  or  exercife,  and  her  hearing  is 
very  dull,  and  her  utterance  confufed  ;  but  fhe 
will  have  Watts* s  Improvement  of  the  Mind.  Her 
mental  powers  are  not  impaired,  and  her  focial 
virtues  feem  to  increafe.  She  never  was  fo  civil 
to  me  before. 

Mrs.  Afton  is  not,  that  I  perceive,  worfe  than 
when  I  left  her  ;  but  (he  eats  too  little,  and  is 
fomewhat  emaciated.  She  likewife  is  glad  to  fee 
me,  and  I  am  glad  that  I  have  come. 

There  is  little  of  the  funfliine  of  life,  and  my 
own  health  does  not  gladden  me.  But  to  fcatter 
the  gloom — I  went  lafl  night  to  the  ball,  where, 
you  know,  I  can  be  happy  even  without  you. 
On  the  ball,  which  was  very  gay,  I  looked  a- 
while,  and  went  away. 


I  am,  dear  Madam, 


Your, 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCLXX.    , 
Mrs.  THRALE    to   Dr.    JOHNSON. 

DEAR  SIR,  Nov.  2. 

JL  HERE  was  no  need  to  be  enraged,  becaufe 
I  thought  you  might  eafily  forget  a  tranfa&ion  not 
at  all  pleafmg  to  remember ;  and  no  need  that  I 
mould  be  enraged  if  you  had  indeed  forgotten 
it — but  you  were  always  fufpicious  in  matters  of 
memory.  Cummins  don't  forget  it  however,  as 
1  can  tell  you  more  at  large.  My  health  is  grow 
ing  very  bad  to  be  fure.  I  will  ftarve  ftill  more 
rigidly  for  a  while,  and  watch  myfelf  carefully ; 
but  more  than  fix  months  will  I  not  beftow  upon 
that  fubjeft ;  you  mail  not  have  in  me  a  valetudi 
nary  correfpondent,  who  is  always  writing  fuch 
letters,  that  to  read  the  labels  tyed  on  bottles  by 
an  apothecary's  boy  would  be  more  eligible  and 
amufing ;  nor  will  I  live  like  Flavia  in  Law's  Seri 
ous  Call,  who  fpends  half  her  time  and  money  on 
herfelf,  with  fleeping  draughts  and  waking 
draughts  and  cordials  and  broths.  My  defire  is 
always  to  determine  againft  my  own  gratification, 
fo  far  as  mall  be  poffible  for  my  body  to  co-operate 
with  my  mind,  and  you  will  not  fufpect  me  of 
wearing  blifters,  and  living  wholly  upon  veget 
ables  for  fport.  If  that  will  do,  the  diforder  may 
be  removed  ;  but  if  health  is  gone,  and  gone  for 
ever,  we  will  acl  as  Zachary  Pearce  the  famous 
bifhop  of  Rochefter  did,  when  he  loft  the  wife  he 
loved  fo — call  for  one  glafs  to  the  health  of  her 
who  is  departed,  never  more  to  return — arid  fo 


DR.  SAMUEL    JOHNSON.          151 

go  quietly  back  to  the  ufual  duties  of  life,  and 
forbear  to  mention  her  again  from  that  time  till 
the  laft  day  of  it. Sutan  is  exceedingly  ho 
noured,  /  think,  by  Mifs  Seward's  enquiries,  and 
I  would  have  Sufan  think  fo  too  ;  the  humbler 
one's  heart  is,  the  more  one's  pride  is  gratified, 
if  one  may  ufe  fo  apparently  an  Irifti  exprefiion, 
but  the  meaning  of  it  does  not  lie  deep.  They 
who  are  too  proud  to  care  whether  they  pleafe  or 
no,  lofe  much  delight  themfelves,  and  give  none  to 
their  neighbours.  Mrs.  Porter  is  in  a  bad  way, 
and  that  makes  you  melancholy ;  the  vifits  to 
Stowhill  will  this  year  be  more  frequent  than 
ever.  I  am  glad  Watts's  Improvement  of  the  Mind 
is  a  favourite  book  among  the  Lichfield  ladies : 
it  is  fo  pious,  fo  wife,  fo  eafy  a  book  to  read  for 
any  perfon,  and  fo  ufeful,  nay  neceflary,  are  its 
precepts  to  us  all,  that  I  never  ceafe  recommend 
ing  it  to  our  young  ones.  'Tis  a  la  portee  de  cha- 
cun  fo,  yet  never  vulgar ;  but  Law  beats  him  for 
wit ;  and  the  names  are  never  happy  in  Watts 
fome-how.  I  fancy  there  was  no  comparifon  be 
tween  the  fcholaftick  learning  of  the  two  writers ; 
but  there  is  prodigious  knowledge  of  the  human 
heart,  and  perfect  acquaintance  with  common 
life,  in  the  Serious  Call.  You  ufed  to  fay  you 
would  not  truft  me  with  that  author  up-ftairs  on 
the  drefling-room  fhelf,  yet  I  now  half  wifh  I  had 
never  followed  any  precepts  but  his.  Our  lafles, 
indeed,  might  poflibly  object  to  the  education  gi 
ven  her  daughters  by  Law's  Eufebia. 

That  the  ball  did  fo  little  towards  diverting  you, 
I  do  not  wonder :  what  can  a  ball  do  towards  di 
verting  any  one  who  has  not  other  hopes  and  other 
defigns  than  barely  to  fee  people  dance,  or  even 
to  dance  himfelf  ?  They  who  are  entertained  at 
the  ball  are  never  much.amufed  by  the  ball  I  be 
lieve,  yet  I  love  the  dance  on  Queeney's  birth- 

dav 
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day  and  yours,  where  none  but  very  honeft  and 
very  praileworthy  paifions,  if  paflions  they  can  be 
called,  heighten  the  mirth  and  gaiety.  It  has 
been  thought  by  many  wife  folks,  that  we  fritter 
our  pleafures  all  away  by  refinement,  and  when 
one  reads  Goldfmith's  works,  either  verfe  or  profe, 
one  fancies  that  in  corrupt  life  there  is  more  en 
joyment — yet  ive  mould  find  little  folace  from  ale- 
houfe  merriment  or  cottage  caroufals,  whatever 
the  beft  wreftler  on  the  green  might  do  1  fuppofe ; 
mere  brandy  and  brown  fugar  liqueur^  like  that 
which  Foote  prefented  the  Cherokee  kings  with, 
and  won  their  hearts  from  our  fine  ladies  who 
treated  them  with  Spunge  bifcuits  and  Frontiniac. 
I  am  glad  Queeney  and  you  are  to  refolve  fo 
ftoutly,  and  labour  fo  violently  ;  fuch  a  union 
may  make  her  wifer  and  you  happier,  and  can 
give  me  nothing  but  delight. 

We  read  a  good  deal  here  in  your  abfence, 
that  is,  /  do  :  it  is  better  we  fate  all  together  than 
in  feparate  rooms  ;  better  that  I  read  than  not ; 
and  better  that  I  mould  never  read  what  is  not  fit 
for  the  young  ones  to  hear :  befides,  I  am  fure 
they  muft  hear  that  which  I  read  out  to  them,  and 
fo  one  faves  the  trouble  of  commanding  what  one 

knows  will  never   be  obeyed. 1  can  find  no 

other  way  as  well. 

Come  home,  however,  for  'tis  dull  living  with- 
out  you  ;  Sir  Philip  and  Mr.  Selwin  call  very  of 
ten,  and  are  exceedingly  kind.  I  fee  them  always 
with  gratitude  and  pleaiure ;  but  as  the  firfl  has 
left  us  now  for  a  month,  come  home  therefore. 
You  are  not  happy  away,  and  I  fear  I  mail  never 
be  happy  again  in  this  world  between  one  thing 
and  another.  My  health,  flefh,  and  complexion 
are  quite  loft,  and  I  mall  have  a  red  face  if  I  live, 
and  that  will  be  mighty  deteftable — a  humpback 
would  be  lefs  offenfive  vaftly. 

This 
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This  is  the  time  for  fading :  the  year  is  fading 
round  us,  and  every  day  (huts  in  more  difmally 
than  the  lad  did.  I  never  pafled  fo  melancholy  a 
fummer,  though  I  have  pafied  fome  that  were 
more  painful ;  privation  is  indeed  fuppofed  to  be 
worfe  than  pain. 

Inftead  of  trying  the  Sortes  Virgilianas  for  our 
abfent  friends,  vre   agreed  after  dinner  to-day  to 
aik  little  Harriet  what  they  were  doing  now  who 
ufed  to  be  our  common  guefts  at  Streatham.     Dr. 
Johnfon  (fays  (he)  is  very  rich  and  wife,  Sir  Philip 
is  drown' d  in  the  water — and  Mr.  Piozzi  is  very 
fick  and  lame,  poor  man !  What  a  curious  way  of 
deciding!  all  in  her  little  foft  voice.     Was   not 
there  a  cuflom  among  the  ancients  in  fome  coun 
try— —'tis  mentioned  in  Herodotus,  if  I  remem 
ber  right that  they  took  that  method  of  en 
quiring  into  futurity  from  the  mouths  of  infants 
under  three  years  old? —but  I   will  not  fwear  to 
the  book  I  have  read  it  in.     The  Scriptural  expref- 
fion,    however,  Out  of  the  mouths   of  babes   and 
fucklings,  &c.  is  likely  enough  to  allude  to  it,  if  it 
were  once  a  general'praftice.     In  Ireland,  where 
the  peafants  are  mad  after  play,  particularly  back 
gammon,  Mr.  Murphy  fays,  they  will  even,  when 
deprived  of  the  neceflaries  for  continuing  fo  fa 
vourite  a  game,  cut  the  turf  in  a  clean  fpot  of 
green  fwerd,  and  make  it  into   tables  for   that 
amufement,  fetting  a  little  baby  boy  behind  the 
hedge  to  call  their  throws  for  them,  and  fupply 
with  his  unconfcious  decifions  the  place  of  box 
and  dice. 

Adieu,  dear  Sir,  and  be  as  cheerful  as  you  can 
this  gloomy  feafon.  1  fee  nobody  happy  here 
abouts  but  the  Burneys ;  they  love  each  other 
with  uncommon  warmth  of  family  affection,  and 
are  beloved  by  the  world  as  much  as  if  their  fond- 
nefs  were  lefs  concentrated.  The  Captain  has  got 

a  fifty 


154        LETTERS    TO   AND    FROM 

a  fifty  gun  fhip  now.  and  we  are  all  fo  rejoiced. 
Once  more  farewel,  and  do  not  forget  Streatham 

nor  its  inhabitants,  who  are  all  much  yours 

and  moft  fo  of  all, 

Your  faithful  fervant, 

H.  L.   T  H  R  A  L  E. 


We  never  name  Mr.  Newton  of  Lichfield :  I 
hope  neither  he  nor  his  fine  China  begin  to  break 
yet — '—  of  other  friends  there  the  accounts  get 
very  bad  to  be  fure. 


LETTER     CCLXXI. 

To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAREST  MADAM,  Lichfield,  Nov.  3,  1781. 


Y. 


O  U  very  kindly  remind  me  of  the  dear  home 
which  I  have  left ;  but  I  need  none  of  your  aids 
to  recollection,  for  I  am  here  gafping  for  breath, 
and  yet  better  than  thofe  whom  I  came  to  vifit. 
Mrs.  Afton  has  been  for  three  years  a  paralytic 
crawler  ;  but  I  think,  with  her  mind  unimpaired. 
She  feems  to  me  fuch  as  I  left  her ;  but  fhe  now 
eats  little,  and  is  therefore  much  emaciated.  Her 
fifter  thinks  her,  and  me  thinks  herfelf,  paffing 
faft  away. 

Lucy 
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Lucy  has  had  fince  my  laft  vifit  a  dreadful  ill- 
nefs,  from  which  her  phyficians  declared  them- 
felves  hopelefs  of  recovering  her,  and  which  has 
fhaken  the  general  fabrick,  and  weakened  the 
powers  of  life.  She  is  unable  or  unwilling  to 
move,  and  is  never  likely  to  have  more  of  either 
ftrength  or  fpirit. 

I  am  fo  vifibly  difordered,  that  a  medical  man, 
who  only  faw  me  at  church,  fent  me  fome  pills. 
To  thofe  whom  I  love  here  I  can  give  no  help, 
and  from  thofe  that  love  me  none  can  I  receive. 
Do  you  think  that  I  need  to  be  reminded  of  home 
and  you  ? 

The  time  of  the  year  is  not  very  favourable  to 
excurfions.  I  thought  myfelf  above  afliftance  or 
obftru&ion  from  the  feafons  ;  but  find  the  autum 
nal  blaft  fharp  and  nipping,  and  the  fading  world 
an  uncomfortable  profpecl.  Yet  1  may  fay  with 
Milton,  that  I  do  not  abate  much  of  heart  or  hope. 
To  what  I  have  done  I  do  not  delpair  of  adding 
fomething,  but  what  itjhall  be  I  know  not. 


I  am,  Madam, 

moft  affectionately  yours. 


LETTER 


156        LETTERS   TO   AND  FROM 

LETTER    CCLXXII. 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Artibourne,  Nov  10,  1781. 

YESTERDAY  I  came  to  Afhbourne,  and  laft 
night  I  had  very  little  reft.  Dr.  Taylor  lives  on 
milk,  and  grows  every  day  better,  and  is  not 
wholly  without  hope.  Every  body  enquires  after 
you  and  Queeney ;  but  whatever  Burney  may 
think  of  the  celerity  of  fame,  the  name  of  Evelina 
had  never  been  heard  at  Lichfield  till  I  brought  it. 
I  am  afraid  my  dear  townfmen  will  be  mentioned 
in  future  days  as  the  laft  part  of  this  nation  that 
was  civilized.  But  the  days  of  darknefs  are  foon 
to  be  at  an  end ;  the  reading  fociety  ordered  it  to 
be  procured  this  week. 

Since  I  came  into  this  quarter  of  the  earth  I 
have  had  a  very  forry  time,  and  I  hope  to  be  bet 
ter  when  I  come  back.  The  little  paddock  and 
plantations  here  are  very  bleak.  The  Bifhop  of 
Ghefter  is  here  now  with  his  father-in-law  :  he 
fent  us  a  mefiage  laft  night,  and  I  intend  to  vifit 
him. 

Moft  of  your  Ambourne  friends  are  well.  Mr. 
Kennedy's  daughter  has  married  a  moemaker,  and 
he  lives  with  them,  and  has  left  his  parfonage. 


I  am,  &c. 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCLXXIII. 

To  Mrs.   T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Afoboume,  Nov.  12,  i;»t. 

1  HAVE  a  mind  to  look  on  Queeney  as  my  own 
dear  girl ;  and  if  I  fct  her  a  bad  example,  I  ought 
to  counteract  it  by  good  precepts  ;  and  he  that 
knows  the  confequences  of  any  fault  is  bed  qua 
lified  to  tell  them.  I  have  through  my  whole 
progrefs  of  authorfhip  honeftly  endeavoured  to 
teach  the  right,  though  I  have  not  been  fufficiently 
diligent  to  praftife  it,  and  have  offered  mankind 
my  opinion  as  a  rule,  but  never  proiefled  my  be 
haviour  as  an  example. 

I  mail  be  very  forry  to  lofe  Mr. ;  but 

why  mould  he  fo  certainly  die  ?  *  *  *  needed  not 
have  died  if  he  had  tried  to  live.  If  Mr.  • 

will  drink  a  great  deal  of  water,  the  acrimony 
that  corrodes  his  bowels  will  be  diluted,  if  the 
caufe  be  only  acrimony  ;  but  I  fufpeft  dyfen- 
teries  to  be  produced  by  animalcula,  which  I  know 
not  how  to  kill. 

If  the  medical  man  did  me  good,  it  was  by  his 
benevolence  ;  by  his  pills  I  never  mended.  1  am, 
however,  rather  better  than  I  was. 

Dear  Mrs. ,  (he  has  the  courage  becoming 

an  admiral's  lady,  but  courage  is  no  virtue  in  her 
caufe. 

I  have  been  at  Lichfield  perfecuted  with  feli 
citations  to  read  a  poem ;  but  I  fent  the  author 
word,  that  I  would  never  review  the  work  of  an 
anonymous  author ;  for  why  fhould  I  put  my 

name 
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name  in  the  power  of  one  who  will  not  truft  me 
with  his  own  ?  With  this  anfwer  Lucy  was  fatis- 
fied,  and  I  think  it  may  fatisfy  all  whom  it  may 
concern. 

If  c y  did  nothing  for  life  but  add  weight 

to  its  burden,  and  darknefs  to  its  gloom,  he  is 
kindeft  to  thofe  from  whom  he  is  furtheft.  I  hope, 
when  I  come,  not  to  advance  perhaps  your  plea- 
fures,  though  even  of  that  I  mall  be  unwilling  to 
defpair ;  but  at  leaft  not  to  increafe  your  incon- 
Teniencies  which  would  be  a  very  unfuitable  re 
turn  for  all  the  kindnefs  that  you  have  fhewn  to, 

Madam,  your, 


LETTER    CCLXXIV. 
To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAREST  MADAM,         Afhbourne, Nov.  14,  1781. 

llERE  is  Doctor  Taylor,  by  a  refolute  adherence 
to  bread  and  milk,  with  a  better  appearance  of 
health  than  he  has  had  for  a  long  time  pad  ;  and 
here  am  I,  living  very  temperately,  but  with  very 
.  little  amendment.  But  the  balance  is  not  perhaps 
very  unequal :  he  has  no  pleafure  like  that  which 
I  receive  from  the  kind  importunity  with  which 
you  invite  me  to  return.  There  is  no  danger  of 
very  long  delay.  There  is  nothing  in  this  part  of 
the  world  that  can  counteract  your  attraction. 

The 
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The  hurt  in  my  leg  has  grown  well  ilowly,  ac 
cording  to  Hec~tor*s  prognoftick,  and  feems  now 
to  be  almoft  healed  :  but  my  nights  are  very  reft- 
lefs,  and  the  days  are  therefore  heavy,  and  1  have 
not  your  converfation  to  cheer  them. 

I  am  willing  however  to  hear  that  there  is  hap- 
pinefs  in  the  world,  and  delight  to  think  on  the 
pleafure  diffufed  among  the  Burneys.  I  queftion 
if  any  ftiip  upon  the  ocean  goes  out  attended  with 
more  good  wimes  than  that  which  carries  the  fate 
of  Burney.  I  love  all  of  that  breed  whom  I  can 
be  faid  to  know,  and  one  or  two  whom  I  hardly 
know  I  love  upon  credit,  and  love  them  becaufe 
they  love  each  other.  Of  this  confanguineous 
unanimity  I  have  never  had  much  experience ; 
but  it  appears  to  me  one  of  the  great  lenitives  of 
life;  but  it  has  this  deficience,  that  it  is  never 
found  when  diftrefs  is  mutual — He  that  has  lefs 
than  enough  for  himfelf  has  nothing  to  fpare,  and 
as  every  man  feels  only  his  own  neceffities,  he  is 
apt  to  think  thofe  of  others  lefs  prefling,  and  to 
aecufe  them  of  with-holding  what  in  truth  they 
cannot  give.  He  that  has  his  foot  firm  upon  dry 
ground  may  pluck  another  out  of  the  water ;  but 
of  thofe  that  are  all  afloat,  none  has  any  care  but 
for  himfelf. 

We  do  not  hear  that  the  deanery  is  yet  given 
away,  and,  though  nothing  is  faid,  I  believe 
much  is  ftill  thought  about  it.  Hope  travels 
through 

I  am,  dear  eft  of  all  dear  Ladies, 
Your,  &c. 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCLXXV. 
To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Aftibourne,  Nov.  24,  1781. 

I  SHALL  leave  this  place  about  the  begin 
ning  of  next  week,  and  mall  leave  every  place  as 
faft  as  I  decently  can,  till  I  get  back  to  you,  whofe 
kindnefs  is  one  of  my  great  comforts.  I  am  not 
well,  but  have  a  mind  every  now  and  then  to 
think  myfelf  better,  and  I  now  hope  to  be  better 
under  your  care. 

It  was  time  to  fend  Kam  to  another  mailer ;  but 
I-am  glad  that  before  he  went  he  beat  Hector,  for 
he  has  really  the  appearance  of  a  fuperior  fpecies 
to  an  animal  whofe  whole  power  is  in  his  legs,  and 
that  againfl  the  moft  defencelefs  of  all  the  inhabi 
tants  of  the  earth. 

Dr.  Taylor  really  grows  well,  and  directs  his 
compliments  to  be  fent.  I  hope  Mr.  Perkins  will 
be  well  too. 

But  why  do  you  tell  me  nothing  of  your  own 
health  ?  Perhaps  fmce  the  fatal  pinch  of  muff  I 
may  have  no  care  about  it.  I  am  glad  that  you 
have  returned  to  your  meat,  for  I  never  expected 
that  abftinence  would  do  you  good. 

Piozzi,  I  find,  is  coming  in  fpite  of  Mifs  Har 
riet's  prediction,  or  fecond  fight,  and  when  he 
comes  and  /  come,  you  will  have  two  about  you 
that  love  you ;  and  I  queftion  if  either  of  us  hear 
tily  care  how  few  more  you  have.  But  how  many 
foever  they  may  be,  I  hope  you  keep  your  kindnefs 
for  me,  and  I  have  a  great  mind  to  have  Queeney's 
kindnefs  too. 

Frank's 
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Frank's  wife  has  brought  him  a  wench ;  but  I 
cannot  yet  get  intelligence  of  her  colour,  and 
therefore  have  never  told  him  how  much  depends 
upon  it. 

The  weather  here  is  chill,  and  the  air  damp.  I 
have  been  only  once  at  the  water-fall,  which  I 
found  doing  as  it  ufed  to  do,  and  came  away,  I 
had  not  you  nor  Queeney  with  me. 

Your,  &c. 


I 


LETTER    CCLXXVI. 

To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR     MADAM,  Lichfield,  Dec.  3,  1781. 


AM  now  come  back  to  Lichfield,  where  I  do 
not  intend  to  flay  long  enough  to  receive  another 
letter.  I  have  little  to  do  here  but  to  take  leave 
of  Mrs.  Afton,  I  hope  not  the  laft  leave.  But 
Chriflians  may  with  more  confidence  than  Sopho- 
wlba 

Avremo  tofto  lungo  lungo  fpazio 
Per  ftare  aflieme,  et  fara  fbrfe  eterno. 

My  time  pad  heavily  at  Afhbpurne,  yet  I  could 
not  eafily  get  away,  though  Taylor,  1  fmcerely 
think,  was  glad  to  fee  me  go,  I  have  now  learned 
the  inconveniences  of  a  winter  campaign ;  but  I 
hope  home  will  make  amends  for  all  my  foolifh 
fufferings. 

Vo*..  II.  M  I  do 
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I  do  not  like  poor  Burney's  vicarious  captain- 
(hip.  Surely  the  tale  of  Tantalus  was  made  for 
him.  Surely  he  will  be  in  time  a  captain  like  an 
other  captain,  of  a  (hip  like  another  (hip. 

You  have  got  Piozzi  again,  notwithftanding 
pretty  Harriet's  dire  denunciations.  The  Italian 
tranflation  which  he  has  brought,  you  will  find  no 
great  acceflion  to  your  library,  for  the  writer  feems 
to  underftand  very  little  Englifh.  When  we  meet 
we  can  compare  fome  paffages.  Pray  contrive  a 
multitude  of  good  things  for  us  to  do  when  we 
meet.  Something  that  may  hold  all  together; 
though  if  any  thing  makes  me  love  you  more,  it 
Is  going  from  you. 


1  am, 


I 


LETTER     CCLXXVII. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Birmingham,  Dec.  3,  1781. 


AM  come  to  this 'place  on  my  way  to  London 
and  to  Streatham.  1  hope  to  be  in  London  on 
Tuefday  or  Wednefday,  and  at  Streatham  on 
Thurfday,  by  your  kind  conveyance.  I  fhall  have 
nothing  to  relate  either  wonderful  or  delightful. 
But  remember  that  you  fent  me  away,  and  turned 
me  out  into  the  world,  and  you  mufl  take  the 
chance  of  finding  me  better  or  worfe.  This  you 

may 
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may  know  at  prefent,  that  my  affe&ion  for  you  is 
not  diminiftied,  and  my  expectation  from  you  is 
encreafed.  Do  not  negleft  nie,  nor  relinquifli  me. 
Nobody  will  ever  love  you  better  or  honour  you 
more  than, 

Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    CCLXXVIIJ. 
To     Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAREST  LADY,  Feb.  16,  1782. 

1  AM  better,  but  not  yet  well ;  but  hope  fprings 

eternal. As  foon  as  I  can  think  myfelf  not 

troublefome,  you  may  be  fare  of  feeing  me,  for 
fuch  a  place  to  vifit  nobody  ever  had.  Deareft 
Madam,  do  not  think  me  worfe  than  I  am ;  be 
fure  at  lead,  that  whatever  happens  to  me,  I  am 
with  all  the  regard  that  admiration  of  excellence 
and  gratitude  for  kindnefs  can  excite, 

Madam, 
Your, 


M z  LETTEfc 
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LETTER    CCLXXIX. 

Mrs.  THRALEtoDR.  JOHNSON. 

DEAR  SIR,  Feb.  1 6,  1782. 


I 


CAN  find  no  paper  readily  but  what  is  ruled 

for  children's  ufe 'tis  all  one  I  fuppofe,  fo  do 

excufe  it.  My  houfe  is  pretty  enough,  but  wond 
rous  cold,  though  the  feafon  has  hitherto  been  un 
commonly  mild,  which  perhaps  may  affecT:  fome 
people's  health.  You  are  ufed  tofcorn  little  things, 
but  muft  now  be  contented  to  acknowledge  their 

influence. The  influence  of  little  people  I  hope 

you  will  never  be  magnificent  enough  to  defpife. 
Was  it  not  Godeau  who  was  called  among  the 
French  wits  J^e  Nain  de  'Julie  ?  And  who  wrote 
fo  prettily  after  his  great  preferment  to  an  old 
friend  in  thefe  words  ?  Au  re/le,  mon  ami,  n'  ou- 
blie-x.  jamais  le  Nain  fie  y^Hc,  qui  <voudro\t  blen  cftre 
tin  Geant  pour  vous  fcr<uir.  So  fay  I. 

Looking  over  fome  French  melanges  yeflerday, 
I  obferved  that  Mr.  I/Abbe  D'Artigny  ufes  the 
word  accointancc ;  it  was  a  new  thing  to  me,  and 
one  of  which  I  had  no  notion  before :  Pray  how 
came  it  into  our  language  ? 

You  are  now  making  hafte  to  be  well  I  hope, 
and  intend  to  be  brifk,  and  anfwer  queftions  wil 
lingly  and  kindly.  I  told  Dodor  Lawrence,  that 
the  Gravedo  of  which  you  complain  fhould  be 
kept  from  increaftng  long  in  this  cafe,  and  as  he  is 
as  good  a  grammarian  as  he  is  a  phyfician,  I  hope 
he  will  take  the  hint.  I)ear  Sir,  be  well,  or  how 
mall  we  be  merry, 

With  talk  of  fpeftacles  and  pills, 

i«j  Swift  fays  r 

The 
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The  newfpapers  would  fpoil  my  few  comforts 
that  are  left  if  they  could ;  but  you  tell  me  that's 
only  becaufe  I  have  the  reputation,  whether  true 
or  falfe,  of  being  au>/Y  foriboth  :  and  you  remem 
ber  poor  Floretta  who  was  teized  into  wifhing  away 
her  fpirit,  her  beauty,  her  fortune,  and  at  laft 
even  her  life,  never  could  bear  the  bitter  water 
which  was  to  have  warned  away  her  wit ;  which  me 
refolved  to  keep  with  all  its  confequences. 

I  am  told  the  new  plays  this  year  are  got  up  (as 
the  phrafe  is)  very  penurioufly  :  our  Italian  friends 
tell  a  comical  ftory,  applicable  enough,  of  what 
happened  in  their  own  country :  I  dare  fay  you 
have  heard  it  from  Saftres.  How  to  ridicule  the 
manager's  parfimony,  fome  one  faid,  Non  fapete 
forfe  fare  una  comedia  fenza  fpefe  vcrune?  No 
Signer^  facciamo  pur  quella  dy  Adamo  e  d'  Eva,  cojl 
far  anno  rifparmiati  gli  abiti.  Ma  lo  /candalo  !  fays 
the  other.  Oibo  !  lafaremo  all  'of euro  >  e  cofi  rif- 
parmierete  anche  i  lumi. 

Is  this  nonfenfe  enough  for  one  morning  ?  I 
cannot  bear  the  thoughts  of  turning  the  page  to 
write  more  fuch.  Accept  the  beft  compliments 
of  all  be'onging  to 

Your  mofl  faithful  fervant, 

H.    L.    THRALE, 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCLXXX. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Feb.  17,  1782. 


fuch  letters  woyld  make  any  man  well. 
I  will  let  them  have  their  full  operation  upon  me; 
but  while  I  write  I  am  not  without  a  cough.  I  can 
however  keep  it  quiet  by  diacodium,  and  am  in 
hope  that  with  all  other  difturbances  it  will  go 
away,  and  permit  me  to  enjoy  the  happinefs  of  be 
ing, 


Your, 


LETTER    CCLXXXI. 

To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAREST  MADAM,  Bolt-court, Feb. 2 1,1782. 

I  CERTAINLY  grow  better.  I  lay  this  morn 
ing  with  fuch  fuccefs,  that  I  called  before  I  rofe 
for  dry  linen.  I  believe  I  have  had  a  crifis. 

Laft  night  called  Sir  Richard  Jebb  ;  and  many 
people  call  or  fend :  I  am  not  neglected  nor  for 
gotten. 
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gotten.  But  let  me  be  always  fure  of  your  kind- 
nefs.  I  hope  to  try  again  this  week  whether  your 
houfe  is  yet  fo  cold,  for  to  be  away  from  you,  if 
I  did  not  think  our  feparation  likely  to  be  fhort, 
how  could  I  endure  ?  You  are  a  dear  dear  lady, 
and  your  kind  attention  is  a  great  part  of  what 
life  affords  to, 

Madam, 

Your, 


LETTER    CCLXXXII. 

To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAREST  OF  ALL  DEAR  LADIES,  March  14, 1782. 

A  HAT  Povilleri  mould  write  thefe  verfes  is 
impoflible.     I  am  angry  at  Saflres. 

Seven  ounces  !  Why  I  fent  a  letter  to  Dr.  Law 
rence,  who  is  ten  times  more  timorfome  than  is 
your  Jebb,  and  he  came  and  flood  by  while  one 
vein  was  opened  with  too  fmall  an  orifice,  and  bled 
eight  ounces  and  flopped.  Then  another  vein 
was  opened,  which  ran  eight  more.  And  here 
am  I  fixteen  ounces  lighter,  for  1  have  had  no 
dinner. 

I  think  the  lofs  of  blood  has  done  no  harm  ; 
whether  it  has  done  good,  time  will  tell.     I  am 
glad  that  I  do  not  fink  without  refiflance. 
I  am,  Dear  Madam, 
Your,  &V. 

LETTER 
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LETTER    CCLXXXIII. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 


I 


MADAM,  April". 


HAVE  been  very  much  out  of  order  fmce  you 
fent  me  away  ;  but  why  mould  I  tell  you,  who  do 
not  care,  nor  defire  to  know  ?  I  dined  with  Mr. 
Paradife  on  Monday,  with  the  Bifliop  of  St.  Afaph 
yeflerday,  with  the  Bifhop  of  Chefter  I  dine  to 
day,  and  with  the  Academy  on  Saturday,  with 
Mr.  Hoole  on  Monday,  and  with  Mrs.  Garrick  on 
Thurfday  the  ad  of  May,  and  then — what  care 
you  ?  what  then  ? 

The  news  run,  that  we  have  taken  feventeen 

French  tranfports that  Langton's  lady  is  lying 

down  with  her  eighth  child,  all  alive and  Mrs. 

Carter's  Mifs  Sharpe  is  going  to  marry  a  fchool- 
mafter  fixty-two  years  old. 

Do  not  let  Mr.  Piozzi  nor  any  body  elfe  put  me 
quite  out  of  your  head,  and  do  not  think  that  any 
body  will  love  you  like 

Your,  &rV. 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCLXXXIV. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAREST  MADAM,  April  30,  1782. 

_L  H  A  VE  had  a  frefh  cold  and  been  very  poor 
ly.  But  I  was  yefterday  at  Mr.  Hoole's,  where 
were  Mifs  Reynolds  and  many  others.  I  am  go 
ing  to  the  club. 

Since  Mrs.  Garrick's  invitation  I  have  a  letter 
from  Mifs  Moore,  to  engage  me  for  the  evening. 
I  have  an  appointment  to  Mifs  Monkton,  and  an 
other  with  Lady  Sheffield  at  Mrs.  Way's. 

Two  days  ago  Mr.  Cumberland  had  his  third 
night,  which,  after  all  expences,  put  into  his  own 
pocket  five  pounds.  He  has  loft  his  plume. 

Mrs.  S refufed  to  fmg,  at  the  Duchefs  of 

Devonfhire's  requeft,  a  fong  to  the  Prince  of 
Wales.  They  pay  for  the neither  princi 
pal  nor  intereft ;  and  poor  Garrick's  funeral  ex 
pences  are  yet  unpaid,  though  the  undertaker  is 
broken.  Could  you  have  a  better  purveyor  for  a 
little  fcandal  ?  But  I  wifh  I  was  at  Streatham.  I 
beg  Mifs  to  come  early,  and  I  may  perhaps  reward 
you  with  more  mifchief. 

• 

I  am,  dearefl  and  deareft  Lady, 
Your, 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCLXXXV. 
l*o    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

MADAM,  May  8,  1782. 


ESTERDAY  I  was  all  fo  bonny,  as  who  but 
me  ?  At  night  my  cough  drove  me  to  diacodium, 
and  this  morning  I  fufpeft  that  diacodium  will 
drive  me  to  fleep  in  the  chair.  Breath  however  is 
better,  and  I  mail  try  to  efcape  the  other  bleeding, 
for  I  am  of  the  chymical  fed,  which  holds  phle 
botomy  in  abhorrence. 

But  it  is  not  plenty  nor  diminution  of  blood 
that  can  make  me  more  or  lefs, 

My  dearefl  dear  Lady, 
Your, 


I  fend  my  compliments  to  my  dear  Queeney. 


LETTER    CCLXXXVI. 
To     Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

MADAM,  London,  June  4,   1782. 

W  IS  ELY  was  it  faid  by  him  who  faid  it  firft, 

that  this  world  is  all  ups  and  downs.     You  know, 

deareil  Lady,  that  when  I  preft  your  hand  at  part- 

2  ing 
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ing  I  was  rather  down.  When  I  came  hither,  I 
ate  my  dinner  well,  but  was  fo  harralled  by  the 
cough,  that  Mr.  Strahan  faid,  it  was  an  extremity 
which  he  could  not  have  believed  without  the  fen- 
fible  and  true  avouch  of  his  own  observation.  £ 
was  indeed  almoft  finking  under  it,  when  Mrs. 
Williams  happened  to  cry  out  that  fuch  a  cough 
mould  be  ililled  by  opium  or  any  means.  I  took 
yefterday  half  an  ounce  of  bark,  and  knew  not 
whether  opium  would  counteract  it,  but  remem 
bering  no  prohibition  in  the  medical  books,  and 
knowing  that  to  quiet  the  cough  with  opium  was 
one  of  Lawrence's  laft  orders,  I  took  two  grains, 
which  gave  me  not  fleep  indeed,  but  reft,  and  that 
reft  has  given  me  ftrength  and  courage. 

This  morning  to  my  bed-fide  came  dear  Sir 
Richard.  I  told  him  of  the  opium,  and  he  ap 
proved  it,  and  told  me,  if  I  went  to  Oxford, 
which  he  rather  advifed,  that  I  mould  ftrengthen 
the  conftitution  by  the  bark,  tame  the  cough  with 
opium,  keep  the  body  open,  and  fupport  myfelf 
by  liberal  nutriment. 

As  to  the  journey  I  know  not  that  it  will  be  ne- 

ceffary,  define  mdlium  tandem  querularum. This 

day  1  dined  upon  Ikate,  puddmg,  goofe,  and  your 
afparagus,  and  could  have  eaten  more,  but  was 
prudent. 

Pray  for  me,  dear  Madam ;  1  hope  the  tide  has 
turned.  The  change  that  I  feel  is  more  than  I 
durft  have  hoped,  or  than  I  thought  poffible  ;  but 
there  has  yet  not  parted  a  whole  day,  and  I  may 
rejoice  perhaps  too  foon.  Come  and  fee  me,  and 
when  you  think  beit,  upon  due  confideration, 
take  me  away. 

I  am,  dear  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 

LETTER 
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LETTER    CCLXXXVIL 


To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 


DEAR  MADAM.  Oxford,  June  12,  1782. 


M- 


.Y  letter  was  perhaps  peevifh,  but  it  was  not 
unkind.  I  fhouM  have  cared  little  about  a  wan 
ton  ezpreflion,  if  there  had  been  no  kindnefs. 

I  find  no  particular  falubrity  in  this  air,  my  re- 
fpiration  is  very  laborious  ;  my  appetite  is  good, 
and  my  fleep  commonly  long  and  quiet  ;  but  a 
very  little  motion  difables  me. 

1  dine  to-day  with  Dr.  Adams,  and  to-morrow 
with  Dr.  Wetherel.  Yefterday  Dr.  Edwards  in 
vited  fome  men  from  Exeter  college,  whom  I 
liked  very  well.  Thefe  variations  of  company 
help  the  mind,  though  they  cannot  do  much  for 
the  body.  But  the  body  receives  fome  help  from 
a  cheerful  mind. 

Keep  up  fome  kindnefs  for  me  j  when  I  am 
with  you  again,  I  hope  to  be  lefs  burthenfome,  by 
being  lefs  lick. 


Your, 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCLXXXVIII. 


To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Oxford,  June  13,  1782. 

YESTERDAYS  little  phyfick  drove  away  a 
great  part  of  my  cough,  but  I  am  (till  very  much 
obftru&ed  in  my  refpiration,  and  fo  foon  tired 
with  walking,  that  I  have  hardly  ventured  one  un- 
necefiary  ftep.  Of  my  long  illnefs  much  more 
than  this  does  not  remain,  but  this  is  very  bur- 
thenfome.  I  deep  pretty  well,  and  have  appetite 
enough,  but  I  cheat  it  with  fifti. 

Yefterday  I  dined  at  Dr.  Adams's  with  Mifs 
More,  and  other  perfonages  of  eminence.  To 
day  1  am  going  to  Dr.  Wetherel  ?  and  thus  day 
goes  after  day,  not  wholly  without  amufement. 

I  think  not  to  (lay  here  long.  Till  I  am  better 
it  is  not  prudent  to  fit  long  in  the  libraries,  for 
the  weather  is  yet  fo  cold,  that  in  the  penury  of 
fuel,  for  which  we  think  ourfelves  very  unhappy, 
I  have  yet  met  with  none  fo  frugal  as  to  fit  with 
out  fire. 

I  am,  Madam, 
Your, 


Poor  Davis  complained  that  he  had  not  received 
his  monev  for  Bovle. 


LETTER 
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LETTER     CCLXXXIX. 
Mrs.   T  H  R  A  L  E    to    Dr.  J  O  H  N  S  O  N. 
DEAR  SIR,  Streatham, June  14. 


AM  glad  you  confefs  yourfelf  peevifli,  for  con- 
feilion  mull  precede  amendment.  Do  not  ftudy 
to  be  more  unhappy  than  you  are,  and  if  you  can 
eat  and  fleep  well,  do  not  be  frighted,  for  there 
can  be  no  real  danger.  Are  you  acquainted  with 
Dr.  Lee,  the  mafter  of  Baliol  College  ?  And  are 
you  not  delighted  with  his  gaiety  of  manners  and 
youthful  vivacity  now  that  he  is  eighty-fix  years 
old  ?  I  never  heard  a  more  perfect  or  excellent 
pun  than  his,  when  fome  one  told  him  how  in  a 
late  difpute  among  the  Privy  Counfellors,  the 
Lord  Chancellor  ftruck  the  table  with  fuch  violence 
that  he  fplit  it :  No,  no,  no,  replied  the  Mafter 
dryly,  1  can  hardly  periuade  myfelf  that  he  fplit 
the  Table,  though  I  believe  he  divided  the  Board. 
Will  you  fend  me  any  thing-  better  from  Oxford 
than  this  ?  for  there  muft  be  no  more  faftidiouf- 
nefs  now ;  no  more  refufing  to  laugh  at  a  good 
quibble,  when  you  fo  loudly  profefs  the  want  of 
amufement  and  the  neceflity  of  diverfion.  How 
the  people  of  this  age  do  cry  for  rattles  is  indeed 
little  to  its  credit,  for  knowledge  is  diffufed  mod 
certainly,  if  not  increafed,  and  that  ought  to  ftand 
inftead  of  perpetual  variety  one  would  thinki 
Apropos  to  general  improvement :  I  was  reading 
rhe  Spectator  to  Sophy  while  my  maid  papered 
my  curls  yeller-morning,  it  was  the  3d  vol.  217, 
where  the  man  complains  of  an  indelicate  miflrefs, 
who  faid  on  fome  pccafion  that  her  flomach  ach'd, 

and 
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and  lamented  how  her  teeth  had  got  a  feed  fluck 

between   them. The  woman  that  drefled  me 

was  fo  aftonifhed  at  this  groffnefs,  though  common 
enough  in  Addifon's  time  one  fees,  that  me  cried 
out,  Well  Madam !  furely  that  could  never  have 
been  a  lady  who  ufed  expreffions  like  thofe. 

I  much  wonder  whether  this  refinement  has 
fpread  all  over  the  Continent,  or  whether  'tis  con 
fined  to  our  own  ifland :  when  we  were  in  France 
we  could  form  little  judgment,  as  our  time  was 
pafied  chiefly  among  Engliih ;  yet  I  recollect  that 
one  fine  lady,  who  entertained  us  very  fplendidly, 
put  her  mouth  to  the  teapot,  and  blew  in  the  fpout 
when  it  did  not  potir  freely.  My  maid  Peggy 
would  not  have  touched  the  tea  after  fuch  an 
operation.  Was  it  convenient,  and  agreeable, 
and  wife,  and  fine,  I  mould  like  to  fee  the  world 
beyond  fea  very  much  ; 
*  fijo// ori //:».-  f  *  ;:om.n  ,-.l  > I !  .  L-:rc::iirno  j 

But  fate  has  faft  bound  her 

With  Styx  nine  times  round  her. 

So  your  friend  mud  look  on  the  waves  at  Bright- 
helmitone  without  breathing  a  wifh  to  crofs  them. 
Mean  time  let  us  be  as  merry  as  reading  Burton 
upon  Melancholy  will  make  us.  You  bid  me  ftudy 
that  book  in  your  abfence,  and  now,  What  have 
I  found  ?  Why,  I  have  found,  or  fancied,  that 
he  has  been  cruelly  plundered  :  that  Milton's  firfl. 
idea  of  L'Aliegro  and  II  Penferofo  were  fuggefted 
by  the  verfes  at  the  beginning;  that  Savage'f. 
Speech  of  Suicide  in  the  Wanderer,  grew  up  out 
of  a  paflage  you  probably  remember  towards  the 
2 1 6th  page  ;  that  Swift's  Tale  of  the  Woman  that 
holds  water  in  her  mouth,  to  regain  her  hufband's 
love  by  filence,  had  its  fource  in  the  fame  farrago ; 
and  that  there  is  an  odd  fimilitude  between  my 
Lord's  trick  upon  Sly  the  Tinker,  in  Shakefpear's 

Taming 
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Taming  of  the  Shrew,  and  fome  fluff  I  have  been 
reading  in  Burton. 

And  now,  Dear  Sir,  be  as  comfortable  as  you 
can,  and  do  not  dun  me  for  that  kindnels  which 
has  never  been  withheld,  only  becaufe  it  is  cold 
weather  and  you  want  employment  ;  but  be  gen 
tle  and  tranquil  like  Dr.  Adams,  or  gay  and  flamy 
like  Dr.  Lee,  and  then  -  what  then  ?  Why  then 
you  will  deferve  Mifs  Adams's  good  will,  and 
Mifs  Mpre's  efteem,  added  to  the  humble  fervice 
and  attentive  regard  of  your  ever  equally 


Faithful, 

H.  L.  THRALE. 

Sir  Richard  afks  after  you  with  very  tender  care 
indeed  :  what  would  you  have  of  us  all  that  you 
cannot  command  ?  He  is  among  thofe  who  would 
do  any  thing  in  the  world  to  oblige  you, 


I 


LETTER    CCXC. 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Oxford,  June  17,  1782. 


HAVE  found  no  fudden  alteration  or  amend 
ment,  but  I  am  grown  better  by  degrees.  My 
cough  is  not  now  very  troublefome  to  myfelf,  nor 
I  hope  to  others*  My  breath  is  flill  fhort  and  en 
cumbered  j  1  do  not  fleep  well,  but  I  lie  eafy.  By 

change 
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ehaiige  of  plaefc,  AicteflftSft  ef  cempafcy,  ahtl 
cdlTity  <*F  talking,  ffltath  af  tlte  tetf  ovir  thtft 
fdigsed  me  feems  to  bfe  difpelled. 

Oxford  has  done-,  I  thifik,  what  for  the  prefeftt 
it  can  do,  and  I  afti  ^oihg  flyly  to  tak'e  a  pfac^  ih 
the  ctlach  foi*  Wfedndfdayj  ahd  you  or  ifty  f\V^t 
(^ueeney  ^vill  fetch  rite  oh  TfiUr  fdayi  and  fee  What 
yote  ean  Wake  of  ft^l 

To-day  i  aW  gdlhg  to  H3ihe  with  for.  Wheeler, 
and  to-morrow  Dr.  Edwards  has  hiVhed  MiFs 
Adams  and  Mifs  More.  Yefterday  I  went  with 
Dr.  Edwards  to  his  living.  He  has  really  done 
all  that  he  could  do  for  my  relief  or  entertainment, 
and  realty  drives  me  away  by  doing  too  much. 

I  am,  Madam, 

Your,  £sV. 

When  I  come  back  to  retirement,  it  will  be 
great  charity  in  you  to  let  me  come  back  to  fame- 
thing  elfe.  .;•  jA 


CI 

or  HLJ  (&m  o'qn'iq  ii;o'(  1o  3n»ui  84/11151 
..<()  G)  5gr^;;q  r,  nsdz)  \zlj  wh  avcd  I     .w6v:o/:i 

LETTED    C 
:ij  js   il^jii^  el  turf  tvnoii  ^ 

Te  Mr*.  ¥  H  fc  A  L  fi. 

L'UiTI  ol   ^13iiv.'^I/orf  3fT}    ^fi°!  .)^« 


I 
WAS  blooded  ^A  Sa<u>&ty  j  i  think,  not  tb- 
pioufly  enough^  b&t  the  Dodor  would  permit  no 
more,     i  toavfc  hcfwever  his  confent  to  bleed  again 
&  -  N"  to-day. 


x78 

to-day.  Since  I  left  you  I  have  eaten  very  little, 
on  Friday  chiefly  broth,  on  Saturday  nothing  but 
fome  bread  in  the  morning,  on  Sunday  nothing 
but  fome  bread  and  three  roafted  apples.  I  try  to 
get  well  and  \vifh  to  fee  you; -but  if  I  came,  I 
mould  only  cough  and  cough.  Mr.  Steevens,  who 
is  with  me,  fays  that  my  hearing  is  returned.  We 
are  here  all  three  fick,  and  poor  Levet  is  gone. 

Do  not  add  to  my  other  diftreffes  any  diminu 
tion  of  kindnefs  for, 

• 

Madam, 

. 

v  -3 

i  our,  c5V. 

. 


. 

LETTER    CCXC1I. 

To  Mrs.   T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  Saturday,  July  8,  1782. 

L  ERHAPS  fome  of  your  people. may  call  to 
morrow.  I  have  this  day  taken  a  paffage  to  Ox 
ford  for  Monday.  Not  to  friik  as  you  exprefs  it 
with  very  unfeeling  irony,  but  to  catch  at  the 
hopes  of  better  health.  The  change  of  place  may 
do  fomething.  To  leave  the  houfe  where  fo  much 
has  been  fuffered  affords  fome  pleafure.  When  I 
write  to  you  write  to  me  again,  and  let  me  have 
the  pleafure  of  knowing  that  1  am  dill  confidered  as, 

Madam, 
Your,  fcfr. 

LETTER, 
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LETTER    CCXCIII. 


To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E.1 


DE AR  L ADY,  Dec.  20,  1782. 

1  HOPE  the  worft  is  at  iaft  over.  I  had  a  very 
good  night,  and  flept  very  long.  You  can  hard 
ly  think  how  bad  I  have  been  while  you  were  in 
all  your  altitudes,  at  the  Opera,  and  all  the  fine 
places,  and  thinking  little  of  me.  Saftres  has 
been  very  good.  Queeney  never  fent  me  a  kind 
word.  I  hope  however  to  be  with  you  in  a  fliort 
time,  and  (hew  you  a  man  again. 


I  am,  Madam, 

Your,  .*#. 

&$  ^ 


LETTER    CCXCIV. 

X  • 
Mrs.    THRALE    to    Dr.    JOHNSON. 

i   ; .-oi  1J  9"Jo4k^.I  3\'j{  >jl"}1    /fj?:  jf -.ri  Hi      .r:   •. 

lVi.Y  health,  my  children,  and  my  fortune,  Dear 

Sir,  are  coming  faft  to  an  end  I  think not  fo 

my  forrows :  Harriet  is  dead,  and  Cicely  is  dying : 

N  2  I  had 
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I  had  taken  an  emetic  when  the  exprefs  came,  and 
have  ordered  a  pofl-chaife  and  chamomile  tea  at 
this  inftant.  A  letter  from  London  bids  me  make 
hafte  thither  and  not  fit  philofophically  at  Bath. 
This  is  from  one  of  the  guardians.  I  am  more  ill 
now  than  I  can  exprefs,  of  which  Dr.  Woodward 
is  wimefs  ;  who  fays,  if  1  do  go,  and  add  the 
hooping-cough  to  that  which  already  has  worn 
me  to  a  fkeFeton,  it  will  be  my  laft  trouble  in  this 
world. .  Sq  much  the  better;  I  am  as  tired  df 
life  as  can  "be,  but  will  talk  with  dear  Dr.  Pepys 
once  more  before  1  leave  it.  If  he  cannot  fave 
Cecilia,  iiobpdy  can  1  am  fure ;  Sir  Richard  is 
with  hex  twice  a-day  befides :  when  I  am  there  I 
will  not  touch  her,  nor  tempt  death  fb  madlt 

j»  <-  i  •     • 

'though  weary  or  hvifig. 

Was  it  not  TorquiaTo  Taflb  who  was  a/ked  once 
what  ufe  he  made  'of  hfe  -phiiofopky  ?  and  did  he 
not  reply  thus  ?  /  have  learned  from  it  to  endure 
your  malice  ?  ft  OTi^nt  t'O  'have  been  my  anfwer 
to  the  epiftle  of  to-day. 

Adieu,  Dear  Sir,  1  muft  lie  down  a  moment, 
then  get  into  the  chaife,  and  drive  all  night 
till  I  reach  Ray  and  Fry's  fchool :  no  need  to  fee 
hateful  London,  is  there  ?  I  will  avoid  it,  if  pof- 
fible,  to  be  fure. 

This  is  Good  Friday  night,  and  no  Chriftian 
ought  to  complain  of  hard  fufferings  on  this  anni- 
veriary  of  harder  fufFerings  inflicted  on  his  Sa 
viour  himfeif.  I  wili  therefore  ceafe  rfepining,  and 
do  my  duty  cheerfully. 

My  dear  Sir,  a  fudden  illnefc  prevents  my  ability 
to  get  into  the  chaife,  fo  1*11  fend  this  letter  by  the 
coach.  If  I  have  any  life  left  I  will  ufe  it  to  go 
fee  Cecilia  to-morrow.  I  am  then  and  arways 
equally  your  obliged  and  faithful  fervant, 

H.    L.    THRALE. 

You  will  not  know  ore  whett  I  da  come. 
Sharp  mifery  has  worn  me  to  the  bone. 

i  LETTER 
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k.fv>iisv3iq  bnc  .rn 
To    Mrs,     T  H  R  A  L-JSj-r; 


I 


DEAR  MADAM,  London,  M*y-&y,  1 


AM  glad  that  you  went  t&  3-treatham,  though 
you  cquld  ppt  fev«  the  dear  pretty  Ihtle  }jirl,  I 
loved  her,  for  fhe  was  Thrale's;  qiryi  youi's,  and 
by  her  dear  father's  appointment  in  fome  fort 
mine:  1  love  you  all,  and  therefore  cannot  with 
out  regret  fee  the  phalanx  broken,,  and  reflect  that 
you  and  my  other  dear  girls  are  deprived  of  one 
that  was  born  your  friend.  To  fuch  friends, 
every  one  that  has  them,  has  recourfe  at  laft,  when 
it  is  difcovered,  and  difcovered  it  feldom  fails  to 
be,  that  the  fortuitous  friendfhips  of  inclination 
or  vanity  are  at  the  mercy  of  a  thoufand  accidents. 
But  we  muft  ftill  our  difquiet  with  remembering 
that,  where  there  is  no  guilt,  all  is  for  the  belt.  I 
am  glad  to  hear  that  Cecily  is  fo  near  recovery. 

For  fome  days  after  your  departure  I  was  pretty 
well,  but  1  have  begun  to  languifh  again,  and  lait 
night  was.  very  tedious  ajid  oppreflive.  1  excufed 
niyfelf  to-day  from  dining  with  General  Paoli, 
where,  I  love  to  dine>  but  1  wa&  griped,  by-th^  Ba 
tons  of  neceflity. 

On  Saturday  I  dined,  as  is  ufual,  at  the  opening 
of  the  Exhibition,  Our  company  was 
whether  more  numerous  than  at  my  fojrroei 
I  know  not.  Ovu?  tables  feem  always  full. 
Mcwfcy>  if  I  am  told  truth,  were  received  at  tha 
doojp  one  husdr«d  aad  ninety  pounds,  fojf  the  adn 
miffion  of  three  thoufand  eight  hundred  fpeftators. 
Suppofmg  the  {hew  open  ten  hours,  and  the  fpec-r 

tators 
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tators  flaying  one  with  another  each  an  hour,  the 
rooms  never  had  fewer  than  three  hundred  and 
eighty  juflling  againfl  each  other.  Poor  Lowe 
met  fome  difcouragement,  but  I  interpofed  for 
him,  and  prevailed. 

Mr.  Barry's  exhibition  was  opened  the  fame 
day,  and  a  book  is  publimed  to  recommend  it, 
which,  if  you  read  it,  you  will  find  decorated  with 
fome  fatirical  pictures  of  Sir  Jofhua  Reynolds  and 
Others.  I  have  not  efcaped.  You  mud  however 
think  with  fome  efteem  of  Barry  for  the  compre- 
henfion  of  his  defign. 


I  am,  Madam,  . 
Your, 


I 


LETTER    CCXCVI. 
To      Mrs.      T    H    R    A    L    E. 
DEAR    MADAM,  London,  May  8,  1783. 


THOUGHT  your  letter  long  in  coming.  I 
fuppofe  it  is  true  that  I  looked  but  languid  at  the 
exhibition,  but  have  been  worfe  fmce.  Laft  Wed- 
nefday,  the  Wednefday  of  laft  week,  I  came  home 
ill  from  Mr.  Jodrel's,  and  after  a  tedious,  oppref- 
live,  impatient  night,  fent  an  excufe  to  General 
Paoli,  and  took  on  Thurfday  two  brifk  catharticks 
and  a  dofe  of  calomel.  Little  things  do  me  no 

good. 
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good.  At  night  I  was  much  better.  Next  day 
cathartick  again,  and  the  third  day  opium  for  my 
cough.  I  lived  without  flefli  all  the  three  days. 
The  recovery  was  more  than  I  expected.  I  went 
to  church  on  Sunday  quite  at  eafe. 

The  exhibition  profpers  fo  much,  that  Sir  Jofhua 
fays  it  will  maintain  the  academy.  He  eftimates 
the  probable  amount  at  three  thoufand  pounds. 
Steevens  is  of  opinion  that  Croft's  books  will  fell 
for  near  three  times  as  much  as  they  coft,  which 
however  is  not  more  than  might  be  expected. 

Favour  me  with  a  direction  to  Mufgrave  of  Ire 
land  ;  I  have  a  charitable  office  to  propofe  to  him. 
Is  he  Knight  or  Baronet  ? 

My  prefent  circle  of  enjoyment  is  as  narrow  for 
me  as  the  Circus  for  Mrs.  Montague.  When  I  firfl 
fettled  in  this  neighbourhood  I  had  Richardfon  and 
Lawrence,  and  Mrs.  Allen  at  hand.  I  had  Mrs. 
Williams,  then  no  bad  companion,  and  Levet  for 
a  long  time  always  to  be  had.  If  I  now  go  out  I 
mufl  go  far  for  company,  and  at  laft  come  back 
to  two  fick  and  discontented  women,  who  -can 
hardly  talk,  if  they  had  any  thing  to  fay,  and 
whofe  hatred  of  each  other  makes  one  great  exer- 
cife  of  their  faculties. 

But,  with  all  thefe  evils,  pofitive  and  privative, 
my  health  in  its  prefent  humour  promifes  to  mend, 
and  I,  in  my  prefent  humour,  promife  to  take 
care  of  it,  and  if  we  both  keep  our  words,  we  may 
yet  have  a  brufli  at  the  cobwebs  in  the  iky. 

Let  my  dear  loves  write  to  me,  and  do  you 
write  often  yourfelf  to, 

Dear  Madam, 

v  » ' 

Your,  £s?r. 


TQ  AND   FROM 


LETTER     CCXCVfl. 

To  Mrs.  T  H  R,  A  L  E. 
DBAR  MADAM,  London,  June  5,  1783. 


w 


Hj  Y  do  you  write  fo  feldom  ?  I  was  very 
gla.4  of  your  letter.  YOU  were  ufed  formerly  to 
write  more,  whe^  I  fcnow  not  why  you. fhould  have 
had  much  more  to  fay.  Do  not  pleafe  yourfelf  with 
fhowing  me  that,  you  can  forget  me,  who  dp,  not 
forget  you.. 

Mr.  Delmoulin's  accourtf  of  my.  healt-foi  rather 

rmatipft.     Sut  complaints  are  ufelefs. 
\  fcaye*  by  the  migration  of  one  of  my  ladies, 
p^ape  at  hpme ;  Ipjut  1  remember  an  old  ia- 
vage  chief  t^i^t  fays  pf  the  Romans  with  great  in-. 
4igna;tk>n #/>/  folltudinem  fofiunt^  pacem*  appel- 

kk. 

Mr. was  not  calaflUty,  it  w.as  his  filler, 

to  whom  I  am  afraid  the  term  is  now  flridUy  ap 
plicable,  for  (fee  feems;  to  l^ave  fallen  fome  w.ay  in 
to  abf?UJ}hy  ;  I  a.m  afoaici  by  a  palfy. 

Whence  your  pity  arifes  Cor  the  fehief  that  has 
made  the  hangman  idle,  1  cannot  diicover.  I  am 
forry  indeed  for  every  fuickle,  but  I-  fuppofe  he- 
u^ul^  l^ave  gone  to  the  gaJlo.ws  wit-bout  being  la 
mented. 

You  will  foon  fee  that  Mifs  H ,  if  (he 

finds  countenance,  and  gets  Icholars,  will  conquer 
her  vexations.     Is  not  Siafy  likewile  one  of  her 
pupils  ?  I  owe  Sufy  a,  letter,  which  I  purpofe  to  pay' 
rtext  time. 

I  can 
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tell  you  of  no.  new  thing  in  town,  but  Dr. 
l,  whofe  lady  is  by  ill  health  detained  with 
i;wo  little  babies  at  Bath- 

You  give  a  cheerful  account  of  your  way  of 
life.     I  hope  you  will  fettle  into  tranquillity. 

When  I  can  repay  you  fuch  a  narrative  of  my 
felicity,  you  (hall  fee  defcription. 

I  am,  &c. 


L  £  T  T  E  H    CC3CCVII1. 

To    Mrs.   T  H  R  A  L  E.. 

DEAR  MADAM,  0*fort},  June  n,    1785. 


I  came  to  Oxford  without  fa- 
tigue  or  inconvenience.  I  read  in  the  coach  be* 
fore  dinner,  I  dined  moderately,  and  flept  well  5 
\>m  find  my  breath  n.ot  free  this  morning. 

Dr.  Edwards,,  to  whom  i  wrote  word  of  my 
purppfe  to  coroe,  has  defeated  his  own  kindnei^ 
by  its  excefs.  }ie  has  gone  out  of  his  own  rooms 
for  my  reception,  and  therefore  I  cannot  decently 
ftay  long,  imlefe  1  can  change  my  abode,  which  it 
wilt  JIQ$  be  very  eai'y  to.  do  :  nor  do  I  know  what 
attracHons  {  fhall  find  here.  Here  is  Mifs  Mooro 
at  Dii.  Adams's,  with  whom  \  (hall  dine  tq-mor-. 
row.  Of  .my  adventures  and  obiervatians  I  (hall 
inform  you,  and  beg  you  to.  write  to  me  at  Mr. 
Parker's,  bo-Vkfeller. 

I  hope 
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I  hope  Queeney  has  got  rid  of  her  influenza, 
and  that  you  efcape  it.  If  I  had  Queeney  here, 
how  would  I  (hew  her  all  the  places.  I  hope, 
however,  I  fhali  not  want  company  in  my  ftay 
here. 

I  am,  Dear  Madam, 

Your,  &e. 


LETTER    CCXCIX. 
To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  London,  June  13,  1783, 


ESTERDAY  were  brought  hither  two  par 
cels  directed  to  Mrs.  Thra/e,  to  th$  fare  of  Dr. 
yohnfon.  By  what  the  touch  can  difcover,  they 
contain  fomething  of  which  cloaths  are  made;  and 
1  fufpect  them  to  be  Mufgrave's*  long-expeded 
prefent.  You  will  order  them  to  be  called  for, 
or  let  me  know  whither  I  (ha!l  fend  them. 

Crutchley  has  had  the  gout,  but  is  abroad  again. 
Seward  called  on  me  yefterday.  He  is  going  only 
for  a  few  weeks  ;  fir  ft  to  Paris,  and  then  to  Flan 
ders,  to  contemplate  the  pidures  of  Claude  Lo- 
raine ;  and  he  afked  me  if  that  was  not  as  good  a 
way  as  any  of  fpending  time — that  time  which  re 
turns  no  more — of  which  however  a  great  part 
feeins  to  be  very  foolifhly  fpent,  even,  by  the  wifeft 
and  the  beft. 

That 
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That  time  at  lead  is  not  loft  in  which  the  evib 
of  life  are  relieved,  and  therefore  the  moments 
which  you  beftow  on  Mifs  H are  properly  em 
ployed.  She  feems  to  make  an  uncommon  impref- 
fion  upon  you.  What  has  fhe  done  or  fuftered 
out  of  the  common  courfe  of  things  ?  I  love  a 
little  fecret  hiftory. 

Poor  Dr.  Lawrence  and  his  youngeft  fon  died 
almofl  on  the  fame  day. 

Mrs.  Dobfon,  the  direftrefs  of  rational  conver- 
fation,  did  not  tranilate  Petrarch,  but  epitomifed 
a  very  bulky  French  Life  of  Petrarch.  JShe  tran- 
flated,  I  think,  the  Memoirs  of  D'Aubigne. 

Your  laft  letter  was  very  pleafing ;  it  exprefied 
kindnefs  to  me,  and  fome  degree  of  placid  ac- 
quiefcence  in  your  prefent  mode  of  life,  which  is, 
1  think,  the  beft  which  is  at  prefent  within  your 
reach. 

My  powers  and  attention  have  for  a  long  time 
been  almoft  wholly  employed  upon  my  health,  I 
hope  not  wholly  without  fuccefs,  but  folitude  is 
very  tedious. 

I  am,  Madam,  Your, 


I 


LETTER    CCC. 
Mrs.    THfcALE    to   Dr.   JOHNSOK. 

Bath,  June  15,  1783. 


BELIEVE  it  is  too  true,  my  dear  Sir,  that 
you  think  on  little  except  yourfelf  and  your  own 
health,  but  then  they  are  fubje&s  on  which  every 
one 
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one  elfe  would  think  too^rraiul  that  is  a  great  eon- 
folation. 

1  am  willing  enough  to  employ  all  my  thoughts 
upon  myfel/y  but  there  is  nobody  here  who  wifhea 
te.  think  with  or  about  me,  fo  1  am  very  fick  and 
a  little  fulleu,  and  difpefed  now  and  then  to  fay- 
like  king  David,  My  lovers  and  my  friends  hawe* 
been  put  away  from  me,  and  my  acquaintance  hid 
out  of  my  fight.  If  the  laft  letter  I  wrote  fhewed 
feme  degree  of  placid  acquiefcence  in  a  fituation, 
which,  however  difpleafing,  is  the  beft  I  can  gel 
at  jufl  now  j-rr-I  pray  God  to  keep  me  in  that  dif- 
poiition,  and  to  lay  no  more  calamity  upon  rae 
which  may  again  tempt  me  to  murmur  and  com 
plain.  In  the  mean  time  allure  yourfelf  of  my 
imdiminifhed  kindnefs  and  veneration :  they  have 
been  long  out  of  accident's  power  either  to  lefien 
or  increafe. 

So  Mr.  Seward  is  going  abroad  again.  I  fee  no 
harm  in  his  r-efolution,  though  the  manner-  of  ex- 
preffing  it  was  likely  enough  to  offend  you  :  yet 
he  is  not  a  man  whom  any  one  can  juftly  reproach 
with  negligence  of  duty  ;  he  does  more  good  than 
almoft  any  perfon  of  twice  his  fortune,  and  while 
he  is  looking  at  the  works  of  Claude  Loraine  he 
will  certainly  be  doing  no  mifchief. 

The  profeflbrs  of  Ennui  are  a  very  dangerous 
race  of  mortals ;  for,  preferring  any  occupation 
to  none,  they  are  liable  to  make  many  people  un 
happy  by  their  officious  affiduities,  while  to  them- 
felves  they  ftand  p«rfe£Uy  exculpated  by  the  re 
mark  that  a  man  muft  do  fomethin? — or  be  killed 
with  Ennui :  how  fortunate  for  feciety  when  like 
Seward  they  feek  only  to  give  away  their  money 
all  winter  to  perfons  who  want  it,  and  go  tQ 
Flandera  in  fummer  to  ipqk  att  the  Claude  Lo- 
raines ! 

What 
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Mifs  H-—  *  had  fuffered  before  bur  ac 
quaintance  began  I  know  not.  She  now  endures 
much  from  real^  and  more  from  fancied  ilinefs. 
Her  talents  are  uncommon  for  work,  and  me  is  a 
proof  that  work  will  not  fuffice  to  keep  the  ima 
gination  quiet.  She  feels  like  Pekuah,  that  the 
mind  wit!  daftly  ftf  aggie  from  thejingers^  and  that 
Me/fry  of  bean  'tannot  be  much  feiaeed  by  fiiken 
flowers. 

Poor  Dr.  Lawrence  and  his  fon  are  dead  then  : 
I  am  very  forry  ;  he  was  among  the  few  parents  I 
have  known  who  preferred  the  virtue  and  happi- 
nefs  of  their  children  to  the  delight  of  feeing  them 
grow  rich  and  fpiendid  ;  and  you  once  told  me, 
that  one  of  his  fons  (1  never  heard  which)  was 
early  bent  on  obtaining  that  opulence  which  is  as 
feldom  fought  for  by  youth  <  -Is  it  that  boy  who 
is  now  dead  ? 

That  you  mould  be  folitary  is  a  fad  thing,  and 
a  flrange  one  too,  when  every  body  is  willing  to 
drop  in,  and  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  at  leaft, 
fave  you  from  a  tete  a  tete  with  yourfelf  :  I  never 
could  catch  a  moment  when  you  were  alone  whilft 
we  were  in  London,  and  Mifs  Thrafe  fays  the  fame 
thing.  It  would  have  been  a  fine  advantage  in 
deed  couW  (he  have  feen  Oxford  now  in  your 
company  ;  when  we  enjoyed  it,  me  was  too  young 
to  profit  of  the  circumftance.  'Tis  fo  throughout 
the  world  I  believe  :  nothing  happens  of  good  to 
«s  while  we  can  fully  ufe  it  :  every  little  felkity 
which  does  come,  comes  at  a  time  when  waiting 

k  has  fpbited  our  appetite—-*  *- 

' 


to 


When  ybuth  and  genial  years  are  flown, 
And  all  the  life  of  life  is  gone1. 
?i£.:  ir^:'^  i  '/oi  ;.•/.  //  tiprVf.M  'j't  :  i-1)"- 

Could  I  however  natter  myfelf  with  the  hopes  of  a 
fine  clear  evening  after  my  Various  day,  1  would 

bear 
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bear  the  afternoon  ftorms  better  than  I  do — and 
who  knows  that  it  is  yet  impoffible  ? 

Farewel,  dear  Sir :  had  I  health  and  fpirits  as 
I  ufed  to  have,  I  would  write  as  I  ufed  to  do  ; 
but  I  had  then  a  hufoand  and  fons,  and  for  a  long 
time  after  I  knew  you,  a  mother  fuch  as  no  on« 
ever  had  but  me,  and  fuch  as  1  iincerely  wifh  my 
daughters  were  likely  to  have  in  your  truly  faith 
ful  fervant, 


H.  L.  THRALE. 


LETTER    CCCL 
To    Mrs.     THRALE. 


Bolt  court,  Fleet-ftreer, 
DEAR  MADAM,  June  19,  1783. 

1  AM  fitting  down  in  no  cheerful  fblitude  to  write 
a  narrative  which  wouldoncehave  affected  you  with 
tendernefs  and  forrow,  but  which  you  will  perhaps 
pafs  over  now  with  the  carelefs  glance  of  frigid 
indifference.  For  this  diminution  of  regard  how 
ever,  I  know  not  whether  I  ought  to  blame  you, 
who  may  have  reafons  which  I  cannot  know,  and 
I  do  not  blame  myfelf,  who  have  for  a  great  part 
of  human  life  done  you  what  good  I  could,  and 
have  never  done  you  evil. 

I  had 
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I  had  been  difordered  in  the  ufual  way,  and 
had  been  relieved  by  the  ufual  methods,  by  opium 
and  catharticks,  but  had  rather  lefiened  my  dofe 
of  opium. 

On  Monday  the  i6th  I  fat  for  my  picture,  and 
walked  a  confiderable  way  with  little  inconve 
nience.  In  the  afternoon  and  evening  I  felt  my- 
felf  light  and  eafy,  and  began  to  plan  fchemes  of 
life.  Thus  I  went  to  bed,  and  in  a  fhort  time 
waked  and  fat  up,  as  has  been  long  my  cuftom, 
when  I  felt  a  confufion  and  indiftin&nefs  in  my 
head,  which  lafled  I  fuppofe  about  half  a  mi 
nute  ;  I  was  alarmed,  and  prayed  God,  that  how 
ever  he  might  afflict  my  body,  he  would  fpare  my 
underftanding.  This  prayer,  that  I  might  try  the 
integrity  of  my  faculties,  I  made  in  Latin  verfe. 
The  lines  were  not  very  good,  but  I  knew  them  not 
to  be  very  good  :  I  made  them  eafily,  and  con 
cluded  myfelf  to  be  unimpaired  in  my  facul 
ties. 

Soon  after  I  perceived  that  I  had  fuffered  a  pa- 
ralytick  ftroke,  and  that  my  fpeech  was  taken  from 
me.  I  had  no  pain,  and  fo  little  dejection  in  this 
dreadful  ftate,  that  I  wondered  at  my  own  apathy, 
and  confidered  that  perhaps  death  itfelf  when  it 
mould  come  would  excite  lefs  horrour  than  feems 
now  to  attend  it. 

In  order  to  roufe  the  vocal  organs  I  took  two 
drams.  Wine  has  been  celebrated  for  the  pro- 
dudHon  of  eloquence.  I  put  myfelf  into  violent 
motion,  and  I  think  repeated  it ;  but  all  was  vain. 
I  then  went  to  bed,  and,  ftrange  as  it  may  feem, 
1  think,  flept.  When  I  law  light,  it  was  time  to 
contrive  what  I  mould  do.  Though  God  flopped 
•my  fpeech  he  left  me  my  hand,  I  enjoyed  a  mercy 
which  was  not  granted  to  my  dear  friend  Law 
rence,  who  Trow  perhaps  overlooks  me  as  I  am 
writing,  and  rejoices  that  1  have  what  he  wanted. 

MY 
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My  firft  note  was  neceflarily  to  my  fervantj  who 
came  in  talking,  and  could  not  immediately  com 
prehend  why  he  mould  read  what  I  put  into  his 
hands. 

I  then  wrote  a  card  to  Mr.  Allen^  that  I  might 
have  a  difcfeet  friend  at  hand  to  acT:  as  occafion 
mould  require.  In  penning  this  note  I  had  Ibifie 
difficulty,  my  handj  I  knew  not  how  nor  why, 
made  wrong  letters.  I  then  wrote  to  Dr.  Taylof 
to  come  to  me,  and  bring  Dr.  Heberden,  and  I 
fent  to  Dr.  Brockklby,  who  is  my  neighbour. 
My  phyficians  are  Very  friendly  and  very  difin^ 
terefted,  and  give  me  great  hopes,  but  you  may 
imagine  my  fituation.  1  have  fo  far  recovered  my 
vocal  powers,  as  to  repeat  the  Lord's  Prayer  with 
no  very  imperfect  articulation.  My  memory)  I 
hope,  yet  remains  as  it  was  ;  but  fuch  an  at 
tack  produces  folicitude  for  the  fafety  of  every 
faculty. 

How  this  will  be  received  by  you  I  know  not. 
J  hope  you  will  fympathife  with  me ;  but  perhaps 

My  Miftrefs  gracious*  mild,  and  good, 
Cries!  Js  he  dumb  ?  'Tis  time  he  fhou'd. 

But  can  this  be  polnbk  ?  I  hope  it  cannot.  I 
hope  that  what,  when  I  could  fpeak,  I  fpoke  of 
you,  and  to  you,  will  be  in  a  fober  and  ferious 
hour  remembered  by  you  ;  and  furely  it  cannot 
be  remembered  but  with  fome  degree  of  kindnefs. 
1  have  loved  you  with  virtuous  affection  ;  I  have 
honoured  you  with  fmcere  efteem.  Let  not  all 
our  endearments  be  forgotten,  but  let  me  have  in 
this  great  diitrefs  your  pity  and  your  prayers.  You 
fee  I  yet  turn  to  you  with  my  complaints  as  a 
fettled  and  unalienable  friend  ;  do  not,  do  not 
drive  me  from  you,  for  I  have  not  deferved  either 
neglecl  or  hatred. 
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To  the  girls,  who  do  not  write  often,  for  Sufy 
has  written  only  once,  and  Mifs  Thrale  owes  me 
a  letter,  I  earneftly  recommend,  as  their  guardian 
and  friend,  that  they  remember  their  Creator  in 
the  days  of  their  youth. 

I  fuppofe  you  may  wifh  to  know  how  my  difeafe 
is  treated  by  the  phyficians.  They  put  a  blifter 
upon  my  back,  and  two  from  my  ear  to  my 
throat,  one  on  a  fide.  The  blifter  on  the  back 
has  done  little,  and  thofe  on  the  throat  have  not 
rifen.  I  bullied  and  bounced,  (it  flicks  to  our 
lafl  fand)  and  compelled  the  apothecary  to  make 
his  falve  according  to  the  Edinburgh  Difpenfatory, 
that  it  might  adhere  better.  I  have  two  on  now 
of  my  own  prefcription.  They  likewife  give  me 
fait  of  hartihorn,  which  I  take  with  no  great  con 
fidence,  but  am  fatisfied  that  what  can  be  done  is 
done  for  me. 

0  God !  give  me   comfort   and  confidence  in 
Thee :  forgive  my  fins  ;  and  if  it  be  thy  good 
pteafure,  relieve  my  difeafes  for  Jefus  Chrift's  fake. 
Amen. 

1  am  almofl  amamed  of  this  querulous  letter, 
but  now  it  is  written,  let  it  go. 


I  am, 


VOL.  II.  O  LETTER 
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LETTER    CCCII. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 


I 


DEAREST  MADAM,  London, June 20,  1783. 


THINK  to  fend  you  for  fome  time  a  regular 
diary.  You  will  forgive  the  grofs  images  which 
'difeafe  mufl  neceffarily  prefent.  Dr.  Lawrence 
faid,  that  medical  treatifes  mould  be  always  in 
Latin. 

The  two  veficatories  which  I  procured  with  fo 
much  trouble  did  not  perform  well,  for,  being  ap 
plied  to  the  lower  part  of  the  fauces,  a  part  al 
ways  in  motion,  their  adhefion  was  continually 
broken.  The  back,  I  hear,  is  very  properly 
flayed. 

I  have  now  healing  application  to  the  cheeks, 
and  have  my  head  covered  with  one  formidable 
diffufion  of  cantharides,  from  which  Dr.  Heber- 
den  affures  me  that  experience  promifes  great  ef 
fects.  He  told  me  likewife,  that  my  utterance 
has  been  improved  fmce  yefterday,  of  which, 
however,  I  was  lefs  certain  ;  though  doubtlefs  they 
who  fee  me  at  intervals  can  bed  judge. 

I  never  had  any  diftortion  of  the  countenance, 
but  what  Dr.  Brocklefby  called  a  little  prolapfus, 
which  went  away  the  fecond  day. 

I  was  this  day  directed  to  eat  flem,  and  I  dined 
very  copioufly  upon  roaftecl  lamb  and  boiled  peafe  : 
I  then  went  to  fleep  in  a  chair,  and  when  I  waked, 
I  found  Dr.  Brocklefby  fitting  by  me,  and  fell  to 
talking  with  him  in  fuch  a  manner  as.  made  me 
glad,  and,  I  hope,  made  me  thankful.  The 

Doftor 


DR.  SAMUEL    JOHNSON,         195 

Doctor  fell   to  repeating  Juvenal's  ninth  fatire  j 
but  I  let  him  fee  that  the  province  was  mine. 

I  am  to  take  wine  to-night,  and  hope  it  will  do 
me  good. 

I  am,  &c. 


I 


LETTER     CCC1II. 
To     Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM.  London,  June  21,   1783. 


CONTINUE  my  journal.  When  I  went  to 
bed  laft  night,  I  found  the  new  covering  of  my 
head  uneafy,  not  painful,  rather  too  warm.  I  had 
however  a  comfortable  and  placid  night.  My 
phyficians  this  morning  thought  my  amendment 
not  inconfiderable  ;  and  my  friends  who  vifited 
me  faid,  that  my  look  was  fprightly  and  cheerful. 
Nobody  has  fhewn  more  affection  than  Paradife. 
Langton  and  he  were  with  me  a  long  time  to-day. 
I  was  almoft  tired. 

When  my  friends  were  gone  I  took  another  li 
beral  dinner,  fuch.  as  my  phyficians  recommended, 
and  flept  after  it,  but  without  fuch  evident  advan 
tage  as  was  the  effect  of  yefterday'syk/fo.  Per 
haps  the  fleep  was  not  quite  fo  found,  for  I  am 
harafled  by  a  very  difagreeable  operation  of  the 
cantharides,  which  I  am  endeavouring  to  controul 
by  copious  dilution. 

O   2  My 
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My  diforders  are  in  other  refpefts  lefs  than 
ufual ;  my  difeafe,  -whatever  it  was,  feems  col 
lected  into  this  one  dreadful  effed.  My  breath 
is  free  ;  the  conftrictions  of  the  cheft  are  fufpended, 
and  my  nights  pafs  without  oppreflion. 

To-day  I  received  a  letter  of  confolation  and 
encouragement  from  an  unknown  hand,  without 
a  name,  kindly  and  pioufly,  though  not  enthufi- 
aftically  written. 

I  had  juft  now  from  Mr.  Pepys  a  mefiage,  en 
quiring  in  your  name  after  my  health,  of  this  I 
can  give  no  account. 

I  am,  Madam, 

Your,  fcfr. 


I 


LETTER    CCCIV. 

To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

• 

DEAR   MADAM,  London,  June  23,  1783. 


THANK  you  for  your  kind  letter,  and  will 
continue  my  diary.  On  the  night  of  the  21  ft  I 
had  very  little  reft,  being  kept  awake  by  an  effecl: 
of  the  cantharides,  not  indeed  formidable,  but 
very  tirefome  and  painful.  On  the  2  ad  the  phy- 
ficians  releafed  me  from  the  falts  of  hardhorn. 
The  cantharides  continued  their  perfccution,  but 
1  was  let  free  from  it  at  night.  I  had  however  not 
much  fleep,  but  I  hope  for  more  to-night.  The 

vefications 


DR.  SAMUEL   JOHNSON.         197 

vefications  on  my  bask  and  face  are  healing,  and 
only  that  on  my  head  continues  to  operate. 

My  friends  tell  me  that  my  power  of  utterance 
improves  daily,  and  Dr.  Heberden  declares  that 
he  hopes  to  find  me  almoft  well  to-morrow. 

Paliies  are  more  common  than  1  thought.  I 
have  been  vilited  by  four  friends  who  have  had 
.  each  a  ftroke,  and  one  of  them  two. 

Your  offer,  dear  Madam,  of  coming  to  me, 
is  charmingly  kind ;  but  I  will  lay  up  for  future 
ufe,  and  then  let  it  not  be  confidered  as  obfolete ; 
a  time  of  dereliction  may  come,  when  I  may 
have  hardly  any  other  friena,  but  in  the  prefent 
exigency  I  cannot  name  one  who  has  been  de 
ficient  in  civility  or  attention.  What  man  can  do 
for  man  has  been  done  for  me.  Write  to  me  very 
often. 


I  am,  Madam, 


Your, 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCCV. 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM, 

JL  H  E  journal  now,  like  other  journals,  grows 
very  dry,  as  it  is  not  diverfified  either  by  opera 
tions  or  events.  Lefs  and  lefs  is  done,  and  I  thank 
God,  lefs  and  lefs  is  fuffered  every  day.  The  phy- 
ficians  feem  to  think  that  little  more  needs  to  be 
done.  I  find  that  they  confulted  to-day  about 
fending  me  to  Bath,  and  thought  it  needlefs.  Dr. 
Heberden  takes  leave  to-morrow. 

This  day  I  watered  the  garden,  and  did  not  find 
the  watering-pots  more  heavy  than  they  have  hi 
therto  been,  and  my  breath  is  more  free. 

Poor  dear has  juft  been  here   with   a 

prefent.     If  it  ever  falls  in  your  way  to  do  him 
good,  let  him  have  your  favour. 

Both  Queeney's  letter  and  yours  gave  me  to 
day  great  pleafure.  Think  as  well  and  as  kindly 
of  me  as  you  can,  but  do  not  flatter  me.  Cool 
reciprocations  of  efteem  are  the  great  comforts 
of  life  j  hyperbolical  praife  only  corrupts  the 
tongue  of  the  one,  and  the  ear  of  the  other. 


London, 
June  24,  1783.  I  am? 


Your  letter  has  no  date. 

LETTER 
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LETTER    CCCVl. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAREST  MADAM,  London, June  28,  1783. 

JL  OUR  letter  is  juft  fuch  as  I  defire,  arid  as  from 
you  I  hope  always  to  deferve. 

The  black  dog  I  hope  always  to  refift,  and  in  time 
to  drive,  though  I  am  deprived  of  almofl  all  thofe 
that  ufed  to  help  me.  The  neighbourhood  is  im- 
poveriflied  I  had  once  Richardfon  and  Lawrence 
in  my  reach.  Mrs.  Allen  is  dead.  My  houfe  has 
loft  Levet,  a  man  who  took  intereft  in  every  thing, 
and  therefore'  ready  at  converfation.  Mrs.  Wil 
liams  is  fo  weak  that  (he  can  be  a  companion  no 
longer.  When  I  rife  my  breakfaft  is  folitary,  the 
black  dog  waits  to  (hare  it,  from  breakfaft  to 
dinner  he  continues  barking,  except  that  Dr. 
Brocklefby  for  a  little  keeps  him  at  a  diftance. 
Dinner  with  a  fick  woman  you  may  venture  to 
fuppofe  not  much  better  than  folitary.  After  din 
ner,  what  remains  but  to  count  the  clock,  and 
hope  for  that  fleep  which  I  can  fcarce  expect. 
Night  comes  at  laft,  and  fome  hours  of  reftlefsnefs 
and  confufion  bring  me  again  to  a  day  of  folitude. 
What  (hall  exclude  the  black  dog  from  an  habi 
tation  like  this  ?  If  I  were  a  little  richer,  I  would 
perhaps  take  fome  cheerful  female  into  the  houfe. 

Your  Bath  news  fhews  me  new  calamities.  I 
am  afraid  Mrs.  L s  is  left  with  a  numerous  fa 
mily,  very  flenderly  fupplied.  Mrs.  Sheward  is  an 
old  maid,  I  am  afraid,  yet  fur  le  pave. 

,  if  he  were  well,  would  be  well  enough 

liked ;   his  daughter  has  powers  and  knowledge, 
but  no  art  of  making  them  agreeable. 

I  muft 
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I  muft  touch  my  journal.  Laft  night  frefli  flies 
were  put  to  my  head,  and  hindered  me  from  fleep- 
ing.  To-day  I.  fancy  myfelf  incommoded  by  heat. 

I  have,  however,  watered  the  garden  both  yef- 
terday  and  to-day,  juft  as  I  watered  the  laurels  in 
the  ifland. 


I  am,  Madam, 
Your, 


LETTER    CCCVII. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 


DEAR  MADAM, 


A 


MONG  thofe  that  have  enquired  after  me, 
Sir  Philip  is  one  j  and  Dr.  Burney  was  one  of 
thofe  who  came  to  fee  me.  I  have  had  no  reafon 
to  complain  of  indifference  or  neglect.  Dick 
Burney  is  come  home  five  inches  taller. 

Yefterday  in  the  evening  I  went  to  church,  and 
have  been  to  day  to  fee  the  great  burning  glafs, 
which  does  more  than  was  ever  done  before  by 
the  tranfmiffion  of  the  rays,  but  is  not  equal  in 
pov'er  to  thofe  which  reflect  them.  It  waftes  a 
diamond  placed  in  the  focus,  but  caufes  no  dimi 
nution  of  pure  gold.  Of  the  rubies  expofed  to  its 
action,  one  was  made  more  vivid,  the  other  paler. 
To  fee  the  glafs,  I  climbed  up  flairs  to  the  garret, 
and  then  up  a  ladder  to  the  leads,  and  talked  to 
i  the 


DR.  SAMUEL    JOHNSON.        201 

the  artift  rather  too  long ;  for  my  voice,  though 
clear  and  diftinft  for  a  little  while,  foon  tires  and 
falters.  The  organs  of  fpeech  are  yet  very  feeble, 
but  -will  I  hope  be  by  the  mercy  of  God  finally  re- 
ftored :  at  prefent,  like  any  other  weak  limb,  they 
can  endure  but  little  labour  at  once.  Would  you 
not  have  been  very  forry  for  me  when  I  could 
fcarcely  fpeak  ? 

Frefli  cantharides  were  this  morning  applied  to 
my  head,  and  are  to  be  continued  fome  time 
longer.  If  they  play  me  no  treacherous  tricks, 
they  give  me  very  little  pain. 

Let  me  have  your  kindnefs  and  your  prayers ; 
and  think  on  me,  as  on  a  man  who,  for  a  very 
great  portion  of  your  life,  has  done  you  all  the 
good  he  could,  and  defires  ftill  to  be  confidered, 

Madam, 
Your,  &fr. 


LETTER    CCCVIIl. 

To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAREST  MADAM,  London,  July  i,  1783. 

1  HIS  morning  I  took  the  air  by  a  ride  to 
Hampftead,  and  this  afternoon  I  dined  with  the 
club.  But  frefti  cantharides  were  this  day  ap 
plied  to  my  head. 

Mr.  Cator  called  on  me  to-day,  and  told  that 
he  had  invited  you  back  to  Streatham.     I  fhewed 

the 
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the  unfitnefs  of  your  return  thither,  till  the  neigh 
bourhood  mould  have  loft  its  habits  of  depreda 
tion,  and  he  feemed  to  be  fatisfied.  He  invited 
me  very  kindly  and  cordially  to  try  the  air  of 
Beckenham,  and  pleafed  me  very  much  by  his 
affectionate  attention  to  Mifs  Vezy.  There  is  much 
good  in  his  character,  and  much  ufefulnefs  in  his 
knowledge. 

Queeney  feems  now  to  have  forgotten  me.  Of 
the  different  appearance  of  the  hiUs  and  vallies  an 
account  may  perhaps  be  given,  without  the  fup- 
polition  of  any  prodigy.  If  me  had  been  out  and 
the  evening  was  breezy,  the  exhalations  would  rife 
from  the  low  grounds  very  copioufly  ;  and  the 
wind  that  fwept  and  cleared  the  hills,  would  only 
by  its  cold  condenfe  the  vapours  of  the  Sheltered 
vallies. 

Murphy  is  juft  gone  from  me  ;  he  vifits  me  very 
kindly,  and  1  have  no  unkindnefs  to  complain  of. 

I  am  forry  that  Sir  Philip's  requeft  was  not 
treated  with  more  refpecl,  nor  can  I  imagine  what 
has  put  them  fo  much  out  of  humour  :  I  hope 
their  bufmefs  is  profperous. 

I  hope  that  I  recover  by  degrees,  but  my  nights 
are  reftlefs ;  and  you  will  fuppofe  the  nervous 
fyftem  to  be  fomewhat  enfeebled. 

I  am,  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCCIX. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  London, July 3,  1783. 


D. 


'R.  Brocklefby  yefterday  difmifled  the  cantha- 
rides,  and  I  can  now  find  a  foft  place  upon  my 
pillow.  Laft  night  was  cool,  and  I  refted  well, 
and  this  morning  I  have  been  a  friend  at  a  poeti 
cal  difficulty.  Here  is  now  a  glimpfe  of  day-light 
again ;  but  how  near  is  the  evening — none  can 
tell,  and  I  will  not  prognofticate  ;  we  all  know  that 
from  none  of  us  it  can  be  far  diftant ;  may  none  of 
us  know  this  in  vain ! 

I  went,  as  I  took  care  to  boaft,  on  Tuefday,  to 
the  club,  -and  hear  that  I  was  thought  to  have  per 
formed  as  well  as  ufual.  I  dined  on  fifh,  with 
the  wing  of  a  fmall  Turkey  chick,  and  left  roaft 
beef,  goofe,  and  venifon  pye  untouched.  I  live 
much  on  peas,  and  never  had  them  fo  good,  for 
fo  long  a  time,  in  any  year  that  I  can  remember. 
When  do  you  go  to  Weymouth  ?  and  why  do 
you  go  ?  only  I  fuppofe  to  a  new  place,  and  the 
reafon  is  fufficient  to  thofe  who  have  no  reafon  to 
withhold  them. 

*  *  *  knows  well  enough  how  to  live  on  four 
hundred  a  year,  but  where  is  he  to  have  it  ?  Had 
*  *  *  any  thing  of  his  own  unfettled  ? 

I  am  glad  that  Mrs.  Sheward  talks  of  me,  and 
loves  me,  and  have  in  this  itill  fcene  of  life  great 
comfort  in  reflecting  that  I  have  given  very  few 
•  reafon  to  hate  me ;  I  hope  fcarcely  any  man  has 
known  me  clofely  but  for  his  benefit,  or  curforily 
but  to  his  innocent  entertainment.  Tell  me,  you 

that 
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that  know  me  beft,  whether  this  be  true,  that  ac 
cording  to  your  anfwer  I  may  continue  my  prac 
tice,  or  try  to  mend  it. 

Along  with  your  kind  letter  yeflerday  came  one 
likewife  very  kind  from  the  Aftons  at  Lichfield  ; 
but  I  do  not  know  whether,  as  the  fummer  is  fo 
far  advanced,  I  (hall  travel  fo  far,  though  I  am  not 
without  hopes  that  frequent  change  of  air  may 
fortify  me  againft  the  winter,  which  has  been,  in 
modern  phrafe,  of  late  years  very  inimical  to, 

Madam,  Your, 


LETTER    CCCX.     - 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  July  5,  1783. 

1.  HAT  Dr.  *  *  *  *  is  offended  I  am  very  for- 
ry,  but  if  the  fame  ftate  of  things  mould  recur,  I 
could  not  do  better.  Dr.  Broklefby  is,  you  know, 
my  neighbour,  and  could  be  ready  at  call ;  he 
had  for  fome  time  very  diligently  folicited  my 
friendship :  I  depended  much  upon  the  (kill 
of  Dr.  Heberden,  and  him  I  had  feen  lately  at 
Broklefby's.  Heberden  I  could  not  bear  to  mils, 
Brocklefoy  could  not  decently  be  miffed,  and  to 
call  three,  had  made  me  ridiculous  by  the  appear* 
ance  of  ielf-importance.  Mine  was  one  of  thofe 
unhappy  cafes  in  which  fomething  inuft  be  wrong. 
I  can  only  be  forry. 

I  have 
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I  have  now  no  Doctor,  but  am  left  to  (hift  for 
myfelf  as  opportunity  (hall  ferve.  I  am  going  next 
week  with  ***  to  *****,  where  I  expect  not 
to  flay  long.  Eight  children  in  a  fmall  houfe  will 
probably  make  a  chorus  not  very  diverting.  My 
purpofe  is  to  change  the '  air  frequently  this  fum- 
mer. 

Of  the  imitation  of  my  flile,  in  a  criticifm  on 
Gray's  Church-yard,  1  forgot  to  make  mention. 
The  author  is,  1  believe,  utterly  unknown,  for  Mr. 
Steevens  cannot  hunt  him  out.  I  know  little  of 
it,  for  though  it  was  fent  me  I  never  cut  the  leaves 
ppen.  I  had  a  letter  with  it  reprefenting  it  to  me 
a§  my  own  work  ;  in  fuch  an  account  to  the  pub!ick 
there  may  be  humour,  but  to  myfelf  it  was  neither 
ferious  nor  comical.  I  fufpect  the  writer  to  be 
wrongheaded ;  as  to  the  noife  which  it  makes  1  have 
never  heard  it,  and  am  inclined  to  believe  that  few 
attacks  either  of  ridicule  or  invective  make  much 
noife,  but  by  the  help  of  thofe  that  they  provoke. 

I  think  Queeney's  filence  has  fomething  either 
of  lazinefs  or  unkindnefs  ;  and  I  wifh  her  free  from 
both,  for  both  are  very  unamiable,  and  will  both 
increafe  by  indulgence.  Sufy  is  I  believe  at  a  lofs 
for  matter.  I  mall  be  glad  to  fee  pretty  Sophy's 
production. 

I  hope  I  ftill  continue  mending.  My  organs 
are  yet  feeble. 

I  am,  Madam, 

;ti   Your, 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCCXI. 

To  Mifs   S  U  S  A  N  N  A    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAREST  MISS  SUSY, 


Wi 


HEN  you  favoured  me  with  your  letter,  you 
feemed  to  be  in  want  of  materials  to  fill  it,  having 
met  with  no  great  adventures  either  of  peril  or 
delight,  nor  done  or  fuffered  any  thing  out  of  the 
common  courfe  of  life. 

When  you  have  lived  longer,  and  confidered 
more,  you  will  find  the  common  courfe  of  life  very 
fertile  of  obfervation  and  reflection.  Upon  the 
common  courfe  of  life  muft  our  thoughts  and  our 
converfation  be  generally  employed.  Our  general 
courfe  of  life  muft  denominate  us  wife  or  foolifli ; 
happy  or  miferable  :  if  it  is  well  regulated  we  pafs 
on  profperoufly  and  fmoothly  ;  as  it  is  neglected 
we  live  in  embarraffment,  perplexity,  and  uneafi- 
nefs. 

Your  time,  my  love,  pafles,  I  fuppofe,  in  devo 
tion,  reading,  work,  and  company.  Of  your  de 
votions,  in  which  1  earneftly  advile  you  to  be  very 
punctual,  you  may  not  perhaps  think  it  proper  to 
give  me  an  account ;  and  of  work,  unlefs  I  under- 
ftood  it  better,  it  will  be  of  no  great  ufe  to  fay 
much  ;  but  books  and  company  will  always  fupply 
you  with  materials  for  your  letters  to  me,  as  I 
mall  always  be  pleafed  to  know  what  you 
are  reading,  and  with  what  you  are  pleafed  ;  and 
fhall  take  great  delight  in  knowing  what  impreflion 
new  modes  or  new  characters  make  upon  you,  and 
to  obferve  with  what  attention  you  diftinguifh  the 

tempers, 
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tempers,  difpofitions,  and  abilities  of  your  com 
panions. 

A  letter  may  be  always  made  out  of  the  books 
of  the  morning  or  talk  of  the  evening  :  and  any 
letters  from  you,  my  deareft,  will  be  welcome  to 

Your, 


LETTER    CCCXII. 

To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  July  8,  1783. 

JL  I  ME  makes  great  changes  of  opinion. 
*  *  *  *  ran  perpetually  after  —  in  the  life 
time  of  that  lady,  to  whom  he  fo  earneftly  defired 
to  be  reunited  in  the  grave.  I  am  glad  — — —  is 
not  left  in  poverty,  her  difeafe  feems  to  threaten 
her  with  a  full  (hare  of  mifery. 

Of  Mifs  H ,  whom  you  charge  me  with 

forgetting,  I  know  not  why  I  fhould  much  fofler 
the  remembrance,  for  I  can  do  her  no  good ;  but 
I  honeftly  recommend  her  to  your  pity ;  for 
nothing  but  the  opportunity  of  emptying  her  bo- 
fom  with  confidence  can  fave  her  from  madnefs. 
To  know  at  leaft  one  mind  fo  difordered  is  not 
without  its  ufe  ;  it  mows  the  danger  of  admitting 
paflively  the  firfl  irruption  of  irregular  imagina 
tions. 

Langton  and  I  have  talked  of  paffing  a  little  time 
at  Rochefter  together,  till  neither  knows  well  how 

3  to 
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to  refufe,  though  I  think  he  is  not  eager  to  take 
me,  and  I  am  not  defirous  to  be  taken.  His  fa 
mily  is  numerous,  and  hishoufe  little.  I  have  let 
him  know,  for  his  relief,  that  I  do  not  mean  to. 
burden  him  more  than  a  week.  He  is  however 
among  thofe  who  wifh  me  well,  and  would  exert 
what  power  he  has  to  do  me  good. 

I  think  you  will  do  well  in  going  to  Weymouth, 
for  though  it  be  nothing,  it  is,  at  leaft  to  the  young 
ones,  a  new  nothing,  and  they  will  be  able  always 
to  tell  that  they  have  feen  Weymouth.  I  am  for 
the  prefent  willing  enough  to  perfuade  myfelf,  that 
a  (hort  fucceffion  of  trifles  may  contribute  to  my 
re-eflablifhment,  but  hope  to  return,  for  it  is  furely 
time,  to  fomething  of  importance. 

I  am,  dear  Madam, 

Your,  fcfe. 


I 


LETTER    CCCXIII. 

To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  July  23,  1783. 


HAVE  been  thirteen  days  at  Rochefter,  and 
am  juft  now  returned.  I  came  back  by  water  in 
a  common  boat  twenty  miles  for  a  milling,  and 
when  I  landed  at  Billingfgate  I  carried  my  budget 
myfelf  to  Cornhill  before  I  could  get  a  coach,  and 
was  not  much  incommoded. 

I  have 
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I  have  had  Mifs  Sufy's  and  Mifs  Sophy's  letters, 
and  now  I  am  come  home  can  write  and  write. 
While  I  was  with  Mr.  Langton  we  took  four  little 
journies  in  a  chaife,  and  made  one  little  voyage 
on  the  Medway,  with  four  mifles  and  their  maid, 
but  they  were  very  quiet. 

I  am  very  well,  except  that  my  voice  foon 
faulters,  and  I  have  not  flept  well,  which  I  im 
puted  to  the  heat,  which  has  been  fuch  as  I  never 
felt  before  for  fo  long  time.  Three  days  we  had 
of  very  great  heat  about  ten  years  ago.  I  infer 
nothing  from  it  but  a  good  harveft. 

Whether  this  fhort  ruftication  has  done  me  any 
good  I  cannot  tell,  I  certainly  am  not  worfe,  and 
am  very  willing  to  think  mylelf  better.  Are  you 
better  ?  Sophy  gave  but  a  poor  account  of  you. 
Do  not  let  your  mind  wear  out  your  body. 

I  am,  Madam, 

--/r/iiifjj  iii"    »•:/  ;>«;••.:  t 

Your,  fcfc. 


LETTER    CCCXIV. 
To    Mifs    SOPHIA    THRALE. 
DEAREST  MISS  SOPHY,         London,  July  24,  1783. 


an  abfence  from  home,  and  for  one  reafon 
and  another,  I  owe  a  great  number  of  letters,  and 
I  aflure  you  that  I  fit  down  to  write  yours  firft. 
Why  you  mould  think  yourfelf  not  a  favourite,  I 
VOL.  II.  P  cannot 
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cannot  guefs ;  my  favour  will,  I  am  afraid,  never 
be  worth  much  ;  but  be  its  value  more  or  lefs, 
you  are  never  likely  to  lofe  it,  and  lefs  likely  if 
you  continue  your  iludies  with  the  fame  diligence 
as  you  have  begun  them. 

Your  proficience  in  arithmetick  is  not  only  to 
be  commended,  but  admired.  Your  matter  does 
not,  I  fuppofe,  come  very  often,  nor  flay  very 
long  ;  yet  your  advance  in  thefcience  of  numbers 
is  greater  than  is  commonly  made  by  thofe  who, 
for  fo  many  weeks  as  you  have  been  learning, 
fpend  fix  hours  a  day  in  the  writing  fchool. 

Never  think,  my  Sweet,  that  you  have  arithme 
tick  enough  ;  when  you  have  exhaufted  your  maf- 
ter,  buy  books.  Nothing  amufes  more  harmlefly 
than  computation,  and  nothing  is  oftener  applica 
ble  to  real  bulinefs  or  fpeculative  enquiries.  A 
thoufand  ftories  which  the  ignorant  tell,  and  be 
lieve,  die  away  at  once,  when  the  computift  takes 
them  in  his  gripe*  I  hope  you  will  cultivate  in 
yourfelf  a  difpofition  to  numerical  enquiries ;  they 
will  give  you  entertainment  in  folitude  by  the  prac 
tice,  and  reputation  in  publick  by  the  effecl:. 

If  you  can  borrow  Wilkins's  Real  Charafter,  a 
folio  which  the  bookfeller  can  perhaps  let  you  have, 
you  will  have  a  very  curious  calculation,  which 
you  are  qualified  to  confider,  to  mew  that  Noah's 
ark  was  capable  of  holding  all  the  known  animals 
of  the  world,  with  provifion  for  all  the  time  in 
which  the  earth  was  under  water.  Let  me  hear 
from  you  foon  again. 

I  am,  Madam, 

Your,  6?c. 


LETTER 
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LET 


To   Mifs    SUSANNA    THRALE. 

DEAR  MISS  SUSAN,  London,  July  26,  1783. 

1  ANSWER  your  letter  laft,  becaufe  it  was 
received  laft  ;  and  when  I  have  anfwered  it,  I  am 
out  of  debt  to  your  houfe.  A  ihort  negligence 
throws  one  behind  hand.  This  maxim,  if  you  con- 
fider  and  improve  it,  will  be  equivalent  to  your 
parfon  and  bird,  which  is  however  a  very  good 
ftory,  as  it  (hews  how  far  gluttony  may  proceed, 
which  where  it  prevails  is  I  think  more  violent, 
and  certainly  more  defpicable,  than  avarice  itfelf. 

Gluttony  is,  I  think,  lefs  common  among  wo 
men  than  among  men.  Women  commonly  eat 
more  fparingly,  and  are  lefs  curious  in  the  choice 
of  meat ;  but  if  once  you  find  a  woman  glutton 
ous,  expect  from  her  very  little  virtue.  Her  mind 
is  enflaved  to  the  loweft  and  groffdl  temptation. 

A  friend  of  mine,  who  courted  a  lady  of  whom 
he  did  not  know  much,  was  advifed  to  fee 
her  eat,  and  if  me  was  voluptuous  at  table,  to 
forfake  her.  He  married  her  however,  and  in  a 
few  weeks  came  to  his  advifer  with  this  exclama 
tion,  "  it  is  the  difturbance  of  my  life  to  fee  this 
"  woman  eat."  She  was,  as  mi^ht  be  expected, 
felfifh  and  brutal,  and  after  fome  years  of  difcord 
they  parted,  and  I  believe  came  together  no  more. 

Of  men,  the  examples  are  fufficiently  common. 

I  had  a  friend,  of  great  eminence  in  the  learned 

and  the  witty  world,  who  had  hung  up  fome  pots 

on  his  wall  to  furnifh  nefts  for  fparrows.  The  poor 

P  2  fparrows, 
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fparrows,  not  knowing  his  character,  were  feduced 
by  the  convenience,  and  I  never  heard  any  man 
fpeak  of  any  future  enjoyment  with  fuch  contor 
tions  of  delight  as  he  exhibited,  when  he  talked 
of  eating  the  young  ones. 

When  you  do  me  the  favour  to  write  again, 
tell  me  fomething  of -your  ftudies,  your  work,  or 
your  amufements. 

I  am,  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 

• 


LETTER    CCCXVI. 

• 

To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 


DEAR  MADAM,  London,  Augutt  13,   1^83. 

JL  OUR  letter  was  brought  juft  as  I  was  com 
plaining  that  you  had  forgotten  me. 

I  am  glad  that  the  ladies  find  fo  much  novelty  at 
Weymouth.  Ovid  fays,  that  the  fun  is- undelight- 
fully  uniform.  They  had  fome  expectation  of 
fhteHs,  which  both  by  their  form  and,  colour  have 
a  claim  to  human  curiofity.  Of  all  the  wonders, 
I  have  had  no  account,  except  that  Mifs  Thrale 
feems  pleafed  with  your  little  voyages. 

Sophy  irlentioned  a  itory  which  her  lifters  would 
not  fuffer  her  to  tell,  becaufe  they  would  tell  it 
themfelves,  but  it  has  never  yet  been  told  me. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Ing  is,  I  think,  a  baronet's  daughter,  of 
an  ancient  houfe  inStaffordfhire.  Of  her  hufband's 
father,  mention  is  made  in  the  life  of  Ambrofe 
Philips. 

Of  this  world,  in  which  you  reprefent  me  as 
delighting  to  live,  I  can  fay  little.  Since  I  came 
home  I  have  only  been  to  church,  once  to  Bur- 
ney's,  once  to  Paradife's,  and  once  to  Reynplds's. 
With  Burney  I  faw  Dr.  Rofe,  his  new  relation, 
with  whom  I  have  been  many  years  acquainted. 
If  I  discovered  no  ^cliques  of  difeafe  I  am  glad, 
but  Fanny's  trade  is  fiction. 

I  have  fmce  partaken  of  an  epidemical  diforder, 
but  common  evils  produce  no  dejection. 

Paradife's  company,  I  fancy,  difappointed  him; 
I  remember  nobody.  With  Reynolds  was  the 
*******  of****,  a  man  coarfe  of  voice 
and  inelegant  of  language. 

I  am  now  broken  with  difeafe,  without  the  al 
leviation  of  familiar  friendmip  or  domeflick  fo- 
ciety  j  I  have  no  middle  ftate  between  clamour 
and  filence,  between  general  converfation  and  felf- 
tormenting  folitude.  Levet  is  dead,  and  poor 
Williams  is  making  hafte  to  die  :  I  know  not  if  me 
will  ever  more  come  out  of  her  chamber. 

I  am  now  quite  alone,  but  let  me  turn  my 
thoughts  another  way. 

I  am,  Madam, 
Your, 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCCXVII. 
To     Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

MADAM,  London,  Auguft  20,  1783. 

A  HIS  has  been  a  day  of  great  emotion ;  the 
office  of  the  Communion  of  the  Sick  has  been  per 
formed  in  poor  Mrs.  Williams's  chamber.  She 
was  too  weak  to  rife  from  her  bed,  and  is  there 
fore  to  be  fuppofed  unlikely  to  live  much  longer. 
She  has,  I  hope,  little  violent  pain,  but  is  wear 
ing  out  by  torpid  inappetence  and  wearifome  de 
cay  ;  but  all  the  powers  of  her  mind  are  in  their 
full  vigour,  and  when  me  has  fpirits  enough  for 
converfation,  (he  pofieffes  all  the  intellectual  ex 
cellence  that  me  ever  had.  Surely  this  is  an  in- 
ftance  of  mercy  much  to  be  defired  by  a  parting 
foul. 

At  home  I  fee  almoft  all  my  companions  dead 
or  dying.  At  Oxford  I  have  juft  left  Wheeler, 
the  man  with  whom  I  mod  delighted  to  converfe. 
The  fenfe  of  my  own  difeafes,  and  the  fight  of  the 
world  finking  round  me,  opprefs  me  perhaps  too 
much.  1  hope  that  all  thefe  admonitions  will  not 
be  vain,  and  that  I  mail  learn  to  die  as  dear  Wil 
liams  is  dying,  who  was  very  cheerful  before  and 
after  this  aweful  folemnity,  and  feems  to  refign 
herfelf  with  calmnefs  and  hope  upon  eternal 
mercy. 

I  read  your  laft  kind  letter  with  great  delight ; 
but  when  I  came  to  love  and  honour,  what  fprung 
in  my  mind  ? — How  loved,  how  honoured  once, 
avails  thee  not. 

I  fat 
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I  fat  to  Mrs.  Reynolds  yeflerday  for  my  pic 
ture,  perhaps  the  tenth  time,  and  I  fat  near  three 
hours  with  the  patience  of  mortal  born  to  bear ;  at 
laft  me  declared  it  quite  finiflied,  and  feems  to 
think  it  fine.  I  told  her  it  was  johnfon's  grimly 
%hoft.  It  is  to  be  engraved,  and  I  think  In  glided, 
&c.  will  be  a  good  infcription. 

I  am,  Madam, 
Your, 


LETTER    CCCXVIII. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR   MADAM,  London,  Auguft  26,  1783. 

JL  KINGS  (land  with  me  much  as  they  have 
done  for  fome  time.  Mrs  Williams  fancies  now 
and  then  that  me  grows  better,  but  her  vital 
powers  appear  to  be  flowly  burning  out.  Nobody 
thinks  however  that  me  will  very  foon  be  quite 
wafted,  and  as  me  fuffers  me  to  be  of  very  little  ufe 
to  her,  1  have  determined  to  pafs  fome  time  with 
Mr.  Bowles  near  Salifbury,  and  have  taken  a  place 
for  Thurfday. 

Some  benefit  may  be  perhaps  received  from 
change  of  air,  fome  from  change  of  company,  and 
fome  from  mere  change  of  place.  It  is  not  eafy 
to  grow  well  in  a  chamber  where  one  has  long 
been  fick,  and  where  every  thing  feen  and  every 

perfon 
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perfon  fpeaking  revives  and  imprefles  images  of 
pain.  Though  it  be  that  no  man  can  run  away 
from  himfelf,  he  may  yet  efcape  from  many  caufes 
of  ufelefs  uneafmefs.  That  the  mind  is  its  own 
place,  is  the  boaft  of  a  fallen  angel  that  had  learn 
ed  to  lie.  External  locality  has  great  effects,  at 
leaft  upon  all  embodied  beings.  I  hope  this  little 
journey  will  afford  me  at  leaft  fome  fufpenfe  of 
melancholy. 

You  give  but  an  unpleafing  account  of  your 
performance  at  Portland.  Your  fcrambling  days 
are  then  over.  I  remember  when  no  Mifs  and 
few  Mafters  could  have  left  you  behind,  or  thrown 
you  out  in  the  purfuit  of  honour  or  of  curiofity. 
But  tempus  edax  rerum,  and  no  way  has  been  yet 
found  to  draw  his  teeth- 

I  am,  dear  Madam, 

Your,  £*?r. 


LETTER    CCCXIX. 
Mrs.  THRALE    to   Dr.    JOHNSON. 

MYDEARSIR,  Weymouth,  Augutt  30,  1 783. 

Jl  HAD  your  letter,  and  am  very  defirous  that 
change  of  place  may  do  more  for  my  friend  than 
it  has  done  for  myfelf ;  yet  I  am  really  a  little  bet 
ter  too,  or  at  leaft  ill  in  another  way,  which  makes 
it  nothing  more.— Variety  of  wretchednefs :  my  face 

is 
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is  at  this  time  covered  over  with  a  frightful  ery- 
fipelas.  The  Portland  expedition  did  not  end 
creditably  to  my  corporeal  powers,  which  are 
grown  very  weak  indeed ;  and  when  I  felt  myfelf 
on  the  precipice  unable  to  go  forward  or  back 
ward,  without  that  help  which  I  could  only  ob 
tain  from  a  clown  upon  the  hill,  my  mind  was  in 
no  good  humour  neither,  and  if  I  had  thought  on 
Mrs.  Williams  at  all  I  mould  have  thought  her 
happier  than  myfelf,  for  (he  has  one  companion 
who  wifhes  her  long  life,  and  furely  that  is  one  very 
comfortable  thing. 

The  fea  here  at  Weymouth  is  not  half  as  fine 
as  our  old  fea  on  the  Suflex  coaft,  and  a  marine 
profpecl:  is  at  bed  a  dull  one  after  the  firft  week: 
the  feafons  have  no  effect  on  it ;  and  when  one  has 
once  feen  it  rough  and  once  feen  it  fmooth,  all  is 
over  ;  while  every  hour  of  every  day  produces 
fome  change  upon  a  land  view,  and  excites  new 
images  in  any  mind  not  totally  crufhed  down  or 
exhaufted.  The  look  from  my  window  is  mighty 
pretty  however,  and  exhibits  fo  tranquil  a  fcene 
as  it  is  difficult  for  old  Ocean  to  difplay.  I  can 
imagine  it  like  the  Lake  of  Geneva,  fo  blue,  fo 
(till,  fo  elegantly  ferpentized  as  if  Mr.  Brown  had 
laid  it  out.  In  ihort,  this  is  no  Phoenician  Neptune, 
whofe  beard  is  faid  to  be  longer  than  the  others, 
becaufe  that  place  produced  the  earlieft  navigators: 
this  mail  be  an  Otaheite  Neptune,  and  we  will  ftrike 
a  medal  of  him  all  fhaven  and  morn,  to  fhew  that 
no  canoe  even  of  the  Society  Iflands  need  fear 
him,  though  ignorant  of  the  art  of  failing  till  the 
world  was  got  into  its  dotage,.a&  Goldfmith  faid, 
when  he  made  the  (harper  talk  about  cofmogony. 
This  nonfenfe  came  into  my  head  as  I  faw  a  Tailor 
on  horfeback  this  morning,  and  began  thinking 
what  could  infpire  the  ancients  to  make  Neptune 
the  creator  of  a  horfe,  for  if  any  thing  was  ever 

foreign 
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foreign  from  the  purpofe,  that  was  foreign,  or  the 
man  that  rode  under  my  window  to-day  had 
grievoufly  degenerated. — So  as  you  fay,  my  dear 
Sir,  change  of  place  does  one  fame  good,  by  giv 
ing  one  fome  new  thing  to  think  0n  though  but 

for  a  moment.     I  advifed  our  Mifs  H to  the 

fame  remedy,  but  have  a  notion  her  mind  is 
haunted  by  one  particular  image ;  if  fo,  nothing 
will  cure  her  j  for  if  the  heart  be  broken  'tis 
broken  like  a  looking-glafs,  and  the  fmalleft  piece 
will  for  ever  preferve  and  reflect  the  fame  figure 
till  'tis  again  ground  down  into  a  new  mafs. 

I  told  you  who  were  our  companions,  and  told 
you  how  well  I  liked  them,  but  at  Bath  I  have 
thofe  who  beft  can  lengthen  and  moft  can  gladden 
life.  To  one  who  is  never  well,  and  often  ex 
tremely  ill  indeed,  a  place  like  this,  deftitute  of 
medical  help,  keeps  the  mind  in  a  ftate  of  appre* 
henfion  almoft  equal  to  difeafe,  and  if  any  of  the 
girls  mould  be  taken  bad  here  (as  Sophia  feems 
now  half  inclinable)  what  would  become  of, 

DEAR  SIR, 

Your  faithful  fervant, 

H.  L.    THRALE. 

I  will  go  home  now  very  foon,  for  I  am  mife- 
rably  lean,  fo  thin  indeed  that  you  would  hardly 
know  me ;  but  flamy  mortals  wafte  with  concen 
trated  mifery  like  the  diamond  in  your  burning- 
glafs  :  patience  more  perfect  and  excellence  more 
complete  would  come  out  from  the  trial  undimi- 
nifhed  like  the  pure  gold: — but  fuch  virtue  muft 
be  long  prayed  for  and  late  obtained. 

LETTER 
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LETTER    CCCXX. 

To    Mifs    SUSANNA    THRALE. 

DEAR   MISS,  September  9,  1783. 

1  AM  glad  that  you  and  your  fifters  have  been 
at  Portland.  You  now  can  tell  what  is  a  quarry 
and  what  is  a  cliff.  Take  all  opportunities  of 
filling  your  mind  with  genuine  fcenes  of  nature  : 
defcription  is  always  fallacious,  at  lead  till  you 
have  feen  realities  you  cannot  know  it  to  be  true. 
This  obfervation  might  be  extended  to  life,  but 
life  cannot  be  furveyed  with  the  fame  fafety  as 
nature,  and  it  is  better  to  know  vice  and  folly  by 
report  than  by  experience.  A  painter,  fays  Syd 
ney,  mingled  in  the  battle  that  he  might  know 
how  to  paint  it ;  but  his  knowledge  was  ufelefs, 
for  fome  mifchievous  fword  took  away  his  head. 
They  whofe  fpeculation  upon  characters  leads  them 
too  far  into  the  world,  may  lofe  that  nice  fenfe  of 
good  and  evil  by  which  characters  are  to  be  tried. 
Acquaint  yourfelf  therefore  both  with  the  pleaf- 
ing  and  the  terrible  parts  of  nature,  but  in  life 
wifh  to  know  only  the  good. 

Pray  mew  Mamma  this  paflage  of  a  letter  from 
Dr.  Brocklefby :  "  Mrs.  Williams,  from  mere  in- 
*'  anition,  has  at  length  paid  the  great  debt  to 
"  nature,  about  three  o'clock  this  morning,  (Sept. 
"  6.)  She  died  without  a  ftruggle,  retaining  her 
"  faculties  entire  to  the  very  laft,  and  as  me  ex- 
"  prefled  it,  having  fet  her  houfe  in  order,  was 
"  prepared  to  leave  it  at  the  lafl  fummons  of 
"  nature." 

I  do  not  now  fay  any  thing  more  than  that  I  am, 
My  deareft,  Your,  &c. 

LETTE  R 
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LETTER    CCCXXI. 

To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E, 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  Sept.  22,  1783. 


.  APP  Y  are  you  that  have  eafe  and  leifure  to 
want  intelligence  of  air  ballons.  Their  exiftence 
is  1  believe  indubitable  ;  but  I  know  not  that  they 
can  poflibly  be  of  any  ufe.  The  conftru&ion  is 
this.  The  chymical  philofophers  have  difcovered 
a  body  (which  I  have  forgotten,  but  will  enquire) 
which,  difiblved  by  an  acid,  emits  a  vapour  lighter 
than  the  atmofpherical  air.  This  vapour  is  caught, 
among  other  means,  by  tying  a  bladder,  compref- 
fed  upon  the  bottle  in  which  the  diflblution  is  per 
formed  ;  ;the  vapour  rifmg  fwells  the  bladder,  and 
fills  it.  The  bladder  is  then  tied  and  removed, 
and  another  applied,  till  as  much  of  this  light  air 
is  collected  as  is  wanted.  Then  a  large  fpherical 
cafe  is  made,  and  very  large  it  muft  be,  of  the 
lighted  matter  that  can  be  found,  fecured  by  fome 
method,  like  that  of  oiling  filk,  againft  all  paflfage 
of  air.  Into  this  are  emptied  all  the  bladders  of 
light  air,  and  if  there  is  light  air  enough  it  mounts 
into  the  clouds  upon  the  fame  principle  as  a  bot 
tle  filled  with  water  will  fink  in  water,  but  a  bot 
tle  filled  with  aether  would  float.  It  rifes  till  it 
comes  to  cir  of  equal  tenuity  with  its  own,  if  wind 
or  water  does  not  fpoil  it  on  the  way.  Such,  Ma 
dam,  is  an  air  ballon. 

Meteors  have  been  this  autumn  very  often  feen, 
fcut  I  have  never  been  in  their  way. 

Poor 
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Poor  Williams  has  I  hope  feen  the  end  of  her 
afflictions.  She  acted  with  prudence  and  flie  bore 
with  fortitude.  She  has  left  me. 

Thou  thy  weary  taflc  haft  done, 
Home  arc  gone,  and  ta'en  thy  wages. 

Had  (he  had  good  humour  and  prompt  elocu 
tion,  her  univerfal  curiofity  and  comprehenlive 
knov  ledge  would  have  made  her  the  delight  of  all 
that  knew  her.  She  left  her  little  to  your  charity 
fchool. 

The  complaint  about  which  you  enquire  is  a 
farcocele :  1  thought  it  a  hydrocele,  and  heeded  it 
but  little.  Puncture  has  detected  the  miftake:  it 
can  be  fafely  fuffered  no  longer.  Upon  infpec- 
tion  three  days  ago  it  was  determined  extrema  ven- 
tura.  If  excifion  mould  be  delayed  there  is  dan 
ger  of  a  gangrene.  You  would  not  have  me  for 
fear  of  pain  perifh  in  putrefcence.  I  mall  I  hope, 
with  truft  in  eternal  mercy,  lay  hold  of  the  poffi- 
bility  of  life  which  yet  remains.  My  health  is  not 
bad ;  the  gout  is  now  trying  at  my  feet.  My  ap 
petite  and  digeftion  are  good,  and  my  fleep  better 
than  formerly :  I  am  not  dejected,  and  I  am  not 
feeble.  There  is  however  danger  enough  in  fuch 
operations  at  feventy-four.  . 

Let   me  have   your   prayers  and  thofe  of  the 

young  dear  people. 

'.'   .   ;;:v/  f.^  )"-«,. ig  •'.-•  -       .<r,c.  Ti.»  lo  r.        u  I».ib/i04^ 

I  am,  dear  Madam, 


.i?d 
Your,  &c. 

Write  foon  and  often. 

L  E  TTER 


LETTER    CCCXXII. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

MADAM,  London,  O<3.  6,  1783. 

W  HEN  I  mall  give  a  good  and  fettled  account 
of  my  health  1  cannot  venture  to  fay ;  fome  ac 
count  I  am  ready  to  give,  becaufe  I  am  pleafed  to 
find  that  you  defire  it. 

I  yet  fit  without  fhoes,  with  my  foot  upon  a 
pillow,but  my  pain  and  weaknefs  are  much  abated, 
and  I  am  no  longer  crawling  upon  two  flicks.  To 
the  gout  my  mind  is  reconciled  by  another  letter 
from  Mr.  Mudge,  in  which  he  vehemently  urges 
the  excifion,  and  tells  me  that  the  gout  will  fecure 
me  from  every  thing  paralytick :  if  this  be  true,  I 
am  ready  to  fay  to  the  arthritick  pains,  Deb  !  ve- 
nlte  ogne  di,  durate  un  anno. 

My  phyfician  in  ordinary  is  Dr.  Brocklefby, 
who  comes  almoft  every  day ;  my  furgeon  in  Mr. 
Pott's  abfence  is  Mr.  Cruikfhank,  the  prefent  rea 
der  in  Dr.  Hunter's  fchool.  Neither  of  them  how 
ever  do  much  more  than  look  and  talk.  The 
general  health  of  my  body  is  as  good  as  you  have 
ever  known  it,  almoft  as  good  as  I  can  remem 
ber. 

The  carriage  which  you  fuppofed  made  rough 
by  my  weaknefs  was  the  common  Salilbury  ftage, 
high  hung,  and  driven  to  Salifbury  in  a  day.  I 
was  not  fatigued. 

Mr.  Pott  has  been  out  of  town,  but  I  expect  to 
fee  him  foon,  and  will  then  tell  you  fomething  of 

the 
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the  main  affair,  of  which  there  feems  now  to  be  a 
better  profpect. 

This  afternoon  I  have  given  to  Mrs.  Cholmon- 
dely,  Mrs.  Way,  Lady  Sheffield's  relation,  Mr. 
Kinderfley  the  defcriber  of  Indian  manners,  and 
another  anonymous  lady. 

As  Mrs.  Williams  received  a  penfion  from  Mrs. 
Montagu,  it  was  fit  to  notify  her  death.  The  ac 
count  has  brought  me  a  letter  not  only  civil  but 
tender ;  fo  I  hope  peace  is  proclaimed. 

The  ftate  of  the  Stocks  I  take  to  be  this :  When 
in  the  late  exigencies  the  miniftry  gave  fo  high  a 
price  for.  money,  all  the  money  that  could  be  dif- 
engaged  from  trade  was  lent  to  the  publick.  The 
{locks  funk  becaufe  nobody  bought  them.  They 
have  not  rifen  fince,  becaufe  the  money  being  al 
ready  lent  out,  nobody  has  money  to  lay  out  up 
on  them  till  commerce  fhall  by  the  help  of  peace 
bring  a  new  fupply.  If  they  cannot  rife,  they 
will  fometimes  fall ;  for  their  effence  feems  to  be 
fluctuation ;  but  the  prefent  fudden  fall  is  occa- 
fioned  by  the  report  of  fome  new  diilurbances  and 
demands  which  the  Irifh  are  machinating. 

I  am,  Madam, 

.?U     '          .'ly    "•:  •  •     "S"?  1    el 

Your, 

" 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCCXXIII. 

To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

. 

London,  Oftober  9,  1783. 

JL  WO  nights  ago  Mr.  Burke  fat  with  me  a  long 
time ;  he  feems  much  pleafed  with  his  journey. 
We  had  both  feeii  Storiehenge  this  fummer  for  the 
firfl  time.  I  told  him  that  the  view  had  enabled 
me  to  confute  two  opinions  which  have  been  ad 
vanced  about  it.  One,  that  the  materials  are  not 
natural  ftones,  but  an  artificial  composition  har 
dened  by  time.  This  notion  is  as  old  as  Cam- 
den's  time ;  and  has  this  ftrong  argument  to 
fupport  it,  that  ftone  of  that  fpecies  is  no  where 
to  be  found.  The  other  opinion,  advanced  by  Dr. 
Charlton,  is,  that  it  was  creeled  by  the  Danes. 

Mr.  Bowles  made  me  obferve,  that  the  tranf- 
verfe  ftones  were  fixed  on  the  perpendicular  fup- 
porters  by  a  knob  formed  on  the  top  of  the  upright 
ftone,  which  entered  into  a  holiow  cut  in  the  crof- 
fing  ftone.  This  is  a  proof  that  the  enormous 
edifice  was  raifed  by  a  people  who  had  not  yet  the 
knowledge  of  mortar ;  which  cannot  be  fuppofed 
of  the  Danes  who  came  hither  in  (hips,  and  were 
not  ignorant  certainly  of  the  arts  of  life.  This 
proves  like  wife  the  ftones  not  to  be  fa&itio  us;  for 
they  that  could  mould  fuch  durable  mafles  could 
do  much  more  than  make  mortar,  and  could  have 
continued  the  tranfverfe  from  the  upright  part 
with  the  fame  pafte. 

You  have  doubtlefs  feen  Stonehenge,  and  if  you 
have  not,  I  ftiould  think  it  a  hard  t  aik  to  make  an 
adequate  defcription. 

It 


P^.SA^Ugl,     JOHNSON. 

ft  is,,  in  my  ppinion,  to  be  referr,e4  to  tfye  ear- 
l$e$  hatu'tatjpn  of  tfre  Ijla,n$,  a?  a  Druidical  mo 
nument  x>f  a.t  leaft  two  thoufand  years ;  probably 
the  moll  ancient  work  of  rnan  upon  the  jfiand. 
Sajtfbury  cathedral  and  its  neighbour  Stonehenge, 
are  two  eminent  monuments  of  art  and  rud£n.efs, 
and  ipay  fhpw  tl^e  ftrft  .eif^y^  and  the  lad  perfec- 
tion,,  in  archjxe^ure. 

1  hftyfi  npt  yejt  fettled  my  thoughts  about  the 
generation  ,of  U^)at  air,  which  I  indeed  orice  faw 
produced,  but  I  was  #  the  Jiejight  oif  my  'great 
complaint.  I  haye  made  enquiry,  and  (hall  foon 
be  able  to  tell  you  Jxow  to  fill  a  ' 

vi";jjoi  ai*  .A"''-''  •     D   "2l  -^n-! 
I  am.  Madam, 

T9U^  S 


LETTER    CCCXXIV. 
To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  Otf ober  2 1 ,  1 783. 

1  HAVE   formerly   heard,   what   you  perhaps 
have  'heard  too,  that 

The  wheel  of  life  is  daily  -turning  round, 
And  nothing  in  this  world  of  certainty  is  found. 

When  in  your  letter  of  the.eleyentji,  you  told 

me  that  my  two  letters  had  obliged,  confoled,  and 

VOL.  II.  Q  delighted 
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delighted  you,  I  was  much  elevated,  and  longed 
for  a  larger  anfwer ;  but  when  the  anfwer  of  the 
nineteenth  came,  I  found  that  the  obliging,  con- 
folatory,  and  delightful  paragraphs  had  made  fo 
little  impreflion,  that  you  want  again  to  be  told 
what  thofe  papers  were  written  to  tell  you,  and  of 
what  I  can  now  tell  you  nothing  new.  I  am  as 
I  was  ;  with  no  pain  and  little  inconvenience  from 
the  great  complaint,  and  feeling  nothing  from  the 
gout  but  a  little  tendernefs  and  weaknefs. 

Phyfiognomy,  as  it  is  a  Greek  word,  ought  to 
found  the  G :  but  the  French  and  Italians,  I  think, 
fpell  it  without  the  G  ;  and  from  them  perhaps  we 
learned  to  pronounce  it.  G,  I  think,  is  founded 
in  formal,  and  funk  in  familiar  language. 

Mr.  Pott  was  with  me  this  morning,  and  ftill 
continues  his  difmclination  tofire  andfword.  The 
operation  is  therefore  ftill  fufpended  ;  not  without 
hopes  of  relief  from  fome  eafier  and  more  natural 
way. 

Mrs.  Porter  the  tragedian,  with  whom  — — — 

fpent  part  of  his  earlier  life,  was  fo  much 

the  favourite  of  her  time,  that  fhe  was  welcomed 
on  the  ftage  when  fhe  trod  it  by  the  help  of  a  ftick. 
She  taught  her  pupils  no  violent  graces ;  for  fhe 
was  a  woman  of  very  gentle  and  ladylike  manners, 
though  without  much  extent  of  knowledge,  or 
aftivity  of  underftanding. 

You  are  now  retired,  and  have  nothing  to  im 
pede  felf-examination  or  felf-improvement.  En 
deavour  to  reform  that  inftability  of  attention 
which  your  laft  letter  has  happened  to  betray. 
Perhaps  it  is  natural  for  thofe  that  have  much 
within  to  think  little  on  things  without ;  but  who 
ever  lives  heedlefsly  lives  but  in  a  mift,  perpetu 
ally  deceived  by  falfe  appearances  of  the  paft, 
without  any  certain,  reliance  on  recollection.  Per- 

3  haPs 


DR.  SAMUEL   JOHNSON.         227 

haps  this  begins  to  be  my  (late  ;  but  I  have  not 
done  my  part  very  fluggiflily,  if  it  now  begins. 

The  hour  of  folitude  is  now  come,  and  Wil 
liams  is  gone.     But  I  am  not,  I  hope,  improperly 

dejected.     A  little  1  read,  and  a  little  I  think. 

.Q'J  rrji.      ?<*  hMtffnso  3d 

.•;«"}  "no"  [r/Hswoq  owl  srfi  ,7!>nofn  T-VE  -• 


I  am, 

.h:3  .8ll'f.       .liSW  i(l37  5JJ1  *'l 

•rj:I  om  hi'M  sift  bnfi';r{;.:(   :o 
rft  i^tni-y  aifll    ;.-::r;';:i'x 


?£  fLnsi  r'j[!ii.»  io  ?f>jfi"j  o.:     ri.r.v 
L  E  1*  T  E  R    CCCXXV. 


To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

2110   ;  jna/S  ^ni  'to'lrfnob  in  v. 


i')  i<  *   L'£»ii    "i2x)Lj  •  ''  •  (   •  ''jorfj    *'    i 
London,  October  27,  1783. 

1  OU  may  be  very  reafonably  weary  of  fick- 
nefs  ;  it  is  neither  pleafant  to  talk  nor  to  hear  of 
hi^-'I  hope  foon  to  lofe  the  difgufting  topick  ;  for 
I  have  now  neither  pain  nor  ficknefs.  My  ancles 
are  weak,  and  my  feet  tender.  I  have  not  tried 
to  walk  much  above  a  hundred  yards,  and  was 
glad  to  come  back  upon  wheels.  The  Doftor  and 
Mr.  Metcalf  have  taken  me  out.  I  deep  uncer 
tainly  and  unfeafonably.  This  is  the  fum  of  my 
complaint.  I  have  not  been  fo  well  for  two  years 
pad.  The  great  malady  is  neither  heard,  feen, 
felt,  nor  —  underftood.  But  I  am  very  folitary. 

Semperque  rclinqui 

Sola  fibi,  Temper  longam  incomitata  videtur 
i  Ire  viam. 

2  But 
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But  I  have  begun  to  look  among  my  books, 
and  hope  that  I  am  all,  whatever  that  was,  which 
I  have  ever  been. 

Mrs.  Siddons  in  her  viilt  to  me  behaved  with 
great  modofly  and  propriety,  and  left  nothing  be* 
hind  her  to  be  cenfured  or  defpifed.  Neither 
praife  nor  money,  the  two  powerful  corrupters  of 
mankind,  feem  to  have  depraved  her.  I  mail  be 
glad  to  £pe;he£  agpin.  Her  brother  Kemble  calls 
on  me,  and  pleafes  me  very  well.  Mrs.  Siddons 
and  I  talked  of  plays  ;  and  me  told  me  her  in 
tention  of  exhibiting  this  winter  the  characters 
of  Conflance,  Catherine,  and  Ifabella  in  Shake- 
fpeare.- 

I  have  had  this  day  a  letter  from  Mr.  Mudge  ; 
who,  with  all  his  earneflnefs  for  operation,  thinks 
it  better  to  wait  the  effects  of  time,  and,  as  he 
fays,  to  let  well  alone.  To  this  the  patient  na 
turally  inclines,  though  I  am  afraid  of  having  the 
knife  yet  to  endure  w&en  I  can  bear  it  lefs.  Cruik- 
(hank  was  even  now  in  doubt  of  the  event  ;  but 
Pott,  though  never  eager,  had,  or  difcovered,  lefs 

r 

fear. 

If  I  was.  a  little  crofs,  would  it  not  have,  made 
patient  Grifel  crofs,  to  find  that  you  had.  forgotten 
the  letter  that  you  were  anfwering  ?  But  what  did 
I  care,  if  I  did  not  love  you  ?  You  need  not  fear 
that  another  mould  get  my  kindnefs  from  you  ; 
that  kindnefs  which  you  could  not  throw  away  if 
you  tried,  you  furely  cannot  lofe  while  you  defire 
to  keep  it. 

T     .vkf 

I  am, 

. 


Madam,  Your, 


I  have 


j  6  ft  NS  6  -NV 

.:  Tfirafe.r  1  take  8.  A. 
ro  be  MHVSophy  •'."fciit-  Tfli6  is  bound  to'  recoiled 
initials?  ,  A  name  ffrould  be  written^  if  not  fully, 
y£r  To  that  :jt  cahnotlte  inf  Ifaken. 
1  -10)  JjifoiiJi  .'  aiiJ  m  3gniin  gamolii 

'TO  3jfo«-n1    3iij 


ri&Wlkfate 


<;T  «  R  A 


MA'DAM,  London,  Nov.  -I.,  1783. 


will  naturally  wfth  to  knotw  what  was 
done  by  the  robbers  at  the  brewhbtrfe..  They 
climbed  by  the  help  of  the  lamp  iron  to  the  co 
vering  of  the  door,  and  there  opening  the  win 
dow,  which  was  never  faftened,  entered  and  went 
down  to  the  parlour,  and  took  the  plate  off  the 
fideboard  ;  but  being  in  hade,  and  probably  with* 
out  light,  they  did  not  take  it  all.  They  then  un 
locked  the  ftreet-door,  and  locking  it  again,  car 
ried  away  the  key.  The  whole  lofs,  as  Mr.  Per 
kins  told  me,  amounts  to  near  fifty  pounds. 

Mr.  Pott  bade  me  this  day  take  no  more  care 
about  the  tumour.  The  gout  too  is  almoft  well  in 
fpite  of  all  the  luxury  to  which  my  friends  have 
tempted  me  by  a  fucceflion  of  pheafants,  par 
tridges,  and  other  delicacies.  But  Nature  has  got 
the  better.  1  hope  to  walk  to  church  to-mor 
row. 

An 
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An  air  ballon  has  been  lately  procured  by  our 
virtuofi,  but  it  performed  very  little  to  their  ex- 
pe&ation. 

The  air  with  which  thefe  balls  are  filled,  is  pro 
cured  by  diffolving  filings  in  the  vitriolick  (or  I 
fuppofe  fulphureous)  acid ;  but  the  fmoke  of 
burnt  ftraw  may  be  ufed,  though  its  levity  is  not 
fo  great. 

If  a  cafe  could  be  found  at  once  light  and 
ftrong,  a  man  might  mount  with  his  will,  and  go 
whither  the  winds  would  carry  him.  The  cafe  of 
the  ball  which  came  hither  was  of  goldbeaters 
(kin.  The  cafes  which  have  hitherto  been  ufed 
are  apparently  defective,  for  the  ball  came  to  the 
ground  -,  which  they  could  never  do,  unlefs  there 
were  fome  breach  made. 

How  old  is  the  boy  that  likes  the  Rambler  bet 
ter  than  apples  and  pears  ? 

I  fhall  be  glad  of  Mifs  Sophy's  letter,  and  will 
foon  write  to  S.  A. ;  who,  fince  (he  is  not  Sophy, 
jnufl  be  Sufy.  Methinks  it  is  long  fince  I  heard 
from  Queeney. 


I  am, 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCCXXVII. 


To  Mrs.   T  H  R  A  L  E, 


DEAR  MADAM,  London,  Nov.  13,  1783. 

i^INCE  you  have  written  to  me  with  the  atten 
tion  and  tendernefs  of  ancient  time,  your  letters 
give  me  a  great  part  of  the  pleafure  which  a  life 
of  folitude  admits.  You  will  never  beftow  any 
mare  of  your  good  will  on  one  who  defer ves  bet 
ter.  Thofe  that  have  loved  longed  love  bed. 
A  fudden  blaze  of  kindnefs  may  by  a  fmgle  blaft  of 
coldnefs  be  extinguifhed,  but  that  fondnefs  which 
length  of  time  has  connected  with  many  circum- 
ftances  and  occafions,  though  it  may  for  a  while 
be  fupprefled  by  difguft  or  refentment,  with  or 
without  a  caufe,  is  hourly  revived  by  accidental 
recollection.  To  thofe  that  have  lived  long  to- 
gether,  every  thing  heard  and  every  thing  feen, 
recals  fome  pleafure  communicated,  or  fome  be 
nefit  conferred,  fome  petty  quarrel,  or  fome  flight 
endearment.  Efteem  of  great  powers,  or  amiable 
qualities  newly  difcovered,  may  embroider  a  day 
or  a  week,  but  a  friendfhip  of  twenty  years  is  in 
terwoven  with  the  texture  of  life.  A  friend  may 
be  often  found  and  loft,  but  an  old  friend  never 
can  be  found,  and  Nature  has  provided  that  he 
cannot  eafily  be  loft. 

I  have 
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I  have  not  forgotten  the  Davenants,  though  they 
feem  to  have  forgotten  me.  I  began  very  early 
to  tell  them  what  they  have  commonly  found  to 
be  true.  I  am  forry  to  hear  of  their  building. 
I  have  always  warned  thofe  whom  I  loved,  againft 
that  mode  of  oftentatious  wafle. 

You  feem  to  mention  Lord  Kilmurrey  as  a 
{Iranger.  We  were  at  his  houfe  in  Chelhire  ; 
and  he  one  day  dined  with  Sir  Lynch.  What  he 
tells  of  the  epigram  is  not  true,  but  perhaps  he 
does  jiot  know  it  to  be  falie.  Do  not  you  remem 
ber  how  he  rejoiced  in  having  ho  park  ?  He  could 
not  difoblige  his  neighbours  by  fencing  them 
no  venifon. 

The  frequency  of  death,  to  thofe  who  look 
upon  it  in  the  leifure  of  Arcadia,  is  very  dread 
ful.  We  all  know  what  it  fhould  teach  us  ; 
let  us  all  be  diligent  to  learn.  Lucy  Porter  has 
loll  her  brother.  But  whom  1  have  loft  "  »• 
let  me  not  now  remember.  Let  not  your  lofs  be 
added  to  the  mournful  catalogue.  Write  foot) 
again  to 

• 
Madam, 

Ynnr, 
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L  £  T  T  £  R    CCCXXVIII. 

To  Mifs  S.  A.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR    MISS,  Nov.  18.  1783. 

11  ERE  is  a  whole  week,  and  nothing  heard 
from  your  houfe.  Baretti  faid  what  a  wicked 
houfe  it  would  be,  and  a  wicked  houfe  it  is.  Of 
you  however  I  have  no  complaint  to  make,  for 
I  owe  you  a  letter.  Still  1  live  here  by  my  own 
felf,  and  have  had  of  late  very  bad  nights  ;  but 
then  I  have  had  a  pig  to  dinner,  which  Mr. 
Perkins  gave  me.  Thus  life  is  chequered. 

I  cannot  tell  you  much  news,  becaufe  I  fee  no 
body  that  you  know.  Do  you  read  the  Tatlers  ? 
They  are  part  of  the  books  which  every  body 
fhould  read,  becaufe  they  are  the  fources  of  con- 
verfation,  therefore  make  them  part  of  your  li 
brary.  Bickerfhff,  in  the  Tatler,  gives  as  a  fpe- 
Cimen  of  familiar  letters,  an  account  of  his  cat. 
I  ctmld  tell  you  as  good  things  of  Lily  the  white 
killing,  who  is  how  at  full  growth,  and  very  well 
behlved  ;  but  t  do  not  fee  why  we  mould  defcend 
below  human  beings,  and  of  one  human  being  I 
tan  tell  fomething  that  you  will  like  to  hear. 

A  friend,  whofe  name  I  will  tell  when  your 
Mamma  has  tried  to  guefs  it,  fent  to  my  phyfician 
to  enauire  whether  this  long  train  of  illnefs  had 
brought  me  into  any  difficulties  for  want  of  mo 
ney,  with  an  invitation  to  fend  to  him  for  what 
occafion  required  I  fhall  write  this  night  to  thank 
him,  having  no  need  to  borrow. 

I  hare 
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1  have  feen  Mr.  Seward  fmce  his  return  only 
once  ;  he  gave  no  florid  account  of  my  Miftrefs*s 
health.  Tell  her  that  I  hearken  every  day  after  a 
letter  from  her,  and  do  hot  be  long  before  you 
write  yourfelf  to, 


My  dear, 

Your, 


LETTER    CCCXXIX. 
To  Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  Nov.  20,  1783. 

1  BEGAN  to  grieve  and  wonder  that  I  had  no 
letter,  but  not  being  much  accuflomed  to  fetch  in 
evil  by  circumfpection  or  anticipation,  did  not 
fufpect  that  the  omiffion  had  fo  dreadful  a  caufe 
as  the  ficknefs  of  one  of  my  dears.  As  her  phy- 
fician  thought  fo  well  of  her  when  you  wrote,  I 
hope  me  is  now  out  of  danger.  You  do  not  tell 
me  her  difeafe ;  and  perhaps  have  not  been  able 
yourfelf  fully  to  underftand  it.  I  hope  it  is  not 
of  the  cephalick  race. 

That  frigid  ftillnefs  with  which  my  pretty  So 
phy  melts  away,  exhibits  a  temper  very  incom 
modious  in  ficknefs,  and  by  no  means  amiable  in 
the  tenour  of  life.  Incommunicative  taciturnity 
neither  impart;;  nor  invites  friendfhip,  but  repofes 

on 
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on  a  flubborn  fufficiency  felf-centered,  and  neglefts 
the  interchange  of  that  focial  officioufnefs  by 
which  we  are  habitually  endeared  to  one  another. 
They  that  mean  to  make  no  ufe  of  friends,  will 
be  at  little  trouble  to  gain  them;  and  to  be 
without  friendfhip,  is  to  be  without  one  of  the 
firil  comforts  of  our  prefent  ftate.  To  have 
no  afliftance  from  other  minds,  in  refolving 
doubts,  in  appealing  fcruples,  in  balancing  de 
liberations,  is  a  very  wretched  deftitution.  If 
therefore  my  loves  have  this  filence  by  temper, 
do  not  let  them  have  it  by  principle ;  mew  them 
that  it  is  a  perverfe  and  inordinate  difpofition, 
which  muft  be  counteracted  and  reformed.  Have 
1  faid  enough  ? 

Poor  Doctor  Taylor  reprefents  himfelf  as  ill ; 
and  I  am  afraid  is  worfe  than  in  the  fummer. 
My  nights  are  very  bad ;  but  of  the  farcocele 
I  have  now  little  but  the  memory. 


I  am,  Madam, 
Your, 


LETTER 
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LETT  E  R    CCCXXX. 
To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  I,  E. 

• 

DEAR    MADAM,  London,  Nov.  24,  17891. 

X  H  E  poft  came  in  late  to-day,  and  I  had  loft 
hopes.  If  the  diftrefs  of  my  dear  little  girl  keep 
me  anxious,  I  have  much  confolation  from  the 
maternal  and  domeftick  character  of  your  dear 
letters, 

1  do  not  much  fear  her  pretty  life,  hecaufe 
fcarcely  any  body  dies  of  her  diforder  ;  but  it  is 
u:i  unpronufing  entry  upon  a  new  period  of  life  : 
and  there  is,  I  fufpeft,  danger  left  {he  mould  have 
to  ftruggle  for  fouae  years  with  a;  tender,  irritable, 
and  as  it  is  not  very  properly  called,  a  nervous 
conftitution.  But  we  will  hope  better  ;  and  pleafe 
ourfelves  with  thinking  that  nature  or  phyfick, 
will  gain  a  complete  victory  ;  that  dear  Sophy 
will  quite  recover,  and  that  (he  and  her  fifter  will 
love  one  another  one  degree  more  for  having  felt 
and  excited  'pity,  for  having  wanted  and  given 
help. 

I  received  yefterday  from  your  phyficians  a 
note,  from  which  I  received  no  information  ;  they 
put  their  heads  together  to  tell  me  nothing.  Be 
pleafed  to  write  punctually  yourfelf,  and  leave 
them  to  their  trade.  Let  me  have  fomething  every 
poft  till  my  dear  Sophy  is  better. 

My  nights  are  often  very  troublefome,  fo  that 
I  try  to  fleep  in  the  day.  The  old  convulfions  of 
the  cheft  have  a  mind  to  faften  their  fangs  again 
upon  me.  I  am  afraid  that  winter  will  pinch  me. 
But  I  will  ftruggle  with  it,  and  hope  to  hold  out 
yet  againft  heat  and  cold. 


I  am,  Madam,  your, 

LETTER 


1 
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BETTER    CCCXXXJ. 
T*    M*s.    T  H  R  AL  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  .     London,  Nov.  27,  1783. 


HAD  to-day  another  trifling  letter  from  the 
ns.  Do  not  let  them  fill  your  mind  with 
terrours  whic.h  perhaps  they  have  not  in  their  own; 
neither  fuffer  yqurfelf  to  fit  forming  companions 
between  Sophy  and  her  dear  .father;  between 
whom  there  can  be  no  other  refemblance,  than 
that  of  ficknefe  to  ficknefs.  Hyftericks  and  apo 
plexies  have  ,no  relation.  Hyitericks  commonly 
ceafe  at  the  times  wken  apoplexies  attack  ;  and  very 
rarely  can  be  faid  ^o  fhoNjeji  life*  .  They  are  the 
bugbears  of  difeafe,  of  great  terrour  but  little 
danger. 

Mrs.  By*  on  has  been  with  me  to-day  to  enquire 
aft«r  Sophy  ;  I  lent  her  away  free  from  the  anxiety 
which  (he  brought  with  her.jcri: 

Do  however  what  the  Doctors  order  ;  they 
know  well  enough  what  is  to  be  done.  My  pretty 
$ophy  will  be  well  j  and  Bath  will  ring  with  &e 
great  cure. 

-Stem  bsvoi  odl  jfid^  •!^'!::w'ftri  nrfr  r(t  t  '  uo^ 
-19.;  ei  jxedo  laH  .«:oiJ'-riei  u&ill  ^ic.'ji  L.  /fr^rfr.. 
I  tuv  ^  iiocumrjxiu  ci  ZB  .oidiifc-ufil  .r.  ^IJUJL' 

I  an,  £$V;        ;K&  t>in> 
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LETTER    CCCXXXII. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM.  London,  Nov.  29,  1783. 

1  H  E  life  of  my  dear,  fweet,  pretty,  lovely, 
delicious  Mifs  Sophy  is  fafe  ;  let  us  return  thanks 
to  the  great  Giver  of  Exiftence,  and  pray  that 
her  continuance  amongft  us  may  be  a  blefling  to- 
herfelf  and  to  thofe  that  love  her.  Multos  et  fe- 
lices,  my  dear  girl. 

Now  (he  is  recovered,  (he  muft  write  me  a 
little  hiftory  of  her  fuiferings,  and  impart  her 
fchemes  of  ftudy  and  improvement.  Life,  ta 
be  worthy  of  a  rational  being,  muft  be  always  in 
progreffion  ;  we  muft  always  purpofe  to  do  more 
or  better  than  in  time  paft.  The  mind  is  enlarged 
and  elevated  by  mere  purpofes,  though  they  end 
as  they  begin  by  airy  contemplation.  We  com 
pare  and  judge,  though  we  do  not  praftife. 

She  will  go  back  to  her  arithmetick  again ;  a 
fcience  which  will  always  delight  her  more,  as  by 
advancing  further  me  difcerns  more  of  its  ufe, 
and  a  fcience  fuited  to  Sophy's  eafe  of  mind ;  for 
you  told  in  the  laft  winter  that  me  loved  meta- 
phyficks  more  than  romances.  Her  choice  is  cer 
tainly  as  laudable  as  it  is  uncommon ;  but  I 
would  have  her  like  what  is  good  in  both. 

God  blefs  you  and  your  children  \  fo  fays, 

Dear  Madam, 

Your  old  Friend. 

LETTE  R 
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LETTER    CCCXXXIII. 
Mrs.  THRALEtoDR.  JOHNSON. 

Nov.  31,  1783. 

1  A  M  very  ill  indeed,  my  dear  Sir,  but  our 
pretty  Sophy  being  now  fo  near  at  lead  to  re 
covery  my  fingers  are  grown  more  fteady,  and  I 
will  endeavour  to  write  without  agitation  once 
again.  She  has  had  a  fevere  illnefs ;  fo  fevere, 
that  few  men  however  wife  or  ftrong  would  have 
endured  it  with  greater  refolution.  The  fulien 
courage  you  fpeak  of  in  the  letter  dated  twenty  is 
certainly  not  pleafmg ;  but  the  more  one  lives  on 
to  fee  foftnefs  feduced,  flexibility  defpifed,  and 
gentlenefs  infulted,  the  more  contentedly  one 
bears  with  a  difpofition  fo  different  from  one's 
own.  There  is  a  good  deal  of  body  too  in  all  this  ; 
a  good  deal  of  this  temper  I  mean  feems  connected 
with  corporeal  caufes,  and  cephalick  diforders 
feem  to  haunt  people  of  that  turn  more  than  others; 
who  though  they  may  be  tortured  by  various  ma 
ladies,  are  feldom  afflicted  with  thofe  dreadful 
head-achs  that  enchain  the  faculties,  as  if  by  ma- 
gick,  and  render  complaint  nearly  as  difficult  as 
recovery.  Sophia  will  return  to  her  ftudy  of  arith- 
metick  in  proper  time ;  it  appears  to  me  a  ftudy 
well  fuited  to  one  who  has  a  diftafte  of  fiction  be- 
caufe  it  refembles  falfehood.  If  truth  can  be 
found  in  any  fublunary  fcience,  numbers  will  pro 
duce  it,  for  to  that  at  laft  almoft  all  other  fciences 
refer  for  confirmation. 

Were 
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Were  the  mother  as  likely  to  enjoy  life  and 
health  again  as  the  daughter  is,  fhe  would  perhaps 
ftruggle  to  obtain  the  advantage  of  Mr.  Herfchel's 
acquaintance.  This  famous  aftronomer,  whofe 
difcoveries,  or  whofe  hope  of  future  difcoveries 
begin  to  fill  the  mouths  of  our  Bath  talkers,  and 
1  fancy  my  friend  Mrs.  Lewis  could  introduce  me, 
though  God  knows  fhe  as  well  as  myfelf  have 
nearer  concerns  to  puzzle  about  than  lunar  ones  ; 
and  indeed  when  I  think  upon  the  defperat^flate 
of  oblivion  into  which  are  fallen  the  wonders  pro- 
mifed  by  Helvetius,  and  that  fsleitografhy  which  I 
believe  procured  hini  a  penfion  too  from  Lewis 
the  Fourteenth,  my  heart  recoils  at  the  name  of 
aftronomical  difcov.eries,  and  trembles  left  the  ftar 
of  King  George  mould  in  fome  future  age  be  coji- 
figned  to  keep  company  with  the  firmament  0f 
John  Sobieiki.  In  the  mean  lime  who  can  help 
fmiling  at  the  exprefikois  ufed  by  Derham,  Ray,, 
and  others,  who  write  on  thefe  fubje£tsp  *nd  fancy 
they  are  exalting  the  glory  of  God  when  they  tell 
us,  in  what  a  workman -like  manner  he  has  rna^e 
the  world,  &c.  ?  You  hate  all  notion  of  national 
character  I  know,  yet  'tis  difficult  to  (ie^y  {frai 
none  but  a  true  Briton  could  think  in  fudi  ,a  man 
ner  when  praifmg  his  Creator ;  as  it  i?  iirmoj&kle 
not  to  difcern  the  Frenchman  iu  Archbiffrop 
Fenelon's  latter  convocations  when  lie  fays,  $/ 
faurai  Fhonneur  de  voir  Dicii  je  ,m  2u.anquer& 
guercs  dc  lui  raccommander  bi.en  .P atr.e  d<u  Red  dc 
France.  I  have  not  his  life  with  me  here,  but 
have  a  notion  thofe  are  -the  very  words. 

You  will  not  fufpeft  me  of  wanting  refpeft  for 
thefe  worthier  :  what  chriftian  Uv.es  who  can  re- 
fufe  his  reverence  to  Cambray's  piety  or  Perham's 
learning  ?  but  you  will  have  me  write,  and  I  am 
miferably  ill,  very  peevifh,  and  very  perverfe, 
and  'twere  better  you  quarrelled  with  me  about 
i  departed 
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departed  philofophers,  than  that  you  accufed  me 
of  wanting  good-will  towards  you,  of  whom  no 
perfon  living  can  think  more  highly  than  does, 

Dear  Sir, 
Your  faithful  humble  Servant, 

H.  L.  THRALE. 

The  Girls  will  write   foon  and  tell  you  all  our 
conjectures. 


LETTER    CCCXXXIV. 
To      Mrs.      THRALE. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  Dec.  13,  1783* 

1  THINK  it  long  fince  I  wrote,  and  fometimes 
venture  to  hope  that  you  think  it  long  too. 
The  intermiffion  has  been  filled  with  fpafms, 
opiates,  fleeplefs  nights,  and  heavy  days.  Thefe 
vellications  of  my  breaft  fhorten  my  breath  ;  whe 
ther  they  will  much  fhorten  my  life  I  know  not, 
but  I  have  been  for  fome  time  paft  very  comfortlefs. 
My  friends  here  ever  continue  kind,  and  much 
notice  is'  taken  of  me. 

1  had  two  pretty  letters  from  Sufy  and  Sophy, 
to  which  I  will  fend  anfwers,  for  they  are  two  dear 
girls.  You  mud  all  guefs  again  at  my  friend. 

VOL.  II.  R  I  dined 
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I  dined  about  a  fortnight  ago  with  three  old 
friends ;  we  had  not  met  together  for  thirty  years, 
and  one  of  us  thought  the  other  grown  very  old.  la 
the  thirty  years  two  of  our  fet  have  died  :  our 
meeting  may  be  fuppofed  to  be  fomewhat  tender. 
I  boafted  that  I  had  pafied  the  day  with  three 
friends,  and  that  ho  mention  had  been  made 
among  any  of  us  of  the  air  ballon,  which  has  taken 
full  pofleffion,  with  a  very  good  claim,  of  every 
philoibphical  mind  and  mouth.  Do  you  not  wifh 
for  the  Hying  coach  ? 

.Take  care  of  your  own  health,  compofe  your 
mind,  and  you  have  yet  ftrength  of  body  to  be 
well. 

I  am,  Madam, 

\ 

Your,  &c. 


LETT  £  R    CCCXXXV. 

To  Mrs.   T  H  R  A  L  E. 

. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  Dec.  27,  1783. 

T. 
HE  wearifome  folitude  of  the  long  evenings 

did  indeed  fuggeft  to  me  the  convenience  of  a  club 
in  my  neighbourhood,  but  I  have  been  hindered 
from  attending  it  by  want  of  breath.  If  I  can 
complete  the  fcheme,  you  mall  have  the  names 
and  the  regulations. 

i  The 
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The  time  of  the  year,  for  I  hope  the  fault  is 
rather  in  the  weather  than  in  me,  has  been  very 
hard  upon  me.  The  mufcles  of  my  bread  are 
much  convulfed.  Dr.  Heberden  recommends 
opiates,  of  which  I  have  fuch  horrour  that  I  do 
not  think  of  them  but  in  extremis.  I  was  however 
driven  to  them  laft  night  for  refuge,  and  having 
taken  the  ufual  quantity  durft  not  go  to  bed,  for 
fear  of  that  uneafmefs  to  which  a  fupine  pofture 
expofes  me,  but  refled  all  night  in  a  chair  with 
much  relief,  and  have  been  to-day  more  warm, 
active,  and  cheerful. 

You  have  more  than  once  wondered  at  my  com- 
plaint  of  folitude,  when  you  hear  that  I  am  crowd 
ed  with  vifits.  Inopem  me  copia fecit.  Vifitore  are 
no  proper  companions  in  the  chamber  of  ficknefs. 
They  come  when  I  could  fleep  or  read,  they  flay 
till  I  am  weary,  they  force  me  to  attend  when 
my  mind  calls  for  relaxation,  and  to  fpeak  when 
my  powers  will  hardly  actuate  my  tongue.  The 
amufements  and  confolations  of  languor  and  de- 
preflion  arc  conferred  by  familiar  and  domeftick 
companions,  which  can  be  vifited  or  called  at  will, 
and  can  occafionally  be  quitted  or  difmified,  who 
do  not  obftruft  accommodation  by  ceremony,  or 
deflroy  indolence  by  awakening  effort. 

Such  fociety  I  had  with  Levet  and  Williams ; 
fuch  I  had  where — I  am  never  likely  to  have  it 
more. 

I  wifh,  dear  Lady,  to  you  and  my  dear  girls 
many  a  cheerful  and  pious  Chriftmas. 

I  am, 

Your,  &c. 


R  2  LETTER 
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LETTER     CCCXXXVI. 
To     Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  Dec.  31,  1783. 

OINCE  you  cannot  guefs,  I  will  tell  you  that 
the  generous  man  was  Gerard  Hamilton.  I  re 
turned  him  a  very  thankful  and  refpedful  letter. 

Your  enquiry  about  Lady  Carlifle  I  cannot  an- 
fwer,  for  I  never  faw  her,  unlefs  perhaps  without 
knowing  her  at  a  conversation. 

Sir  Jomua  has  juft  been  here,  and  knows  nothing 
of  Mifs  Bingham;  if  one  of  Lord  Lucan's  daughters 
be  meant,  the  eldefl  is  now  Lady  Spencer  j  fhe  is 
languifhing  in  France  with  a  difeafed  leg,  and  the 
third  is  a  child. 

Pray  fend  the  letter  which  you  think  will  divert 
me,  for  I  have  much  need  of  entertainment ; 
fpiritlefs,  infirm,  fleeplefs  and  folitary,  looking 
back  with  forrow  and  forward  with  terrour  : — but 
I  will  flop. 

Barry  of  Ireland  had  a  notion  that  a  man's  pulfe 
wore  him  out ;  my  beating  bread  wears  out  me. 
The  phyficians  yeflerday  covered  it  with  a  blifter, 
of  which  the  effect  cannot  yet  be  known.  Good 
God,  profper  their  endeavours  !  Heberden  is  of 
opinion  that  while  the  weather  is  oppreffive  we 
muft  palliate. 

In  the  mean  time  I  am  well  fed  ;  I  have  now  in 
die  houfe  pheafant,  venifon,  turkey  and  ham,  all 
unbought.  Attention  and  refpect  give  pleafure, 
however  late  or  however  ufelefs.  But  they  are 
Tiot  ufelefs  when  they  are  late  ;  it  is  reafonable  to 

rejoice, 
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rejoice,  as  the  day  declines,  to  find  that  it  has 
been  fpent  with  the  approbation  of  mankind. 

The  miniflry  is  again  broken,  and  to  any  man 
who  extends  his  thoughts  to  national  confederation 
the  times  are  difmal  and  gloomy.  But  to  a  fick 
man  what  is  the  publick  ? 

The  new  year  is  at  hand  ;  may  God  make  it 
happy  to  me,  to  you,  to  us  all,  for  Jefus  Chrift's 
fake  !  Amen. 


I  am,  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


i 


LETTER    CCCXXXVII. 

To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  London,  Jan.  i?,  1784. 


F,  as  you  obferve,  my  former  letter  was  writ 
ten  with  trepidation,  there  is  little  reafon,  except 
the  habit  of  enduring,  why  this  mould  fliew  more 
ileadinefs.  I  am  confined  to  the  houfe ;  I  do  not 
know  that  any  things  grow  better  ;  my  phyficians 
direct  me  to  combat  the  hard  weather  with  opium ; 
I  cannot  well  fupport  its  turbulence,  and  yet  can- 
not  forbear  it,  for  its  immediate  effect  is  eafe  ; 
having  kept  me  waking  all  the  night  it  forces  fleep 
upon  me  in  the  day,  and  recompenfes  a  night  of 

tedioufnefs 
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tedioufnefs  with  a  day  of  ufeleflhefs.  My  legs  and 
my  thighs  grow  very  tumid  :  in  the  mean  time  my 
appetite  is  good,  and  if  my  phyfkians  do  not  flat 
ter  me  death  is  rufhing  upon  me.  But  this  is  in 
the  hand  of  God. 

The  firft  talk  of  the  fick  is  commonly  of  them- 
felves  ;  but  if  they  talk  of  nothing  elfe,  they  can 
not  complain  if  they  are  foon  left  without  an 
audience. 

You  obferve,  Madam,  that  the  ballon  engages 
all  mankind,  and  it  is  indeed  a  wonderful  and  un- 
expeded  addition  to  human  knowledge  ;  but  we 
have  a  daring  projector,  who,  difdaining  the  help 
of  fumes  and  vapours,  is  making  better  than  Dse- 
dalean  wings,  with  which  he  will  mafter  the  bal 
lon  and  its  companions  as  an  eagle  maflers  a  goofe. 
It  is  very  ferioufly  true  that  a  fubfcription  of  eight 
hundred  pounds  has  been  raifed  for  the  wire  and 
workmanfhip  of  iron  wings  ;  one  pair  of  which, 
and  I  think  a  tail,  are  now  fhewn  in  the  Hay  mar 
ket,  and  they  are  making  another  pair  at  Birming 
ham.  The  whole  is  faid  to  weigh  two  hundred 
pounds — no  fpecious  preparation  for  flying,  but 
there  are  thofe  who  expert  to  fee  him  in  the  {ky. 
When  1  can  leave  the  houfe  I  will  tell  you  more. 

I  had  the  fame  old  friends  to  dine  with  me  on 
Wednefday,  and  may  fay  that  fince  1  loft  fight  of 
you  I  have  had  one  pleafant  day. 

I  am,  Madam, 

Your,  &£. 

Pray  fend  me  a  direction  to  Sir Mufgrave 

in  Ireland. 


LETTER 
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LETTER     CCCXXXVIII. 

To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  Jan.  21,  1784. 

.L/R.  Heberden  this  day  favoured  me  with  a  vifit; 
and  after  hearing  what  1  had  to  tell  him  of  mi- 
feries  and  pains,  and  comparing  my  prefent  with 
my  pad  (late,  declared  me  well.  That  his  opinion 
is  erroneous,  I  know  with  too  much  certainty ; 
and  yet  was  glad  to  hear  it,  as  it  fet  extremities  at 
a  greater  diftance :  he  who  is  by  his  phyfician 
thought  well,  is  at  leail  not  thought  in  immediate 
danger.  They  therefore  whofe  attention  to  me 
makes  them  talk  of  my  health,  will,  I  hope,  foon 
not  drop,  but  lofe  their  fubjeft.  But  alas  !  I  had 
np  deep  laft  night,  and  fit  now  panting  oyer  my 
paper,  Dabjt  l)eus  bis  quqque  fincm.  I  have  real- 
)y  nope  frprn  fpr jng ;  and  am  ready,  like  Alrnan- 
£or,  to  bid  the  funfyfiuiftly,  and  leave  weeks  and 
months  behind  him.  The  fun  has  looked  for  fix 
thoufand  years  upon  the  world  to  little  purpofe,  if 
Jie  dp.es  npt  know  that  a  fick  man  is  almoft  as  im 
patient  as  a  lover. 

Mr.  Cator  gives  fuch  an  account  of  Mifs  Cecy, 
as  you  and  all  of  us  muft  delight  to  hear ;  Cator 
has  a  rough,  manly,  independent  underftanding, 
and  does  not  fpoilit  by  complaifance  ^  he  never 
fpeaks  merely  to  pleafe,  and  leldom  is  miitaken 
in  things  which  he  has  ai)y  right  to  know.  I 
think  well  of  her  for  pleafmg  him,  and  of  him  for 
being  pleafed ;  and  at  the  clpfe,  am  delighted  to 
find  him  delighted  with  her  excellence.  Let  your 

children, 
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children,  dear  Madam,  be  his  care,  and  your  plea- 
fure  ;  clofe  your  thoughts  upon  them,  and  when 
fad  fancies  are  excluded,  health  and  peace  will 
return  together. 

I  am,  dear  Madam, 

Your  old  Friend, 


BETTER    CCCXXXIX. 
To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  Feb.  9,  1784. 

JL  HE  remiffion  of  the  cold  did  not  continue 
long  enough  to  afford  me  much  relief.  You  are, 
as  I  perceive,  afraid  of  the  opium ;  I  had  the  fame 
terrour,  and  admitted  its  afliflance  only  under  the 
preifure  of  infupportable  diflrefs,  as  of  an  auxili 
ary  too  powerful  and  too  dangerous.  But  in  this 
pinching  feafon  I  cannot  live  without  it ;  and  the 
quantity  which  I  take  is  lefs  than  it  once  was. 

My  phyficians  flatter  me,  that  the  feafon  is  a 
great  part  of  my  difeafe  ;  and  that  when  warm 
weather  reftores  perfpiration,  this  watery  difeafe 
•will  evaporate.  1  am  at  lead  willing  to  flatter 
myfelf. 

I  have  been  forced  to  fit  up  many  nights  by  an 
pbftinate  fleepleffnefs,  which  makes  the  time  in 
bed  intolerably  tedious,  and  which  continues  my 
drpwfmefs  the  following  day.  Befides,  I  can 

fometimes 
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fometimes  fleep  ere&,  when  I  cannot  clofe  my  eyes 
in  a  recumbent  pofture.  I  have  juft  befpoke  a 
flannel  drefs,  which  I  can  eafily  flip  off  and  on, 
as  I  go  into  bed  or  get  out  of  it.  Thus  pafs  my 
days  and  nights  in  morbid  wakefulnefs,  in  unfea- 
fonable  fleepinefs,  in  gloomy  folitude,  with  un 
welcome  vifitors,  or  ungrateful  exclufions,  in  va 
riety  of  wretchednefs.  But  I  fnatch  every  lucid 
interval,  and  animate  myfelf  with  fuch  atnufe- 
ments  as  the  time  offers. 

One  thing  which  I  have  juft  heard,  you  will 
think  to  furpafs  expectation.  The  Chaplain  of  the 
factory  at  Peterfburgh  relates,  that  the  Rambler 
is  now,  by  the  command  of  the  Emprefs,  tranflat- 
ing  into  Ruffian  ;  and  has  promifed  when  it  is 
printed  to  fend  me  a  copy. 

Grant,  O  Lord,  that  all  who  (hall  read  my 
pages,  may  become  more  obedient  to  thy  laws ; 
and  when  the  wretched  writer  fhall  appear  before 
thee,  extend  thy  mercy  to  him,  for  the  fake  of 
Jefus  Chrut.  Amen. 

I  am,  Madam, 

"5flJ    JO  DT3T   '     '  »Ti      Dfl      *."«     '     !'•    '•'Ji    ^  ^ ^r,~~4        '.'*' 

Your,  fcfc. 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCCXL. 

To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

< 
MADAM,  London,  March  10,  1784. 

][  OU  know  J  never  thought  confidence  with 
refpeft  to  futurity  any  part  of  the  character  of  a 
brave,  a  wife,  or  a  good  man.  Bravery  has  no 
place  where  it  can  avail  nothing ;  wifdom  impref- 
fes  ftron  ;ly  the  confcioufnefs  of  thofe  faults,  of 
which  it  is  itfelf  perhaps  an  aggravation ;  and 
goodnefs,  always  wiming  to  be  better,  and  imputing 
every  deficience  to  criminal  negligence,  and  every 
fault  to  voluntary  corruption,  never  dares  to  fup-. 
pole  the  condition  of  forgivenefs  fulfilled,  nor 
what  is  warning  in  the  crime  fupplied  by  penitence. 

This  is  the  ftate  of  the  befl,  but  what  mud  be 
the  condition  of  him  whofe  heart  will  not  fuffer 
him  to  rank  rnmielf  among  the  befl,  or  among 
the  good  ?  Such  mufl  be  his  dread  of  the  ap- 
proachjng  trid,  as  will  leave  him  little  attention 
to  the  opinion  of  thofe  whom  he  is  leaving  for 
ever  ;  and  the  ferenity  that  is  not  felt,  it  can  be 
no  virtue  to  feign. 

The  farcocele  ran  off  long  ago,  at  an  orifice 
made  for  mere  experiment. 

The  water  parted  naturally,  by  God's  mercy, 
in  a  manner  of  which  Dr.  Heberden  has  feen  but 
few  examples.  The  chirurgeon  has  been  employ 
ed  to  heal  fome  excoriations  j  and  four  out  of  five 
are  no  longer  under  his  cure.  The  phyfician  laid 
on  a  blifter,  and  1  ordered,  by  their  confent,  a 
falve ;  but  neither  fucceeded,  and  neither  was 
very  eafily  healed. 

I  have 
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I  have  been  confined  from  the  fourteenth  of  De 
cember,  and  know  not  when  1  fhall  get  out ;  but 
I  have  this  day  drefled  me,  as  I  was  dreffed  in 
health. 

Your  kind  exprefiions  gave  me  great  pleafure ; 
do  not  reject  me  from  your  thoughts.     Shall  we* 
ever  exchange  confidence  by  the  fire-fide  again? 

I  hope  dear  Sophy  is  better ;  and  intend  quickly 
to  pay  my  debt  to  Sufy. 

I  am,  Madam, 
P  r  •          Your, 


I 


LETTER     CCCXLI. 

To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  London,  March  16,  1784. 


AM  fo  near  to  health,  as  a  month  ago  I  de- 
fpaired  of  being.  The  dropfy  is  almoft  wholly 
run  away,  and  the  afthma,  unlefs  irritated  by  cold, 
feldom  attacks  me.  How  I  mail  bear  motion  I  do 
not  yet  know.  But  though  1  have  little  of  pain, 
I  am  wonderfully  weak.  My  mufcles  have  almoft 
loft  all  their  fpring ;  but  1  hope  that  warm  wea 
ther,  when  it  comes,  will  reftore  me.  More  than 
three  months  have  I  now  been  confined.  But  my 
deliverance  has  been  very  extraordinary. 

Of 
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Of  one  thing  very  remarkable  I  will  tell  you. 
For  the  afthma,  and  perhaps  other  diforders,  my 
phyficians  have  advifed  the  frequent  ufe  of  opiates. 
I  refitted  them  as  much  as  I  could;  and  complain 
ed  that  it  made  me  almoft  delirious.  This  Dr. 
Heberden  feemed  not  much  to  heed  ;  but  I  was 
fo  weary  of  it,  that  I  tried,  when  I  could  not 
wholly  omit  it,  to  diminifh  the  dofe,  in  which, 
contrarily  to  the  known  cuflom  of  the  takers  of 
opium,  and  beyond  what  it  feemed  reafonable  to 
expert,  I  have  fo  far  fucceeded,  that  having  be 
gun  with  three  grains,  a  large  quantity,  I  now 
appeafe  the  paroxyfm  with  a  quarter  of  an  ounce 
of  diacodium,  eflimated  an  equivalent  only  to  half 
a  grain  ;  and  this  quantity  it  is  now  eight  days 
fmce  I  took. 

That  I  may  fend  to  Mrs.  Lewis,  for  when  I 
mail  venture  out  I  do  not  know,  you  muft  let  me 
know  where  Ihe  may  be  found,  which  you  omitted 
to  tell  me. 

1  hope  my  dear  Sophy  will  go  on  recovering. 
But  methinks  Mifs  Thrale  rather  neglects  me  ; 
fuppofe  fhe  mould  try  to  write  me  a  little  Latin 
letter. 

Do  you  however  write  to  me  often,  and  write 
kindly  ;  perhaps  we  may  fometiine  fee  each  other. 


I  am,  Madam, 
Your, 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCCXLII. 

To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

MADAM,  London,  March  20,  1784. 


Y 


OUR  laft  letter  had  fomething  of  tendernefs. 
The  accounts  which  you  have  had  of  my  danger 
and  diftrefs  were  I  fuppofe  not  aggravated.  I 
have  been  confined  ten  weeks  with  an  afthma  and 
dropfy.  But  I  am  now  better.  God  has  in  his 
mercy  granted  me  a  reprieve ;  for  how  much  time 
his  mercy  mufl  determine. 

On  the  1 9th  of  laft  month  I  evacuated  twenty 
pints  of  water,  and  I  think  I  reckon  exactly  ;  from 
that  time  the  tumour  has  fubfided,  and  I  now  be 
gin  to  move  with  fome  freedom.  You  will  eafily 
believe  that  1  am  flill  at  a  great  diftance  from 
health ;  but  I  am,  as  my  chirurgeon  exprefled  it, 
amazingly  better.  Heberden  feems  to  have  great 
hopes. 

Write  to  me  no  more  about  dying  •with  a  grace; 
•when  you  feel  what  1  have  felt  in  approaching 
eternity — in  fear  of  foon  hearing  the  fentence  of 
which  there  is  no  revocation,  you  will  know  the 
folly  j  my  wifh  is,  that  you  may  know  it  fooner. 
The  diftance  between  the  grave  and  the  remoteft 
point  of  human  longevity,  is  but  a  very  little j 
and  of  that  little  no  path  is  certain.  You  knew 
all  this,  and  I  thought  that  I  knew  it  too ;  but  I 
know  it  now  with  a  new  conviction.  May  that 
new  conviction  not  be  vain  ! 

I  am  now  cheerful ;  I  hope  this  approach  to 
recovery  is  a  token  of  the  Divine  mercy.  My 

friends 
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friends  continue  their  kindnefs.     I  give  a  dinner 
to-morrow. 

Pray  let  me  know  how  my  dear  Sophy  goes  on. 
I  flill  hope  that  there  is  in  her  fits  more  terrour 
than  danger.  But  I  hope,  however  it  be,  that  (he 
will  fpeedily  recover.  I  will  take  care  to  pay  Mifs 
Sufy  her  letter.  God  blefs  you  all. 

I  am,  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER    CCCXLIU. 
To    Mifs    SUSY     THRALE. 

MY  DJiAREST  MISS  SUSY,      London,  Mar.  25,  1784. 

oINCE  you  are  refolved  to  ftand  it  out,  and 
keep  mum  till  you  have  heard  from  me,  I  muft  at 
laft  comply  ;  and  indeed  compliance  cofts  me  now 
no  trouble,  but  as  it  irritates  a  cough,  which  I 
got,  as  you  might  have  done,  by  ftanding  at  an 
open  window,  and  which  has  now  haraffed  me 
many  days,  and  is  too  ftrong  for  diacodium,  nor 
has  yet  given  much  way  to  opium  itfelf.  How 
ever,  having  been  fo  long  ufed  to  fo  many  worfe 
things,  I  mind  it  but  little.  1  have  not  bad  nights ; 
and  my  ftomach  has  never  failed  me.  But  when  I 
(hall  go  abroad  again,  I  know  not. 

With   Mr.  Herfchel  it   will  certainly  be  very 
right  to  cultivate  an  acquaintance;  for  he  can  (how 

you 
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you  in  the  iky  what  no  man  before  him  has  ever 
feen,  by  fome  wonderful  improvements  which  he 
has  made  in  the  telefcope.  What  he  has  to  (how 
is  indeed  a  long  way  off,  and  perhaps  concerns  us 
but  little  ;  but  all  truth  is  valuable,  and  all  know 
ledge  is  pleafmg  in  its  firft  effects,  and  may  be 
fubfequently  ufeful.  Of  whatever  we  fee  we  al 
ways  wifh  to  know ;  always  congratulate  ourfeives 
when  we  know  that  of  which  we  perceive  another 
to  be  ignorant.  Take  therefore  all  opportunities 
of  learning  that  offer  themfelves,  however  remote 
the  matter  may  be  from  common  life  or  common 
converfation.  Look  in  Herfchel's  telefcope ;  go 
into  a  chymift's  laboratory ;  if  you  fee  a  manu 
facturer  at  work,  remark  his  operations.  By  this 
activity  of  attention,  you  will  find  in  every  place 
diverfion  and  improvement. 

Now  dear  Sophy  is  got  well,  what  is  it  that  ails 
my  miftrefs  ?  She  complains,  and  complains,  I 
am  afraid,  with  too  much  caufe  ;  but  1  know  not 
diftinctly  what  is  her  diforder.  I  hope  that  time 
and  a  quiet  mind  will  reft  ore  her. 


Your,  &c. 


LETTER 
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LETTER     CCCXLIV. 
Mrs.   T  H  R  A  L  E    to    Dr.  J  O  H  N  S  O  N. 
MY  DEAR  SIR,  March  27. 


Y 


OU  tell  one  of  my  daughters  that  you  know 
not  with  diftinctnefs  the  caufe  of  my  complaints. 
I  believe  me  who  lives  with  me  knows  them  no 
better  ;  one  very  dreadful  one  is  however  remov 
ed,  by  dear  Sophia's  recovery.  It  is  kind  in  you 
to  quarrel  no  more  about  expreflions  which  were 
not  meant  to  offend  ;  but  unjuft  to  fuppofe,  I  have 
not  lately  thought  myfelf  dying.  Let  us  however 
take  the  Prince  of  Abyflinia's  advice,  and  not  add 
to  the  other  evils  of  life  ihe  bitternefs  of  co?itroverfy. 
If  courage  is  a  noble  and  generous  quality,  let  us 
exert  it  to  the  laft,  and  at  the  laft:  If  faith  is  a 
Chriftian  virtue,  let  us  willingly  receive  and  ac? 
cept  that  fupport  it  will  mod  furely  beftow — and 
do  permit  me  to  repeat  thofe  words  with  which  I 
know  not  why  you  were  difpleafed  :  Let  us  leave 
behind  us  the  beft  example  that  we  can* 

All  this  is  not  written  by  a  perfon  in  high  health 
and  happinefs,  but  by  a  fellow-fufferer,  who  has 
more  to  endure  than  me  can  tell,  or  you  can  guefs ; 
and  now  let  us  talk  of  the  Severn  falmons,  which 
will  be  coming  in  foon ;  I  mail  fend  you  one  of 
the  fined,  and  mail  be  glad  to  hear  that  your  ap 
petite  is  good :  mine  has  been  fo  long  vitiated, 
that  it  endures  no  aliment  with  pleafure  but  cof 
fee,  and  thofe  dofes  of  Peruvian  bark  or  cafcarilla 
which  Dobfon  gives  me  by  turns,  and  which  are 
become — oddly  enough — delightful  to  my  palate. 

The 
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The  accounts  I  hear  of  P 's  ill  ftate  of  health 

help  to  grieve  me ;  poor  man,  he  battled  through 
great  anxiety  for  two  years  together  at  leafl ;  and 
mould  the  fhip  fmk  in  harbour  after  weathering  fo 
hard  a  ftorm,  who  could  help  being  lorry !  All 

the  poets  lives  end  jufl  fo ;  and  though  P has 

but  little  poet's  fluff  in  him — he  'will  fall  like  one 
of  the  mighty  I  fuppofe.  But  it  is  better  turn  one's 
thoughts  another  way :  if  death  forbears  to  call 
till  forrow  is  at  an  end,  my  life  is  furely  in  no  pre- 
fent  danger  ;  and  P  has  two  pretty  boys  to 

fucceed  him,  die  when  he  will. 

It  is  very  much  to  your  credit,  and  more  fo  to 
that  of  the  world,  that  it  does  not  forfake  you  :  I 
have  often  heard  you  fay,  that  there  was  very  lit 
tle  general  ingratitude  to  be  complained  of ;  and 
it  is  but  right  that  the  conduct  of  mankind  to 
wards  him  who  fays  fo — mould  confirm  it. 

I  was  among  the  firfl  to  offer  my  fervice  on  the 
new  occafion,  as  I  had  been  the  laft  to  defert  it 
on  the  old  one  :  but  my  own  cafe  now  claims  more 
attention  than  I  have  to  bellow  upon  it ;  and 
though  the  child  is  fafe,  me  is  not  yet  well ;  her 
illnefs  added  to  my  own,  was  very  difficult  to 
bear 

You  mould  be  more  willing  than  you  are  to 
think  about  air  ballons.  The  firfl  failing  chariot 
I  ever  read  of  was  in  Raffe  as ;  and  the  French 
feem  now  fully  of  your  mechanic's  mind,  that 
only  idlenefs  and  ignorance  need  to  crawl  upon 
the  ground. 

Your  young  correfpondents  would  do  well  to 

r   J  i       i        •        r  •  r      i. 

wnte  often,  and  obtain  from  you  in  return  luch 
letters  as  may  benefit  their  minds  in  prefent,  and 
gratify  their  vanity  in  future :  I  wifh  them  to  di 
vert  themfelves  and  you  by  queftions,  which  you 
would  willingly  anfwer  ;  and  beg  that  their  neg- 
VOL.  II.  S  ligence 
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ligence  of  fuch  an  advantage  as  your  readinefs  to 
correfpond  with  them,  may  not  be  charged  on, 

Dear  Sir, 
Your  faithful  Servant, 

H.   L.   THRALE. 


LETTER    CCCXLV. 
To  Mrs.  THRALE. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  April  15,  1784. 

lESTERDAY  I  had  thepleafure  of  giving 
another  dinner  to  the  remainder  of  the  old  club. 
We  ufed  to  meet  weekly  about  the  year  fifty,  and 
we  were  as  cheerful  as  in  former  times  ;  only  I 
could  not  make  quite  fo  much  noife  j  for  lince 
the  paralytick  affliction^  my  voice  is  fometimes 
weak. 

Metcalf  and  Crutch! ey,  without  knowing  each 
other,  are  both  members  of  parliament  for  Hor- 
fham  in  Suflex.  Mr.  Cator  is  chofen  for  Ipfwich. 

But  a  fick  man's  thoughts  foon  turn  back  upon 
himfelf.  I  am  ftill  very  weak,  though  my  appe 
tite  is  keen,  and  my  digeftion  potent ;  and  I  gra 
tify  myfelf  more  at  table  than  ever  I  did  at  my 
own  coft  before.  I  have  now  an  inclination  to 
luxury  which  even  your  table  did  not  excite  ;  for 
till  now  my  talk  was  more  about  the  dimes  than 

my 
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my  thoughts.  I  remember  you  commended  me 
for  feeming  pleafed  with  my  dinners  when  you  had 
reduced  your  table ;  I  am  able  to  tell  you  with 
great  veracity,  that  I  never  knew  when  the  re 
duction  began,  nor  mould  have  known  that  it  was 
made,  had  not  you  told  me.  I  now  think  and 
confult  to-day  what  I  mall  eat  to-morrow.  This 
difeafe  likewiie  will  I  hope  be  cured.  For  there 
are  other  things,  how  different !  which  ought  to 
predominate  in  the  mind  of  fuch  a  man  as  I :  but 
in  this  world  the  body  will  have  its  part ;  and  my 
hope  is,  that  it  mall  have  no  more.  My  hope  but 
not  my  confidence  ;  I  have  only  the  timidity  of  a 
Chriftian  to  determine,  not  the  wifdom  of  a  Stoick 
to  fecure  me. 

1  hope  all  my  dears  are  well.  They  mould  not 
be  too  nice  in  requiring  letters.  If  my  fweet 
Queeney  writes  more  letters  like  her  laft,  when 
franks  come  in  again  I  will  correct  them  and  re 
turn  them. 

I  am,  Madam, 
Your, 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCCXLVI. 
To     Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 


I 


DEAR    MADAM,  London,  April  19,  1784, 


RECEIVED  in  the  morning  your  magnificent 
fifh,  and  in  the  afternoon  your  apology  for  not 
fending  it.  I  have  invited  the  Hooles  and  Mifs 
Burney  to  dine  upon  it  to-morrow. 

The  club  which  has  been  lately  inftituted  is  at 
Sam's ;  and  there  was  I  when  I  was  laft  out  of  the 
houfe.  But  the  people  whom  I  mentioned  in  my 
letter  are  the  remnant  of  a  little  club  that  ufed  to 
meet  in  Ivy  Lane  about  three-and-thirty  years  ago, 
out  of  which  we  have  loft  Hawkefworth  and  Dyer, 
the  reft  are  yet  on  this  fide  the  grave.  Our 
meetings  now  are  ferious,  and  I  think  on  all  parts 
tender. 

Mifs  Moore  has  written  a  poem  called  Le  Bas 
Bleu ;  which  is  in  my  opinion  a  very  great  per 
formance.  It  wanders  about  in  manufcript,  and 
iurely  will  foon  find  its  way  to  Bath. 

I  mall  be  glad  of  another  letter  from  my  dear 
Queeney ;  the  former  was  not  much  to  be  cen- 
fured.  The  reckoning  between  me  and  Mifs  So 
phy  is  out  of  my  head.  She  muft  write  to  tell 
me  how  it  ftands. 

I  am  fenfible  of  the  eafe  that  your  repayment 
of  Mr.  ******  has  given  ;  you  felt  yourfelf 
genee  by  that  debt ;  is  there  an  Englifli  word  for 
it? 

As  you  do  not  now  ufe  your  books,  be  pleafed 
to  let  Mr.  Gator  know  that  I  may  borrow  what  I 
want.  I  think  at  prefent  to  take  only  Calmet, 

and 
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and  the  Greek  Anthology.  When  I  lay  fleeplefs, 
I  ufed  to  drive  the  night  along  by  turning  Greek 
epigrams  into  Latin. 

I  know  not  if  I  have  not  turned  a  hundred. 

It  is  time  to  return  you  thanks  for  your  prefent. 
Since  I  was  fick,  I  know  not  if  I  have  not  had 
more  delicacies  fent  me  than  I  had  ever  feen  till  I 
faw  your  table. 

It  was  always  Dr.  Heberden's  enquiry,  whether 
my  appetite  for  food  continued.  It  indeed  never 
failed  me ;  for  he  confidered  the  ceflation  of  ap 
petite  as  the  defpair  of  nature  yielding  up  her 
power  to  the  force  of  the  difeafe. 

I  am,  Madam, 
Your, 


LETTER    CCCXLVII. 
To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  April  21,  1784. 

JL  MAKE  hafte  to  fend  you  intelligence,  which, 
if  I  do  not  ftill  flatter  myfelf,  you  will  not  receive 
without  fome  degree  of  pleafure.  After  a  con 
finement  of  one  hundred  twenty-nine  days,  more 
than  the  third  part  of  a  year,  and  no  inconfidera- 
ble  part  of  human  life,  1  this  day  returned  thanks 
to  God  in  St.  Clement's  church,  for  my  recovery; 
a  recovery,  in  my  feventy -fifth  year,  frora  a  dif- 

temper 
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temper  which  few  in  the  vigour  of  youth  are 
known  to  furmount ;  a  recovery,  of  which  neither 
myielf,  my  friends,  nor  my  phyficians,  had  any 
hope;  for  though  they  flattered  me  with  fome 
continuance  of  life,  they  never  fuppofed  that  I 
could  ceafe  to  be  dropfical.  The  dropfy  however 
is  quite  vanifhed,  and  the  afthma  fo  much  miti 
gated,  that  I  walked  to-day  with  a  more  eafy  re- 
fpifation  than  I  have  known,  I  think,  for  perhaps 
two  years  paft.  I  hope  the  mercy  that  lengthens 
my  days,  will  affift  me  to  ufe  them  well. 

The  Hooles,  Mifs  Burney,  and  Mrs.  Hull  (Wef- 
ley's  fitter),  feafled  yefterday  with  me  very  cheer 
fully  on  your  noble  falmon.  Mr.  Allen  could  not 
come,  and  I  fent  him  a  piece,  and  a  great  tail  is 
ftilt  left. 

Dr.  Brocklefby  forbids  the  club  at  prefent,  not 
caring  to  venture  the  chilinefs  of  the  evening ; 
but  I  purpofe  to  {hew  myfelf  on  Saturday  at  the 
Academy's  feaft.  I  cannot  publifh  my  return  to 
the  world  more  effectually  ;  for,  as  the  Frenchman 
fays,  tout  le  monde  s'y  trouvera. 

For  this  occafion  I  ordered  fome  cloaths  ;  and 
was  told  by  the  taylor,  that  when  he  brought  me 
a  fick  drefs,  he  never  expected  to  make  me  any 
thing  of  any  other  kind.  My  recovery  is  indeed 
wonderful. 

I  am,  dear  Madam, 

Your, 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCCXLVIII. 

To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 
MADAM,  London,  April  26,  1784. 


Saturday  I  (hewed  myfelf  again  to  the  liv 
ing  world  at  the  Exhibition  ;  much  and  fplendid 
was  the  company  :  but  like  the  Doge  of  Genoa  at 
Paris,  I  admired  nothing  but  myfelf.  I  went  up 
all  the  flairs  to  the  pictures  without  (lopping  to  reft 
or  to  breathe, 

"  In  all  the  madnefs  of  fuperfluous  health." 

The  Prince  of  Wales  had  promifed  to  be  there  ; 
but  when  we  had  waited  an  hour  and  half,  fent 
us  word  that  he  could  not  come. 

My  cough  (lill  torments  me;  but  it  is  only  a 
cough,  and  much  lefs  oppreflive  than  fome  of 
former  times,  but  it  difturbs  my  nights. 

Mrs.  Davenant  called  to  pay  me  a  guinea  ;  but 
I  gave  two  for  you.  Whatever  reafons  you  have 
for  frugality,  it  is  not  worth  while  to  fave  a  guinea 
a-year  by  withdrawing  it  from  a  publick  charity. 

I  know  not  whether  I  told  you  that  my  old  friend 
Mrs.  Cotterel,  now  no  longer  Mifs,  has  called  to 
fee  me.  Mrs.  Lewis  is  not  well. 

Mrs.  Davenant  fays,  that  you  regain  your  health. 
That  you  regain  your  health  is  more  than  a  com 
mon  recovery  ;  becaufe  I  infer,  that  you  regain 
your  peace  of  mind.  Settle  ,your  thoughts  and 
controul  your  imagination,  and  think  no  more  of 
Hefperian  felicity.  Gather  yourfelf  and  your  chil 
dren  into  a  little  fyftem,  in  which  each  may  pro- 

mote 
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mote  the  eafe,  the  fafety,  and  the  pleafure  of  the 
reft. 

Mr.  Howard  called  on  me  a  few  days  ago,  and 
gave  the  new  edition,  much  enlarged,  of  his  Ac 
count  of  Prifons.  He  has  been  to  furvey  the  pri- 
fons  on  the  continent ;  and  in  Spain  he  tried  to  pe 
netrate  the  dungeons  of  the  Inquifition,  but  his 
curiofity  was  very  imperfectly  gratified.  At  Ma 
drid  they  ihut  him  quite  out ;  at  Valladolid  they 
mewed  him  fome  publick  rooms. 

While  I  am  writing,  the  pofl  has  brought  your 
kind  letter.  Do  not  think  with  dejeclion  of  your 
own  condition ;  a  little  patience  will  probably 
give  you  health,  it  will  certainly  .give  you  riches, 
and  all  the  accommodations  that  riches  can  pro 
cure. 

I  am,  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 


LETTER     CCCXL1X. 
To     Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 


N. 


OW  I  am  broken  loofe,  my  friends  feem 
willing  enough  to  fee  me.  On  Monday  I  dined 
with  Paradife ;  Tuefday,  Hoole ;  Wednefday,  Dr. 
Taylor ;  to-day,  with  Jodrel ;  Friday,  Mrs.  Gar- 
rick  ;  Saturday,  Dr.  Brocklefby  j  next  Monday, 
Dilly. 

3  But 
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But  I  do  not  now  drive  the  world  about  ;  the 
world  drives  or  draws  me.  I  am  very  weak  ;  the 
old  diftrefs  of  fleeplefsnefs  comes  again  upon  rne. 
I  have  however  one  very  ftrong  bafis  of  health,  an 
eager  appetite  and  ftrong  digeition. 

Queeney's  letter  I  expected  before  now  :  Sufy 
is  litewife  in  debt.  I  believe  I  am  in  debt  to*So- 
phy,  but  the  dear  Loves  ought  not  to  be  too  ri 
gorous. 

Dr.  Taylor  has  taken  St.  Margaret's,  in  Weft- 
minfter,  vacant  by  Dr.  Wilfon's  death  :  how  long 
he  will  keep  it  I  cannot  guefs  :  it  is  of  no  great 
value,  and  its  income  confifts  much  of  voluntary 
contributions. 

I  am,  Madam, 


Your, 

London, 
Thurfday,  May  13,   1784. 

You  never  date  fully. 


LETTER    CCCL. 
To    Mrs.     T  H  R  A  L  E. 
DEAR  MADAM,  London,  May  31,  1784. 


w 


HY  you  expected  me  to  be  better  than  I 
am  I  cannot  imagine :  I  am  better  than  any  that 
faw  me  in  my  illnefs  ever  expected  to  have  feen 
me  again.  I  am  however  at  a  great  diftance  from 

health, 
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health,  very  weak  and  very  afthmatick,  and  trou 
bled  with  my  old  nofturnal  diflrefles  ;  fo  that  I  am 
little  afleep  in  the  night,  and  in  the  day  too  little 
awake. 

I  have  one  way  or  other  been  difappointed 
hitherto  of  that  change  of  air,  from  which  1  think 
fome  relief  may  pofllbly  be  obtained  ;  but  Bofwel 
and  I  have  fettled  our  refolution  to  go  to  Oxford 
on  Thurfday.  But  fmce  I  was  at  Oxford,  my 
convivial  friend  Dr.  Edwards  and  my  learned 
friend  Dr.  Wheeler  are  both  dead,  and  my  proba 
bilities  of  pleafure  are  very  much  diminimed. 
Why,  when  fo  many  are  taken  away,  have  I  been 
yet  fpared  !  I  hope  that  I  may  be  fitter  to  die. 

How  long  we  (hall  flay  at  Oxford,  or  what  we 
mail  do  when  we  leave  it,  neither  Bozzy  nor  I 
have  yet  fettled  ;  he  is  for  his  part  refolved  to  re 
move  his  family  to  London  and  try  his  fortune  at 
the  Englifh  bar  :  let  us  all  wifh  him  fuccefs. 

Think  of  me,  if  you  can,  with  tendernefs. 


I  am,  Madam, 
Your, 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCCLI. 
To    Mrs.    T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  June  17,  1784. 

1  RETURNED  laft  night  from  Oxford  after  a 
fortnight's  abode  with  Dr.  Adams,  who  treated  me 
as  well  as  I  could  expect  or  wifli ;  and  he  that 
contents  a  fick  man,  a  man  whom  it  is  impoflible 
to  pleafe,  has  furely  done  his  part  well.  I  went 
in  the  common  vehicle  with  very  little  fatigue,  and 
came  back  I  think  with  fefs.  My  ftomach  conti 
nues  good,  and  according  to  your  advice  1  fpare 
neither  afparagus  nor  peas,  and  hope  to  do  good 
execution  upon  all  the  fummer  fruits.  But  my 
nights  are  bad,  very  bad ;  the  afthma  attacks  me 
often,  and  the  dropfy  is  watching  an  opportunity 
to  return.  I  hope  I  have  checked  it,  but  great 
caution  muft  be  ufed,  and  indeed  great  caution 
is  not  a  high  price  for  health  or  eafe. 

What  I  mall  do  next  I  know  not;  all  my  fchemes 
of  rural  pleafure  have  been  fome  way  or  other  dif- 
appointed.  I  have  now  fome  thought  of  Lichfield 
and  Afhbourne.  Let  me  know,  dear  Madam, 
your  deflination. 

I  am,  Madam, 

Your,  EsV. 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCCLII. 

To  Mrs.  T  H  R  A  L  E. 

DEAR  MADAM,  London,  June  26,  1784. 

Jl  H I S  morning  I  faw  Mr.  Lyfons  :  he  is  an 
agreeable  young  man,  and  likely  enough  to  do  all 
that  he  defigns.  I  received  him  as  one  lent  by 
you  has  a  right  to  be  received,  and  I  hope  he  will 
tell  you  that  he  was  fatisfied ;  but  the  iniiiatory 
converfation  of  two  flrangers  is  feldom  pleafmg 
or  inflrudive  to  any  great  degree,  and  ours 
was  fuch  as  other  occafions  of  the  fame  kind  pro 
duce. 

A  mefTage  came  to  me  yefterday  to  tell  me  that 
Macbean,  after  three  days  of  illnefs,  is  dead  of  a 
fuppreffion  of  urine.  He  was  one  of  thofe  who,  as 
Swift  fays,  flood  as  a  fcreen  between  me  and  death. 
He  was  very  pious ;  he  was  very  innocent ;  he  did 
no  ill ;  and  of  doing  good  a  continual  tenour  of 
diftrefs  ahowed  him  few  opportunities :  he  was 
very  highly  efteemed  in  the  houfe. 

Write  to  me  if  you  can  fome  words  of  comfort. 
My  dear  girls  feem  all  to  forget  me. 

I  am,  Madam, 

Your,  &ft. 

LETTER 
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LETTER    CCCLIII. 
Mrs.  P  I  O  Z  Z  I    to   Dr.    JOHNSON. 

MYDEARSIR,  Bath,  June  30. 

JL  HE  enclofed  is  a  circular  letter  which  I  have 
fent  to  all  the  guardians,  but  our  friendfhip  de 
mands  fomewhat  more  j  it  requires  that  1  mould 
beg  your  pardon  for  concealing  from  you  a  con 
nexion  which  you  muft  have  heard  of  by  many, 
but  I  fuppofe  never  believed.  Indeed,  my  dear 
Sir,  it  was  concealed  on4y  to  fave  us  both  need- 
lefs  pain  ;  I  could  not  have  borne  to  rejeft  that 
counfel  it  would  have  killed  me  to  take,  and  I 
only  tell  you  now  becaufe  all  is  irrevocably  fettled 
and  out  of  your  power  to  prevent.  I  will  fay 
however,  that  the  dread  of  your  difapprobation 
has  given  me  fome  anxious  moments,  and  though 
perhaps  I  am  become  by  many  privations  the  mod 
independent  woman* in  the  world,  I  feel  as  if  a&- 
ing  without  a  parent's  confent  till  you  write  kindly 
to 

Your  faithful  fervant. 


LETTER 
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LETTER    CCCLIV. 


To  Mrs.  P  I  O  Z  Z  I. 


DEAR  MADAM,  London,JuIy  8,  1784. 

W  HAT  you  have  done,  however  I  may  la 
ment  it,  I  have  no  pretence  to  refent,  as  it  has 
not  been  injurious  to  me:  I  therefore  breathe  out 
one  figh  more  of  tendernefs,  perhaps  ufelefs,  but 
at  leaft  fmcere. 

I  wifh  that  God  may  grant  you  every  blefling, 
that  you  may  be  happy  in  this  world  for  its  fhort 
continuance,  and  eternally  happy  in  a  better  ftate  ; 
and  whatever  I  can  contribute  to  your  happinefs 
I  am  very  ready  to  repay,  for  that  kindnefs 
which  foothed  twenty  years  of  a  life  radically 
wretched. 

Do  not  think  flightly  of  the  advice  which  I 
now  prefume  to  offer.  Prevail  upon  Mr.  Piozzi 
to  fettle  in  England  :  you  may  live  here  with  more 
dignity  than  in  Italy,  and  with  more  fecurity : 
your  rank'  will  be  higher,  and  your  fortune 
more  under  your  own  eye.  I  defire  not  to  de 
tail  all  my  reafons,  but  every  argument  of 
prudence  and  intereft  is  for  England,  and  only 
fome  phantoms  of  imagination  feduce  you  to 
Italy. 

I  am  afraid  however  that  my  counfel  is  vain, 
yet  1  have  eafed  my  heart  by  giving  it. 


When 
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When  Queen  Mary  took  the  refolution  of 
flickering  herfelf  in  England,  the  Archbifhop 
of  St.  Andrew's,  attempting  to  difluade  her, 
attended  on  her  journey  ;  and  when  they 
came  to  the  irremeable  ftream  that  feparated 
the  two  kingdoms,  and  walked  by  her  fide  into 
the  water,  in  the  middle  of  which  he  feized  her 
bridle,  and  with  earneftnefs  proportioned  to  her 
danger  and  his  own  affection  prefled  her  to  return. 
The  Queen  went  forward.— If  the  parallel  reaches 

thus  far,  may  it  go  no  farther. The  tears  ftand 

in  my  eyes. 

I  am  going  into  Derbyfhire,  and  hope  to  be 
followed  by  your  good  wifhes,  for  I  am,  with 
great  affection, 


Your, 


Any  letters  that  come  for  me  hither  will  be 
fent  me. 


AFTER 
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A 


.FTER  having  finifhed  the  felection  of  Doc 
tor  Johnfon's  Letters  to  myfelf,  and  after  hav 
ing  filently  lamented  that  he  who  had  written 
them  would  write  no  more ; — after  having  pafled 
likewife  the  painful  tafk  of  reviewing  in  my  own 
letters  what  Spenfer  fo  pathetically  terms 

Many  an  old  forrow,  which  made  a  new  breach  ! 

I  found  myfelf  unexpectedly  favoured  by  the 
good-nature  of  thofe,  to  whofe  confidence  or 
kindnefs  I  could  have  formed  no  pretenfions,  for 
fome  variety  of  entertainment  to  the  Public.  In 
the  Letters  'addrefled  to  Mifs  Boothby  they  will 
perhaps  be  lefs  (truck  with  the  Author's  excel 
lence  than  with  that  of  the  Lady,  for  whom  he 
profefles  and  for  whom  I  know  he  felt  fuch 
profound  veneration.  His  powers  of  expref- 
fion  are  already  fufficiently  known,  but  to  de- 
ferve  fuch  reverence  is  more  difficult  than  to 
exprefs  it ;  nor  was  Doctor  Johnfon  at  any  period 
of  his  life  inclined  to  pay  exceflive  praife  where 
he  did  not  think  he  had  found  uncommon  merit. 
A  Hebrew  Grammar,  or  the  Iketch  of  one  com- 
pofed  for  her  own  ufe,  and  written  in  a  character 
eminently  beautiful,  has  been  preferved  by  her 
family  as  a  fpecimen  of  her  literature  ;  and  that 
(lie  has  been  tenderly  recollected  by  relations  who 
were  very.young  when  fhe  died,  this  elegant  Epi 
taph,  \\rittenbyBrookeBoothby,  Eiq.  mayferve 
as  an  agreeable  proof. 

SACRED 
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SACRED     TO     THE      MEMORY 
OF 

HILL    BOOTHS  Y, 

ONLY    DAUGHTER    OF    BROOKE    BOOTHBY    AND 
ELIZABETH    FITZHERBERT, 

BORM  OCT.  27  1708,  DIED  JAN.  16,  1756. 

Could  beauty,  learning,  talents,  virtue,  fave, 
From  the  dark  confines  of  th*  infatiate  grave, 
This  frail  memorial  had  not  afk'd  a  tear 
O'er  HILL'S  cold  relics  fadly  mouldering  here. 
Friendfhip's.  chafte  flame  her  ardent  bofom  fir'd, 
And  bright  religion's  all  her  foul  infpir'd ; 
Her  foul,  too  heavenly  for  an  houfe  of  clay, 
Soon  wore  its  earth-built  fabrick  to  decay  ; 
In  the  laft  ftruggles  of  departing  breath 
She  faw  her  Saviour  gild  the  bed  of  death  ; 
Heard  his  mild  accents,  tun'd  to  peace  and  love, 
Give  glorious  welcome  to  the  realms  above  ; 
In  thofe  bright  regions,  that  celeftial  more, 
Where  friends  long  loft  mail  meet  to  part  no  more; 
"  Bleft  Lord,  I  comet  my  hopes  have  not  been 

vain :" 
Upon  her  lifelefs  cheek  extatic  fmiles  remain. 


The  fmcerity  and  fervour  of  this  lady's  piety 
drove  her,  as  hej  beft  friends  acknowledge,  to 
enthufiafm,  and  thofe  people  of  courfe  obtained 

VOL.  II.  T  moft 
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moft  of  her  confidence  who  profefied  fuperior 
•warmth  of  devotion,  or  affected  peculiar  fanctity 
of  manners.  But  if  it  is  weaknels  to  be  impofed 
on  by  hypocrify  in  others,  let  thofe  only  claim  a 
right  to  ridicule  iuch  weaknefs  who  have  never 
been  duped  by  it  themfelves ;  who  deaf  to  all 
fuggeflions  of  indolence,  avarice,  or  amorous 
paffion,  have  never  been  lulled  to  the  lofs  of  fame 
by  any  interested  promoters  of  an  idle  life,  or  fti- 
mulated  to  the  ruin  of  an  affluent  fortune  by  pro 
jectors,  who  promifed  to  fwell  it  into  an  enormous 
one. 

Among  thefe  -enviable  heroes  of  impregnable 
caution  our  Doctor  never  did  pretend  to  rank 
himfeif ;  his  publick  writings,  private  letters,  and 
fecret  meditations,  alike  confefs  that  he  pafled 
many  hours  in  impofmg  upon  himfeif,  and 
many  more  in  felf-condemnatibn,  for  having  fuf- 
fered  himfelf  to  have  been  fo  impofed  upon.  Every 
acquaintance  poffeffes  fome  anecdote,  confirming 
his  earned  deiire  and  daily  refolution  to  attain  by 
diligence  that  chriflian  perfection  which  flies  from 
human  approach,  and  efcapes  the  grafp  even  of 
the  wife  and  good  ;  like  the  Deity  in  Homer  that 
calls  from  the  cloud,  and  checks  the  warrior  who 
wifhes  to  pierce  it,  in  words  tranflated  thus  by 
Mr.  Pope : 

Oh,  Ton  of  Tydeus,  ceafe  ;  be  wife  and  fee 
How  vaft  the  difference  'twixt  the  gods  and  thee  f 

That  immeafurable  diflance  was  indeed  I  think 
fcarce  ever  more  difcernible  than  when  he  quar 
relled  \vith  his  trueft  friend  Dr.  Taylor  of  Afh- 
bourne,  for  recommending  to  him  a  degree  of 
temperance,  by  which  alone  his  life  could  have 
bet:n  faved,  and  recommending  it  in  his  own  un 
altered  phrafe  too,  with  praife-worthy  intentions 
to  impreis  it  more  forcibly. 

This 
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This  quarrel,  however,  if  quarrel  it  might  be 
called,  which  was  mere  fullennefs  on  one  fide  and 
forrow  on  the  other,  loon  healed  of  itfelf,  mutual 
reproaches  having  never  been  permitted  to  widen 
the  breach,  and  fuppry,  as  is  the  common  prac 
tice  among  coarfer  difputants,  the  original  and 
perhaps  almoft  forgotten  caufe  of  difpute. 

After  fome  weeks,  Johnfon  fent  to  requeft  the 
fight  of  his  old  companion,  whofe  feeble  health 
held  him  away  'for  fome  weeks  more,  and  who 
when  he  came,  urged  that  feeblenefs  as  an  excufe 
for  appearing  no  fooner  at  the  call  of  friendfliip 
in  diftrefs ;  but  Johnfon,  who  was  then,  as  he  ex- 
prefied  it,  not  fick  but  dying,  told  him  a  ftory  of 
a  lady,  who  many  years  before  lay  expiring  in 
fuch  tortures  as  that  cruel  difeafe  a  cancer  natu 
rally  produces,  and  begged  the  converfation  of 
her  earlieft  intimate  to  foothe  the  incredible  fuffer- 
ings  of  her  body,  and  relieve  the  approaching  ter 
rors  of  her  mind  :  but  what  was  the  friend's  apo 
logy  for  abfence  ?  "  Oh,  my  dear,"  faid  me, 
"  I  have  really  been  fo  plagued  and  fo  pained  of 
"  late  by  a  nafty  whitlow,  that  indeed  it  was  quite 
"  impolfible  for  me  till  to-day  to  attend  my  Lucy's 
"  call."  I  think  this  was  not  more  than  two  days 
before  his  diflblution. 

Some  Lichfield  friends  fancied  that  he  had  half 
a  mind  to  die  where  he  was  born,  but  that  the 
hope  of  being  buried  in  Weftminfter  Abbey 
overpowered  the  inclination ;  but  Mr.  John 
fon  loved  London,  and  many  people  then  in 
London,  whom  I  doubt  not  he  fmcerely  wifhed  to 
fee  again,  particularly  Mr.  Saftres,  for  whofe 
perfon  fome  of  the  following  letters  manifefl  a 
flrong  affeftion,  and  of  whofe  talents  I  have  of 
ten  heard  him  fpeak  with  great  efleem.  That 
gentleman  has  told  me,  that  his  fears  of  death 
ended  with  bis  hope  of  recovery,  and  that  the  latter 
T  2  day 
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days  of  his  life  pafled  in  calm  refignation  to  God's 
will,  and  a  firm  trull  in  his  mercy. 

He  burned  many  letters  in  the  lafl  week  I  am 
told,  and  thofe  written  by  his  mother  drew  from 
him  a  flood  of  tears,  when -the  paper  they  were 
written  on  was  all  confumed.  Mr.  Saftres  faw  him 
caft  a  melancholy  look  upon  their  afhes,  which  he 
took  up  and  examined,  to  fee  if  a  word  was  ftill 
legible.  Nobody  has  ever  mentioned  what  became 
of  Mifs  Aflon's  letters,  though  he  once  told  me 
himfelf,  they  mould  be  the  laft  papers  he  would 
deftroy,  and  added  thefe  lines  with  a  very  faulter- 
ing  voice  : 

Then  from  his  clofmgeye  thy  form  (hall  part, 
And  the  laft  pang  fhaJl  tear  thee  from  his  heart  j 
Life's  idle  bus'nefs  at  gafp  be  o'er, 
The  Mufe  forgot,  and  thou  be  lov'd  no  more. 

The  high  opinion  he  had  formed,  and  the  pro 
digious  viijue  he  always  retained  for  his  wife,  is 
preferved  in  a  funeral  fermon,  written  on  her 
death,  of  which  it  is  no  more  than  bare  juftice  to 
aver,  that  Pere  Bourdaloue  has  done  nothing 
finer.  Sublimity  and  tendernefs  mingle  in  his 
praifes,  religion  and  morality  infpire  every  pre 
cept,  and  produce  from  the  extinction  even  of  a 
common  life,  marked  as  I  am  told  by  no  fu- 
perioricy  during  its  continuance,  inferences,  of 
power  at  once  to  animate  the  coldeft  in  the  pur- 
fuit  of  perfection,  and  to  reftrain  the  moft  petu 
lant  from  arrogance  of  ill-founded  hope. 

That  fuch  a  defirable  publication  has  been  hi 
therto  with  held  from  the  prefs,  we  owe  to  Dr. 
Taylor's  fcrupulous  delicacy.  When  Mrs.  John- 
fon  died,  her  huiband  requefted  him  to  compofe 
her  Oraifon  Funebre,  which  the  friend  refufed  up.- 
on  this  honourable  principle,  that  he  would  not 
commend  a  character  he  little  efteemed.  Do6tor 

Johnfo  n 
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Johnfon  then  fate  down,  and  compofed  the  fermon 
1  have  read  ;  and  begged  Taylor  to  preach  it  if 
he  would  do  nothing  more ;  but  even  this  he  ob- 
jecied  to,  for  the  reafon  he  had  already  given, 
and  provoked  the  writer  to  tear  the  manufcript, 
which  was  carefully  put  together  again  and  copied 
fair,  but  which  the  Doctor  dill  perfifts  to  with 
hold  from  publication,  becaufe  he  thinks  the  per- 
fon  undeferving  of  the  panegyrick  it  contains. 

I  have  the  honour  to  print  in  this  collection  a 
letter  of  gallantry,  addreflei  to  another  lady,  who 
defires  that  her  name    may    remain  concealed, 
though  few    people   except  herfelf,  who  had  as 
much  pretenfion  to  be   prailed,  would  have  had 
modefty    enough  to  retire   from    being  known. 
Thele  obliging  contributors  have  indeed  forced 
me  once  more  to  obtrude  myfelf  upon  the  publick, 
and  to  talk  with  a  tired   tongue  upon   a   half- 
forgotten  topick ;  as  among  the  freezing  echoes 
of  Nova  Zembla  it  is  faid,  that  we  may  hear  in 
the  following  winter  fome  fcraps  of  that  conver- 
fation  which  engaged  us  a  twelvemonth  before. 
Had  much  of  this  been  omitted,  I   had  certainly 
left  lefs  for  criticks  to  cenfure,  or  for  friends   to 
forgive :  the  publick  however  has  been  dill  in 
dulgent,  though   individuals  have  been  fpiteful, 
and 

Non  nimium  euro  ;  nam  coense  fercula  noftrz 
Malim  convivis  quam  placuifie  cocis. 

Do&or  Johnfon  was  no  complainer  of  ill  ufage  : 
I  never  heard  him  even  lament  the  difregard  (hewn 
to  Irene,  which  however  was  a  violent  favourite 
with  him,  and  much  was  he  offended  when  having 
afked  me  once,  "  what  fingle  fcene  afforded  me 
mod  pleafure  of  all  our  tragick  drama ;"  I,  little 
thinking  of  his  play's  exiftence,  named,  perhaps 

with 
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with  hafty  impropriety,  "  the  dialogue  between 
Syphax  and  Juba,  in  Addition's  Cato."  Nay, 
nay,  replied  he,  if  you  are  for  declamation,  I 
hope  my  two  ladies  have  the  better  of  them  all. 
This  piece  however  lay  dormant  many  years,  Jhel- 
fed  (in  the  manager's  phrafe)  from  the  time  Mr. 
Peter  Garrick  prefented  it  firfl  on  Fleetwood's 
table,  to  the  hour  when  his  brother  David  ob 
tained  due  influence  on  the  theatre,  on  which  i{ 
crawled  through  nine  nights,  fupported  by  cordials , 
but  never  obtaining  popular  applaufe.  I  afked 
him  then  to  name  a  better  fcene ;  he  pitched  on 
that  between  Horatio  and  Lothario,  in  Rowe's 
Fair  Penitent ;  but  Mr.  Murphy  (hewed  him  after 
wards  that  it  was  borrowed  from  Maffinger,  and 
had  not  the  merit  of  originality. 

It  is  well  known  that  Johnfon  defpifed  the  pro- 
feffion  of  an  a&or :  when  Garrick  was  talked  of 
as  candidate  for  admiflion  into  the  Literary  Club 
many  years  ago, — If  he  does  apply,  fays  our  Doc 
tor  to  Mr.  Thrale,  I'll  black-ball  him.  "  Who, 
Sir  ?  Mr.  Garrick,  your  friend,  your  companion, 
— black-ball  him!"  Why,  Sir,  I  love  my  little 
David  dearly,  better  than  all  or  any  of  his  flat 
terers  do,  but  furely  one  ought  to  fit  in  a  fociety 
like  ours. 

Unelbow'd  by  a  gamefter,  pimp  or   play'r. 

In  fpite  of  this  ill-founded  contempt,  he  per- 
fuaded  himfelf  to  treat  Mrs.  Siddons  with  great 
politenefs,  and  faid  when  me  called  on  him  at 
Bolt-court,  and  Frank  could  not  immediately  pro 
vide  her  with  a  chair,  "  You  fee,  Madam,  where- 
"  ever  you  go  there  are  no  feats  to  be  got."  John- 
fon's  readinefs  was  indeed  confpicuous  above  all 
his  other  uncommon  powers.  1  afked  him  one  day, 
why  the  Idlers  were  publifhed  without  mottoes  ? 

he 
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he  replied,  that  it  was  forborne  the  better  to  con 
ceal  himfelf  and  efcape  difcovery  :  But  let  us  think 
of  fome  now,  faid  he,  for  the  next  edition ;  we 
can  fit  the  two  volumes  in  two  hours,  can't  we  ? 
Accordingly  he  recollected,  and  I  wrote  down 
thefe  following,  till  fome  friend  coming  in,  in 
about  five  minutes,  put  an  end  to  our  further  pro- 
grefs  on  the  fubjeft,  nor  did  I  ever  again  fee  the 
card  they  were  written  on  till  two  or  three  weeks 
ago. 

Motto  for  the  paper  of  the  Bracelet.     No.  39. 

Nee  genus  ornatus  unum,  quod  quamque  decebit 
Eligat.  OVID.  Ars  Amat.  3.   135. 

For  the  Anatomical  Novices.     No.  17. 

Surge  tandem  Carnifex. 

MECJENAS  to  AUGUSTUS. 

For  No.  88. 
Hodle  quid  cgifti  ? 

For  the  paper  about  the  Debtors.     No.  22. 

Oh  nomen  dulce  libertatis  !  Ob  jus  eximium  no/Ira 
civitatis  /  CICKRO. 

For  Tim  Ranger's    Letters.     No.  62.  64. 

Quidfaciam?  proscribe. 

Sjntiefcas.  HOR. 

For  Omar  the  Prudent.     No.  i  o  i . 
Carpe  hilaris  —fuget  heu  !  non  revocanda  die*. 

For  Hacho,  King  of  Lapland.     No.  96. 

Quife  volet  ejfe  potentem, 
Animos  dzmet  illeferocss  : 

i  Nee 
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Nee  vida  libidine  col/a, 

Fcedis  fubmittat  habenis.         BOETHIUS. 

For  Dick  Shifter.     No.  71. 

Celan  lefefoe  angui^  leonl  ed  orgi 

Dentro  il  lor  verde.  AMINTA  del  TASSO. 

For  Molly  Quick.     No.  46. 
Fugit  adfalices,  fedfe  cupit  ante  videri.      VIRG. 

And  now  what  remains  ?  after  having  reviewed 
the  letters  of  a  dead  friend,  whofe  lips  while  living 
breathed  fentences  of  inftrudion,  furpafled  by 
thofe  of  no  ««-infpired  teacher,  and  whofe  writings 
called  in  elegance  to  adorn,  and  erudition  to  en 
grave  thofe  precepts ;  whofe  life  paifed  in  the  prac 
tice  of  refined  morality,  ending  in  a  death  which 
attefted  the  pureft  faith ;  what  remains  but  to  re 
flect,  that  by  that  death  no  part  of  Johnfon  perifhed 
which  had  power  by  form  to  recommend  his  real 
excellence  ;  nothing  that  did  not  difgrace  the  foul 
which  it  contained  :  like  fome  fine  ftatue,  the 
boaft  of  Greece  and  Rome,  plaflered  up  into  de 
formity,  while  cafts  are  preparing  from  it  to  im 
prove  itudents,  and  diffufe  the  knowledge  of  its 
merit ;  but  dazzling  only  with  complete  perfec 
tion,  when  the  grofs  and  awkward  covering  is  re 
moved. 


;  L  E  T  T  E  R 
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LETTER    CCCLV. 
Dr.  JOHNSON    to  Mifs  B  O  O  T  H  B  Y. 

;.  ;-j.--   Vl  •',  ft  3ltf:  '. 

DEAREST  MADAM,  January  i,  1755. 


T, 


HOUGH  I  am  afraid  your  illnefs  leaves 
you  little  leifure  for  the  reception  of  airy  civilities, 
yet  I  cannot  forbear  to  pay  you  my  congratula 
tions  on  the  new  year  ;  and  to  declare  my  wifties, 
that  your  years  to  come  may  be  many  and  happy. 
In  this  wifh  indeed  I  include  myfelf,  who  have 
none  but  you  on  whom  my  heart  repofes ;  yet 
furely  I  wifli  your  good,  even  though  your  fitua- 
tion  were  fuch  as  mould  permit  you  to  communi 
cate  no  gratifications  to, 
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To    the    Saime. 
DEAREST  MADAM,  Jan.  3,   1755 


N< 


OBODY  but  you  can  fecompenfe  me   for 
the  diftrefs   which   I  fullered  on   Monday  night. 

Having 
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Having  engaged  Dr.  Lawrence  to  let  me  know, 
at  whatever  hour,  the  ftate  in  which  he  left  you ; 
I  concluded  when  he  ftaid  fo  long,  that  he  ftaid 
to  fee  my  dearefl  expire.  I  was  compering  myfelf 
as  I  could  to  hear  what  yet  I  hoped  not  to  hear, 
when  his  fervant  brought  me  word  that  you  were 
better.  Do  ^you  continue  to  grow  better  ?  Let  my 
dear  little  Mifs  inform  me  on  a  card.  I  would 
not  have  you  write  left  it  mould  hurt  you,  and 
confequently  hurt  likewife, 

Deareft  Madam, 

Your,  £V. 


I 


LETTER    CCCLVII. 

To    the    Same. 
DEAR  MADAM,  Dec.  30,  1755. 


T  is  again  midnight,  and  I  am  again  alone. 
With  what  meditation  mail  I  amufe  this  wafte  hour 
of  darknefs  and  vacuity  ?  If  I  turn  my  thoughts 
upon  myfelf,  what  do  I  perceive  but  a  poor  help- 
lefs  being,  reduced  by  a  blaft  of  wind  to  weaknefs 
and  mifery  ?  How  my  prefent  diflemper  was 
brought  upon  me  I  can  give  no  account,  but  im 
pute  it  to  fome  fudden  fucceflion  of  cold  to  heat ; 
fuch  as  in  the  common  road  of  life  cannot  be 
avoided,  and  againft  which  no  precaution  can  be 
taken. 

Of 
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Of  the  fallacioufnefs  of  hope,  and  the  uncer 
tainty  of  fchemes,  every  day  gives  fome  new  proof; 
but  it  is  feldom  heeded,  till  fomething  rather  felt 
than  feen,  awakens  attention.  This  illnefs,  in 
which  I  have  fuffered  fomething  and  feared  much 
more,  has  deprelfed  my  eonfidence  and  elation ; 
and  made  me  confider  all  that  I  have  promifed 
myfelf,  as  iefs  certain  to  be  attained  or  enjoyed. 
1  have  endeavoured  to  form  refolutions  of  a  better 
life  ;  but  I  form  them  weakly,  under  the  con- 
feioufnefs  of  an  external  motive.  Not  that  1  con 
ceive  a  time  of  ficknefs  a  time  improper  for  recol 
lection  and  good  purpofes,  which  1  believe  difeafes 
and  calamities  often  fent  to  produce,  but  becaufe 
no  man  can  know  how  little  his  performance  will 
anfwer  to  his  promifes  ;  and  defigns  are  nothing 
iri  human  eyes  till  they  are  realifed  by  execution. 

Continue,  my  Dearefl,  your  prayers  for  me, 
ttiat  no  good  refolution  may  be  vain.  You  think, 
I  believe,  better  of  me  than  I  delerve.  I  hope  to 
be  in  time  what  I  wifh  to  be ;  and  what  1  have 
hitherto  fatistied  myfelf  too  readily  with  only 
wifhing. 

Your  billet  brought  me  what  I  much  wifhed  to 
have,  a  proof  that  I  am  flill  remembered  by  you 
at  the  hour  in  which  I  mod  defire  it ! 

The  Doctor  is  anxious  about  you.  He  thinks 
you  too  negligent  of  yourfelf ;  if  you  will  promife 
to  be  cautious,  I  will  exchange  promifes,  as  we 
have  already  exchanged  injunctions.  However, 
do  not  write  to  me  more  than  you  can  eafily  bear; 
do  not  interrupt  your  eafe  to  write  at  all. 

Mr.  Fitzherbert  fent  to-day  to  offer  me  fome 
wine  ;  the  people  about  me  fay  1  ought  to  accept 
it,  I  fhall  therefore  be  obliged  to  him  if  he  will 
fend  me  a  bottle. 

There  has  gone  about  a  report  that  I  died  to 
day,  which  I  mention,  left  you  fhouid  hear  it  and 

be 
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be  alarmed.  You  fee  that  I  think  my  death  may 
alarm  you  ;  which  for  me  is  to  think  very  highly 
of  earthly  friendfhip.  I  believe  it  arofe  from  the 
death  of  one  of  my  neighbours.  You  know  Des 
Cartes's  argument,  "  1  think,  therefore  I  am." 
It  is  as  good  a  confequence,  "  I  write,  therefore 
"  I  am  alive."  I  might  give  another,  "  I  am 
"  alive,  therefore  I  love  Mifs  Boothby  ;"  but 
that  I  hope  our  frieiuMhip  may  be  of  far  longer 
duration  than  life. 


1  am,  deareft  Madam, 

with  finccre  affection, 
Your, 


I,  E  T  T  E  R    CCCLVIII. 
To    the   Same. 

MY  SWEET  ANGEL,  D^c.  31. 

1  HAVE  read  your  book,  I  am  afraid  you  will 
think  without  any  great  improvement ;  whether 
you  can  read  my  notes  I  know  not.  You  ought 
not  to  be  offended  ;  I  am  perhaps  as  fmcere  as  the 
writer.  In  all  things  that  terminate  here  I  (hall 
be  much  guided  by  your  influence,  and  ihould 
take  or  leave  by  your  direction  ;  but  I  cannot  re 
ceive  mv  religion  from  any  human  hand.  I  de- 
fire 
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fire  however  to   be  inftrucled,  and  am  far  from 
thinking  myfelf  perfect. 

I  beg  you  to  return  the  book  when  you  have 
looked  into  it.  I  fhould  not  have  written  what 
is  in  the  margin,  had  I  not  had  it  from  you,  or 
had  I  not  intended  to  (hew  it  you. 

It  affords  me  a  new  conviction,  that  in  thefe 
books  there  is  little  new,  except  new  forms  of  ex- 
preflion ;  which  may  be  fometimes  taken,  even 
by  the  writer,  for  new  dodrines. 

I  fmcerely  hope  that  God,  whom  you  fo  much 
defire  to  ferve  aright,  will  blefs  you,  and  reftore 
you  to  health,  if  he  fees  it  beft.  Surely  no  hu 
man  underftanding  can  pray  for  any  thing  tem 
poral  otherwife  than  conditionally.  Dear  Angel, 
do  not  forget  me.  My  heart  is  full  of  tendernefs. 

It  has  pleafed  God  to  permit  me  to  be  much 
better ;  which  I  believe  will  pleafe  you. 

Give  me  leave,  who  have  thought  much  on 
medicine,  to  propofe  to  you  an  eafy,  and  I  think 
a  very  probable  remedy  for  indigeflion  and  lubri 
city  of  the  bowels.  Dr.  Lawrence  has  told  me 
your  cafe.  Take  an  ounce  of  dried  orange-peel 
finely  powdered,  divide  it  into  fcruples,  and  take 
one  fcruple  at  a  time  in  any  manner  ;  the  beft 
way  is  perhaps  to  drink  it  in  a  glafs  of  hot  red  port, 
or  to  eat  it  firft  and  drink  the  wine  after  it.  If 
you  mix  cinnamon  or  nutmeg  with  the  powder,  it 
were  not  worfe ;  but  it  will  be  more  bulky,  and 
fo  more  troublefome.  This  is  a  medicine  not 
difgufting,  not  coftly,  eafily  tried,  and  if  not 
found  ufeful,  eafily  left  off. 

'  I  would  not  have  you  offer  it  to  the  Doctor  as 
mine.  Phyficians  do  not  love  intruders ;  yet  da 
not  take  it  u  ithout  his  leave.  But  do  not  be  eafily 
put  off,  for  it  is  in  my  opinion  very  likely  to  help 
you,  and  not  likely  to  do  you  harm  ;  do  not  take 
too  much  in  hafte  ;  a.  fcruple  once  in.  three  hours, 

or 
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or  about  five  fcruples  a  day,  will  be  fufficient  to 
begin,  or  lefs,  if  you  find  any  averfion.  I  think 
ufing  fugar  with  it  might  be  bad ;  if  fyrup,  ufe 
old  fyrup  of  quinces  :  but  even  that  I  do  not  like. 
I  mould  think  better  of  conferve  of  floes.  Has 
the  Doctor  mentioned  the  bark  ?  in  powder  you 
couid  hardly  take  it ;  perhaps  you  might  take  the 
infufion. 

Do  not  think  me  troublefome,  I  am  full  of  care. 
I  love  you  and  honour  you  ;  and  am  very  unwil 
ling  to  lofe  you. 

A  Dieu  je  vous  recommande. 

I  am,  Madam, 
Your, 

My  compliments  to  my  dear  Mifs. 


LETTER    CCCLIX. 

To  the  Same. 

DEAREST    DEAR,  Saturday. 

1  AM  extremely  obliged  to  you  for  the  kind- 
riefs  of  your  enquiry.  After  I  had  written  to 
you,  Dr.  Lawrence  came,  and  would  have  given 
fome  oil  and  fugar,  but  I  took  Rhenifh  and  wa 
ter,  and  recovered  my  voice.  I  yet  cough  much, 
and  fleep  ill.  1  have  been  vifited  by  another 

Doftor 
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Doctor  to-day ;  but  I  laughed  at  his  Balfam  of 
Peru.  I  faded  on  Tuefday,  Wednefday,  and 
Thurfday,  and  felt  neither  hunger  nor  faintnefs. 
I  have  dined  yefterday  and  to-day,  and  found  lit 
tle  refremment.  I  am  not  much  amifs  ;  but  can 
no  more  fleep  than  if  my  deareft  lady  were  angry 
at, 

Madam, 

Your,  &V. 


LETTER    CCCLX. 

To  the  Same. 

HONOURED  MADAM,  Januarys,  1756. 

L  BEG  of  you  to  endeavour  to  live.  I  have  re 
turned  your  Law,  which  however  I  earneftly  en 
treat  you  to  give  me.  I  am  in  great  trouble ;  if 
you  can  write  three  words  to  me,  be  pleafed  to  do 
it.  I  am  afraid  to  fay  much,  and  cannot  fay  no 
thing  when  my  deareft  is  in  danger. 

The  all-merciful  GOD  have  mercy  on  you. 

I  am,  Madam, 

Your,  &c. 

LETTER 
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LETTER     CCCLXI. 

Dr.  JOHNSON  to  Mifs  ******. 
MADAM,  July  19,  1755. 

1  KNOW   not  how    liberally   your   generofity 
would  reward  thofe  who  fliould  do  you  any  fer- 
vice,  when  you  can  fo  kindly  acknowledge  a  fa 
vour  which  I  intended  only  to  myfelf.     That  ac 
cidentally  hearing  that  you  were  in  town,  I  made 
hafte  to  enjoy  an  interval  of  pleafure  which  I  found 
would  be  mort,  was  the  natural  confequence  of  that 
felf-love  which  is  always  bufy  in  queft  of  happinefs ; 
of  that  happinefs  which  we  often  mifs  when  we 
think  it  near,  and  fometimes  find  when  we  imagine 
it  loft.     When  1  had  miffed  you,  I  went  away  dif- 
appointed ;  and  did  not  know  that  my  vexation 
would  be  fo  amply  repaid  by  fo  kind  a  letter.    A 
letter  indeed  can  but  imperfectly  fupply  the  place 
of  its   writer,  at   lead   of  fuch   a  writer  as  you ; 
and  a  letter  which  makes  me  ftill  more  defire  your 
prefence,  is  but  a  weak  coufolation  under  the  ne- 
ceffity  of  living    longer   without    you  :  with   this 
however  I  muft  be  for  a  time  content,  as  much 
content  at  leait  as   difcontent  will  fuffer  me  ;  far 
Mr.  Baretti  being  a   fmgle  being  in  this  part  of 
the  world,  and   entirely  clear   from  all   engage1- 
ments,  takes  the  advantage  of  his  independence, 
and  will  come  before   me ;  for  which  if  I   could 
blame  him,  I   mould   pimifh   him  ;  but  my  own 
heart  tells  me,  that  he  only  does  to  me,  what,  if 
I  could,  I  mould  do  to  him. 

I  hope  Mrs.  ,  when  me  came  to  her  fa 
vourite  place,  found  her  houfe  dry,  and  her  woods 

growing, 
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growing,  and  the  breeze  whittling,  and  the  birds 
linging,  and  her  own  heart  dancing.  And  for 
you,  Madam,  whofe  heart  cannot  yet  dance  to 
fuch  mufick,  I  know  not  what  to  hope  ;  indeed  I 
could  hope  every  thing  that  would  pleafe  you, 
except  that  perhaps  the  abfence  of  higher  pleasures 
is  neceflary  to  keep  fome  little  place  vacant  in 
your  remembrance  for, 

Madam, 

Your, 


LETTER    CCCLXII. 
Dr.    J  O  H  N  S  O  N  to  J S Efq. 

DEAR  SIR, 

(COMMUNICATE  your  letters  regularly. 
Your  father's  inexorability  not  only  grieves  but 
amazes  me.  He  is  your  father.  He  was  always 
accounted  a  wife  man ;  nor  do  I  remember  any 
thing  to  the  difadvantage  of  his  good  nature; 
but  in  his  refufal  to  aflift  you,  there  is  neither 
good  nature,  fatherhood,  nor  wifdom. 

It  is  the  practice  of  good  nature  to  overlook 
faults,  which  have  already  by  the  confequence 
punifhed  the  delinquent.  It  is  natural  for  a  fa 
ther  to  think  more  favourably  than  others  of  chil 
dren  ;  and  it  is  always  wife  to  give  alliflance,  while 
a  little  help  will  prevent  the  neceflity  of  greater. 

VOL.  II.  U  If 
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If  you  married  imprudently,  you  married  at  your 
own  hazard,  at  an  age  when  you  had  a  right  of 
choice.  It  would  be  hard  if  the  man  might  not 
chufe  his  own  wife  who  has  a  right  to  plead  before 
the  judges  of  his  country. 

If  your  imprudence  has  ended  in  difficulties  and " 
inconveniencies,  you  are  yourfelf  to  fupport  them  ; 
and  with  the  help  of  a  little  better  health  you 
would  fupport  them,  and  conquer  them. 

Surely  that  want  which  accident  and  ficknefs 
produce  is  to  be  fupported  in  every  region  of  hu 
manity,  though  there  were  neither  friends  nor 
fathers  in  the  world.  You  have  certainly  from 
your  father  the  higheft  claim  of  charity,  though 
none  of  right ;  and  therefore  I  would  counfel  you, 
to  omit  no  decent  nor  manly  degree  of  importu 
nity. 

Your  debts  in  the  whole  are  not  large  ;  and  of 
the  ivhole^  but  a  fmall  part  is  troublefome.  Small 
debts  are  like  fmall  ihot ;  they  are  rattling  on 
every  fide,  and  can  fcarcely  be  efcaped  without  a 
wound.  Great  debts  are  like  cannon  of  loud 
noife  but  little  danger  ;  you  mud  therefore  be 
enabled  to  difcharge  petty  demands,  that  you 
may  have  leifure  with  fecurity  to  flruggle  with  the 
reil.  Neither  the  great  nor  little  debts  difgrace 
you.  I  am  fure  you  have  my  efteem,  for  the 
courage  with  which  you  contracted  them,  and  the 
fpirit  with  which  you  endure  them.  I  wim  my 
efteem  could  be  of  more  ufe. 

I  have  been  invited,  or  have  invited  myfelf,  to 
feveral  parts  of  the  kingdom  ;  and  will  not  incom 
mode  my  dear  Lucy,  by  coming  to  Lichfield  while^ 
her  prefent  lodging  is  of  any  ufe  to  her.  I  hope 
in  a  few  days  to  be  at  leifure,  and  to  make  vifits. 
Whither  I  mail  fly  is  matter  of  no  importance  ;  a 
man  unconnected  is  at  home  every  where,  unlefs 
he  may  be  faid  to  be  at  home  no  where.  I  am 

forry, 
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forry,  dear  Sir,  that  where  you  have  parents,  a 
man  of  your  merits  mould  not  have  a  home.  I 
wifh  I  could  give  it  you. 

I  am,  Dear  Sir, 

Affe&ionately  your's. 


I 


LETTER    CCCLXIII. 
DR.  J  O  H  N  S  O  N  to   Mr.  S  A  S  T  R  E  S. 
DEAR  SIR,  Aftibourne,  Auguftzi,  1784. 


AM  glad  that  a  letter  has  at  laft  reached  you ; 
what  became  of  the  two  former,  which  were  directed 
to  Mortimer  inflead  of  Margaret  Street,  1  have  no 
means  of  knowing,  nor  is  it  worth  the  while  to 
enquire  ;  they  neither  inclofed  bills,  nor  contained 
fecrets. 

My  health  was  for  fome  time  quite  at  a  ftand,  if 
it  did  not  rather  go  backwards  ;  but  for  a  week 
pad  it  flatters  me  with  appearances  of  amendment, 
which  I  dare  yet  hardly  credit.  My  breath  has 
been  certainly  lefs  obftru&ed  for  eight  Jays ; 
and  yefterday  the  water  feemed  to  be  difpofed  to 
a  fuller  flow.  But  I  get  very  little  fleep ;  and 
my  legs  do  not  like  to  carry  me. 

You  were  kind  in  paying  my  forfeits  at  the 
club  ;  it  cannot  be  expected  that  many  mould 
meet  in  the  fummer,  however  they  that  continue 
in  town  ihould  keep  up  appearances  as  well  as 
they  can.  I  hope  to  be  again  among  you. 

U  2  I  wifh 
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I  wifh  you  had  told  me  diftin&ly  the  miftakes 
in  the  French  words.  The  French  is  but  a  fecon- 
dary  and  fubordinate  part  of  your  defign ;  exaft- 
nefs,  however,  in  all  parts  is  necefiary,  though 
complete  exaftnefs  cannot  be  attained  ;  and  the 
French  are  fo  well  Hocked  with  dictionaries,  that 
a  little  attention  may  eafily  keep  you  fafe  from 
grofs  faults  ;  and  as  you  work  on,  your  vigilance 
will  be  quickened,  and  your  observation  regu 
lated  ;  you  will  better  know  your  own  wants,  and 
learn  better  whence  they  may  be  fupplied.  Let 
me  know  minutely  the  whole  ftate  of  your  nego- 
ciations.  Dictionaries  are  like  watches,  the  word 
is  better  than  none,  and  the  beft  cannot  be  ex- 
peeled  to  go  quite  true. 

The  weather  here  is  very  ftrange  fummer  wea 
ther  ;  and  we  are  here  two  degrees  nearer  the 
north  than  you.  I  was  I  think  loath  to  think  a 
fire  neceflary  in  July,  till  I  found  one  in  the  fer- 
vants  hail,  and  thought  myfelf  entitled  to  as  much 
warmth  as  them. 

I  wifh  you  would  make  it  a  tafk  to  yourfelf  to 
write  to  me  twice  a  week ;  a  letter  is  a  great 
relief  to, 


Dear  Sir, 


Your, 


LETTER 
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LETTER     CCCLXIV. 

To  the  Same. 
DEAR  SIR,  Afhbourne,  Sept.  2,  1784. 

JL  O  U  R  critick  feems  to  me  to  be  an  exquifite 
Frenchman  ;  his  remarks  are  nice  ;  they  would 
at  lead  have  efcaped  me.  I  wifh  you  better  luck 
with  your  next  fpecimen  ;  though  if  fuch  flips  as 
thefe  are  to  condemn  a  dictionary,  I  know  not 
when  a  dictionary  will  be  made.  I  cannot  yet 
think  that  gourmander  is  wrong  ;  but  I  have  here 
no  means  of  verifying  my  opinion. 

My  health,  by  the  mercy  of  God,  ft  ill  im 
proves  j  and  I  have  hope  of  (landing  the  Englim 
winter,  and  of  feeing  you,  and  reading  Petrarch 
at  Bolt-court  ;  but  let  me  not  flatter  myfelf  too 
much.  I  am  yet  weak,  but  ftronger  than  1  was. 

I  fuppofe  the  club  is  now  almoft  forfaken  :  but 
we  mail  I  hope  meet  again.  We  have  loll  poor 
Allen  ;  a  very  worthy  man,  and  to  me  a  very 
kind  and  officious  neighbour. 

Of  the  pieces  afcribed  by  Bembo  to  Virgil,  the 
Dirce  (afcribed  I  think  to  Valerius  Cato),  the 
Copa  and  the  Moretum  are,  together  with  the  Cu/ex 
and  Ceiris,  in  Scaliger's  Appendix  ad  Virgilium. 
The  reft  I  never  heard  the  name  of  before. 

I  am  highly  pleafed  with  your  account  of  the 
gentleman  and  lady  with  whom  you  lodge  ;  fuch 
characters  have  fufficient  attractions  to  draw  me 
towards  them  ;  you  are  lucky  to  light  upon  them 
in  the  cafual  commerce  of  life. 

Continue,  dear  Sir,  to  write  to  me  ;  and  let 
me  hear  any  thing  or  nothing,  as  the  chance  of 
the  day  may  be. 

I  am,  Sir,  Your, 


L  K  T  T  E  R 
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LETTER     CCCLXV. 

To  the  Same. 

DEAR  SIR,  Afhbourne,  Sept.  16,  1784. 

W  HAT  you  have  told  me  of  your  landlord 
and  his  lady  at  Brompton,  has  made  them  fuch 
favourites,  that  I  am  not  forry  to  hear  how  you 
are  turned  out  of  your  lodgings,  becaufe  the  good 
is  greater  to  them  than  the  evil  is  to  you. 

The  death  of  dear  Mr.  Allen  gave  me  pain. 
When  after  fome  time  of  abfence  I  vifit  a  town, 
I  find  my  friends  dead  ;  when  I  leave  a  place,  I 
am  followed  with  intelligence,  that  the  friend 
whom  I  hope  to  meet  at  my  return  is  fwallowed 
in  the  grave.  This  is  a  gloomy  fcene  ;  but  let 
us  learn  from  it  to  prepare  for  our  own  removal. 
Allen  is  gone ;  Saftres  and  Johnfon  are  hafling  af 
ter  him  ;  may  we  be  both  as  well  prepared  ! 

I  again  wifh  your  next  fpecimen  fuccefs.  Pay- 
miftrefs  can  hardly  be  faid  without  a  preface,  (it 
may  be  exprefied  by  a  word  perhaps  not  in  ufe, 
Pay  miftrefs). 

The  club  is,  it  feems,  totally  deferted ;  but  as 
the  forfeits  go  on,  the  houfe  does  not  fuffer  ;  and 
ail  clubs  I  fuppofe  are  unattended  in  the  fummer. 
We  mail  I  hope  meet  in  winter,  and  be  cheerful. 

After  this  week,  do  not  write  to  me  till  you 
hear  again  from  me,  for  I  know  not  well  where  I 
fhall  be  ;  I  have  grown  weary  of  the  folitude  of 
this  place,  and  think  of  removal. 

I  am,  Sir,  Your,  c5V, 

a  L  K  T  T  E  R 
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LETTER    CCCLXVI. 
To  the  Same. 

S  I  R,  Lichfitld,  Otfober  20,   1784. 

][  O  U  have  abundance  of  naughty  tricks ;  is 
this  your  way  of  writing  to  a  poor  fick  friend 
twice  a  week  ?  Poft  comes  after  poft,  and  brings 
no  letter  from  Mr.  Saftres.  If  you  know  any 
thing,  write  and  tell  it ;  if  you  know  nothing, 
write  and  fay  that  you  know  nothing. 

What  comes  of  the  fpecimen  ?  If  the  bookfellers 
want  a  fpecimen,  in  which  a  keen  critick  can  fpy 
no  faults,  they  muft  wait  for  another  generation. 
Had  not  the  Crufca  faults  ?  Did  not  the  Acade 
micians  of  France  commit  many  faults?  It  is 
enough  that  a  dictionary  is  better  than  others  of 
the  fame  kind.  A  perfect  performance  of  any 
kind  is  not  to  be  expected,  and  certainly  not  a 
perfect  dictionary. 

Mrs.  Defmoulines  never  writes,  and  I  know  not 
how  things  go  on  at  home  ;  tell  me,  dear  Sir, 
what  you  can. 

If  Mr.  Seward  be  in  town  tell  me  his  direction, 
for  I  ought  to  write  to  him. 

I  am  very  weak,  and  have  bad  nights. 

I  am,  dear  Sir,, 

Your,  &JV. 


LETTER 
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LETTER     CCCLXVII. 


To  the  Same. 

DEAR    SIR,  Lichfield,  Nov.  i,  1784. 

L  BEG  you  to  continue  the  frequency  of  your 
letters  ;  every  letter  is  a  cordial ;  but  you  muft 
not  xvonder  that  1  do  not  anfwer  with  exacl:  punc 
tuality.  You  may  always  have  fomething  to  tell : 
you  live  among  vhe  various  orders  of  mankind, 
and  may  make  a  letter  from  the  exploits,  fome- 
times  of  the  philolpher,  and  fometimes  of  the 
pick-pocket.  You  fee  fome  ballons  fucceed  and 
Ibme  mifcarry,  and  a  ihoufand  ftrange  and  a  thou- 
fand  foolifh  things.  But  I  lee  nothing;  I  muft 
make  my  letter  from  what  I  feel,  and  what  I  feel 
with  fo  little  delight,  that  I  cannot  love  to  talk  of 
it. 

I  am  certainly  not  to  come  to  town,  but  do  not 
omit  to  write  ;  for  I  know  not  when  I  mail  come, 
and  the  lofs  of  a  letter  is  not  much. 

I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Your,  &c. 


END  OF  THE   LETTERS. 
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VERSES  addrefled  to  Dr.  LAWRENCE, 
compofed  by  Dr.  JOHNSON,  as  he  lay 
confined  with  an  inflamed  Eye. 

O  ANGUINE  dum  tumido  fuffufw  flagrat  ocellus •, 
Deliciafque  fugit  folitas  folitofque  labores  ; 
Damnatus  tenebris,  lecloque  affixus  inertiy 
Quid  mecum  peragam,  quod  tu  dofliffime  poffes 
Laurenti  faltem  facili,  dignarier  aure? 
Humana  mentis,  rerumfe  pafcereformisy 
Eft  proprium,  et  quavis  captare  indaglne  •oerum^ 
Omnibus  unus  amor,  non  eft  modus  unus  amoris. 
Sunt,  qui  curricula  timidi  verfantur  in  arclo, 
Quosfoli  ducuntfenfm,  folus  docet  ufus  ; 
Quijibifatfapiiint,  contenti  nofcere  quantum 
Vel  digiti  traftant,  oculus  •vclfentit  et  auris  : 
Taniundem  eft  illis,  repfeat fpatia  ardua  coeli 
Materia,  •oaftum  an  late  pandatur  inane. 
Scire  vices  ponti facile  eft,  nihil  amplius  optant 
Nee  quarunt  quid  Itina  tuo  cumjiuflibus  orbi. 
Sicftbi  diffift,  lenta  experientia  curfum 
£j>uafulcat,  replant  tuti  per  lubrica  vita. 

Altera 
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Altera  pars  bominum,  fantfa  rationis  alumni 
Permiffum  credit,  nudasjibiji/lere  can/as  ; 
Materiemque  rudem,  magnaque  parentis  adeffe 
Conciliis,  vcrique  facros  recluderef antes. 
Gens  ilia,  impatient  per  fmgula  qiuzque  vagandi 
Tent  at  iter  brevius,  magno  conamine  fummam 
Natura  invadens,  mundique  elementa  refingens 
Laviaferratis  mifcens^  quadrata  rotundis, 
Corpora  cunfta  fuis  geftit  variare figuris. 
Particulafque  locans  certas  certo  ordine,  pulchram 
Campagem  edificat,  cotlorum  atque  alheris  ignes. 
Accendity  rer unique  modes  ac  fcedera  ponit. 
Hi  font,  quos  animi  generofa  infania  magni 
Jnfublime  rapit,  queis  terra  et  pontus  et  aer 
Subpedibusfubjeftajacent;  queis  ultima  primis 
Nexa  patent ;  hi  funt  quos  nil  mirabile  turbat 
Nil  movet  infolitum,  fub  legibus  omritajiftis 
Dumjiatuunty  cau/ifque  audent  prefigere  metam. . 


TRANSLATION  of  the  foregoing  VERSES. 
By    Mrs.    PIOZZI. 

ONDEMN'D  to  (hun  bright  Sol's  reviving  ray, 

While  my  tir'd  fight  ihrinks  at  th'  approach  of  day, 
f.'ach  pleafmg  tafk  become  my  prelent  dread, 
Chain'd  down  by  darknefs  to  a  lazy  bed ; 
What  happy  periods,  worthy  of  thy  care, 
Oh  learned  Lawrence!  can  thy  friend  prepare! 
'Mongfhadowy  forms  the  phantom  Truth  to  find,  ~) 
Is  ftill  the  hope  of  ev'ry  human  mind,  £ 

Inclin'd  by  paflion  all,  but  varioufly  inclin'd.      ) 

Some 
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Some  roll  their  timid  wheel  at  fmall  expence, 
O'er  the  known  track  of  Cuftom  and  of  Senfe, 
Depending  on  their  touch,  their  tafte,  their  eyes, 
Newton  alike  and  Berkeley  they  defpife : 
Carelefs  through  empty  fpace  though  planets  roll, " 
Or  clufl'ring  atoms  fill  the  crowded  whole ; 
Such  fouls  unmov'd  can  Ocean's  wades  furvey, 
Nor  afk  what  influence  its  tides  obey : 
Contented  creep  in  cold.  Experience'  train, 
Lurk  in  the  furrow,  and  negleft  the  grain. 

Others,  all  glowing  with  Promethean  fire, 
Strain  their  flrong  pow'rs  to  fearch  and  to  enquire; 
Hunt  parent  Nature  to  her  laft  recefs, 
Force  her  retreats,  and  rend  her  facred  drefs ; 
The  fource  of  Truth  impatient  to  purfue, 
Her  winding  paths  they  fcorn,  cut  out  a  new, 
Form  fancy'd  fcenes  of  elemental  ftrife, 
Exalt  material  beings  into  life, 
Find  neither  fquare,  nor  round,  nor  rough  amifs  ; 
All  bend  before  the  warm  hypothefis ; 
Till  tortur'd  Nature  feigning  to  obey, 
Her  fires  they  light,  her  corufcations  play, 
Build  airy  fabricks  in  th'  offended  fky, 
And  term  the  bold  attempt — Difcovery. 

Such  fouls  fublime  fee  earth,  and  air,  and  light, 
Stretch'd  at  their  feet,  nor  wonder  at  the  fight; 
No  knot  perplexes,  and  no  labour  tires, 
While  third  of  knowledge  urges  and  infpires ; 
For  Deftiny  (till  faithful  to  his  charge, 
Conjecture  only  leaves  to  rove  at  large. 


T  RAN- 
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TRANSLATIONS  from  BOETHIUS 
DE  CONSOLATIONS  PHILOSOPHISE. 

Book  II.     Metre  2. 

HOUGH  countlefs  as  the  grains  of  fand 
That  roll  at  Eurus*  loud  command ; 
Though  countlefs  as  the  lamps  of  night 
That  glad  us  with  vicarious  light ; 
Fair  Plenty,  gracious  queen,  fhou'd  pour 
The  bleflings  of  a  golden  fhow'r, 
Not  all  the  gifts  of  Fate  combined 
Would  eafe  the  hunger  of  the  mind, 
But  fwallowing  all  the  mighty  ftore, 
Rapacity  would  call  for  more; 
For  ftill  where  wiihes  moft  abound 
Unquench'd  the  thirft  of  gain  is  found ; 
In  vain  the  (tuning  gifts  are  fent, 
For  none  are  rich  without  content* 


Book  II.     Metre  4. 


W, 


OULDST  thou  to  fome  ftedfaft  feat, 
Out  of  Fortune's  pow'r  retreat  ? 
Wouldft  thou,  when  fierce  Eurus  blows, 
Calmly  reft  in  fafe  repofe  ? 
Wouldft  thou  fee  the  foaming  main, 
Toffing  rave,  but  rave  in  vain  ? 
Shun  the  mountain's  airy  brow, 

the  fea-fapp'd  fand  below; 

Soon 
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Soon  th'  afpiring  fabrick  falls, 
When  loud  Aufter  (hakes  her  walls, 
Soon  the  treach'rous  fands  retreat, 
From  beneath  the  cumb'rous  weight. 
Fix  not  where  the  tempting  height 
Mingles  danger  with  delight  ; 
Safe  upon  the  rocky  ground, 
Firm  and  low  thy  manfion  found  ; 
There,  'mid  tempefts  loudeft  roars, 
Darning  waves  and  matter  'd  mores, 
Thou  malt  fit  and  fmile  to  fee 
All  the  world  afraid  but  thee, 
Lead  a  long  and  peaceful  age, 
And  deride  their  utmoft  rage. 
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Book  III.    Metre  i. 
By  Dr.  JOHNSO.V  and  Mrs.  PIOZZI 


prudent  hind,  intent  on  gain, 
Mujl  clear  the  ground  to  fow  the  grain, 
And  Ceres'  richeji  gifts  abound, 
Where  late  the  rankeft  weeds  were  found  ; 
To  him  whom  painful  taftes  annoy, 
Sweet  honey  yields  a  double  joy  ;  ~* 

The  tempcft  gives  the  calm  delight, 
The  morning  owe<  her  charms  to  night  ; 
And  thus  the  mind  tormented  long 
With  wild  viciflitudes  of  wrong, 
Contemns  at  length  the  treach'rous  toys, 
And  real  happinefs  enjoys. 

*   The  lines  printed  in  Italics  were  writt.-n  by  Mrs.  PIOZZI. 

Book 
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Book  III.     Metre  3. 


By  Dr.  JOHNSON  and  Mrs.  Piuzzi. 

<X 

*  HROUGH  Gripus'  grounds  let  rich  Pafiofas  roll, 

No  golden  fands  canfatisfy  his  foul ; 

'Though  chains  of  pearl  bow  down  his  penfi-ve  head, 

Though  a  whole  hecatomb  his  acres  tread, 

No  wealth  his  life  from  weary  care  can  fave, 

No  care  his  wealth  can  carry  to  the  grave. 


Book  III.     Metre  4. 
By  Dr.  JOHNSON  and  Mrs.  PIOZZI. 

rAINLT  the  Tyrian  purple  bright, 
Vainly  the  pearl's  pellucid  white, 
The  tyrant  Nerojtrove  t'  adorn, 
Who  liv'd  our  hatred  and  our  fcorn ; 
His  choice  our  facred  feats  difgrac'd. 
His  condudt  human  kind  debas'J  : 
If  fuch  on  .earth  can  blifs  beftow, 
,  what  is  happinefs  below  ? 


Book 


T, 
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Book  III.     Metre  5. 
By  Dr.  JOHNSON. 


HE  man  who  pants  for  ample  fway, 
Muft  bid  his  paffions  ail  obey ; 
Mud  bid  each  wild  defire  be  ftill, 
Nor  yoke  his  reafon  with  his  will : 
For  though  beneath  thy  haughty  brow 
Warm  India's  fupple  fons  mould  bow, 
Though  northern  climes  confefs  thy  fway, 
Which  erft  in  froft  and  freedom  lay, 
If  Sorrow  pine  or  Avarice  crave, 
Bow  down  and  own  thyfelf  a  flave. 


Book  III.     Metre  6. 
By  Dr.  JOHNSON  and  Mrs.  PIOZZI. 

I. 


A 


iLL  men,  throughout  the  peopled  earth, 
From  one  fublime  beginning  fpring ; 
All  from  one  fource  derive  their  birth, 
The  fame  their  parent  and  their  king. 

II. 

At  /.'is  command  proud  Titan  glows. 

And  Luna  lifts  her  horn  on  high  ; 
His  hand  this  earth  on  man  be/lows, 

Andftreivs  with  Jlars  thefpangledfty. 
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III. 
From  her  high  feats  he  drew  the  foul, 

And  in  this  earthly  cage  confin'd ; 
To  wond'ring  worlds  produc'd  the  whole, 

Eflence  divine  with  matter  join'd. 

IV. 

Since  then  alike  all  men  derive 

From  God  himfelf  their  noble  race, 

Whyjhould  the  witlefs  mortals ft  rive 
For  vulgar  ancejiry  and  place? 

V. 

Why  boaft  their  birth  before  his  eyes, 
Who  holds  no  human  creature  mean  ; 

Save  him  whofe  foul  enflav'd  to  Vice, 
Deferts  her  nobler  origin  ? 


Book  III.     Metre  12. 

By  Dr. 'JOHNSON  and  Mrs.  PIOZZI. 

11 APPY  he,  whofe  eyes  have  view'd 
The  tranfparent  Fount  of  Good  ; 
Happy  whofe  unfetter'd  mind 
Leaves  the  load  of  earth  behind. 
Though  when  Orpheus  made  his  moan 
For  his  lovely  confort  gone, 
Though  the  hind  approach' d  to  hear 
Where  the  lionefs  iiood  near, 
And  attentive  to  the  found 
Hares  forgot  the  ioilowing  hound, 

<,  Round 
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Round  him  danc'd  the  lift'ning  woods, 
Silent  wonder  itopt  the  floods, 
Grief  and  madnefs  unreprefs  d, 
Rag'd  within  the  matter's  breaft, 
While  t'  afiuage  the  pangs  of  love, 
Verfe  and  mufick  vainly  drove", 
Now  he  fighs  to  Heav'n,  and  now 
Rufhes  on  the  realms  below. 
There  he  breath' d  his  am'rous  fire, 
There  he  touch' d  his  trembling  lyre, 
Warbling  there  his  f offer  for  rows , 
From  his  parent  mufe  he  borrows 
Notes  to  touch  each  tender  feeling, 
Numbers  to  each  bofomjlealing, 
Sighs  thatjilent  meafure  keep, 
Groans  that  grieve  and  words  that  weep. 
Thefe  the  haplefs  poet  tries 
To  regain  his  beauteous  prize  ', 
Nor  in  vain — the  J1  rings  obey. 
Love  and  mufick  bear  thefway, 
Cerberus'  rage  their  powers  difarm, 
Stern  Aleclo feels  the  charm, 
Tears  from  farce  Mcgarajlow} 
While  attentive  to  his  woe 
Suddens  flops  Ixion's  wheel, 
Hell's  farce  hawk  forgets  his  meal ; 
Tantalus  aflonifh'd  flood, 
Scorning  now  th*  o'erflowing  flood: 
Till  at  length  ftern  Pluto  cried, 
Conquering  Poet,  take  thy  bride ; 
Purchas'd  by  the  powerful  fong, 
All  her  charms  to  thee  belong  ; 
Only  this  command  obey, 
Look  not  on  her  by  the  way ; 
Though  reluclant,  flill  refrain, 
Till  the  realms  of  light  you  gain. 
But  what  laws  can  lovers  awe  ? 
Love  alone  to  love  is  law  : 

VOL.  II.  X  Juft 
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Juft  emerging  into  light : 
Orpheus  turn'd  his  eager  fight, 
Fondly  view'd  his  following  bride, 
Viewing  loft,  and  loving  died. 

To  you  whofe  gen'rous  withes  rife 
To  court  communion  with  the  ikies,  . 

To  you  the  tale  is  told , 
When  grafping  blifs  th'  unfteady  mind 
Looks  back  on  what  (he  left  behind, 

She  faints,  and  quits  her  hold. 


FINIS. 
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